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MINCE MEAT. 

[By our Charivariety Artistes.) 

‘‘ Christmas is coming,*' says a weekly 
paper headline. The common opinion 
in pessimistic haunts is that there is 
nothing to stop it, 

❖ t 

We understand that, in order to meet 
the recent shortage of ghosts during 
the past few seasons, arrangements are 
being made by the 


shows that even the joyous and festive 
season has its pathetic side. 

It is rumoured that quite a number 
of postmen have again decided this 
year not to solicit Christmas-boxes 
next year. ^ 

It is only in the interests of his family 
that we refrain from giving the full 
'name of the mean fellow who, when 


B.B.O. to 
cast a few. 


broad- 


There is a super- 
stition that it is 
unlucky not to re- 
move Christmas 
decorations by 
Twelfth Night. 
Boys who retain 
mincemeat on their 
ears after that date 
come to no good. 

* 

In hunting circles 
disappointment is 
felt that no date 
has yet been fixed | 
for the Whaddon 
Chase Dispute Ball. 

Sp ^ Sji 

A firm of manu- 
facturers advertise 
a toy drum which 
they describe as 
“unbreakable." 
This is the sort of 
foolish braggadocio 
that puts the Brit- 
ish boy on his met- 
tle. 

* 

In connection 
with the sugges- 
tion for a limitation 
of armaments a 
chronic dyspeptic 
has suggested that 
the League of Na- 
tions should turn 
its attention to 
Christmas pud- 
dings. 


>!: itt 



The custom of ! 
pouring brandy over Christmas pud- 
dings has practically died out in Scot- 
land. It is now established that the 
pudding rather spoils the taste of the 
spirit. 

** A Merry Christmas," said Dr. Vor- 
ONOPF, the gland specialist, to one of his 
patients, “ and thousands of them." 

Many cases have been known of 
life-long teetotalers winning bottles 
of whisky in Christmas sweeps. This 


The new Butler {who has been taken out stalking). “They told me it was a countuy 

PLACE, BUT THEY DIDN’T SAY AS ’OW THE COUNTRY WAS ALL SET HUl* ON HEND.” 


asked for a tip by the hotel waiter, 
replied, “ Certainly, Back Crimson 
W anderer both ways for the threo-thirty 
to-morrow." ... 

Among recently-published books is 
one by Dr. D. McKenzie, entitled 
Aromatics and the Soul: A Study of 
Smells. Just the thing for those men 
who have received Christmas gifts of 
cigars from tlieir wives. 

“Waits playing bagpipes are to be: 


a surprise for householders this Christ- 
mas," announces an evening loaper. 
Some people don’t seem to know the 
difference between a surprise and a 
shock. 

“Hot whisky for influenza,” an- 
nounces a headline. We gladly accept 
the exchange. 

According to Professor Martin of 
NewYork the world 
will end during De- 
cember of nextyear. 
Small boys and tur- 
keys are anxious to 
know whether it is 
to be before or after 
the 25th. 

Next year being 
Leap Year, women 
will have the right 
of proposing mar- 
riage, just as they 
liavo had in any 
otheryoarsince tlio 
War. . 

Senator Hiram 
Johnson has re 
ferred to Britain 
as a great country. 
iliHAM, you said a 
jugful. ... .. 

Amorican rum- 
runners complain 
of being undercut 
by Scotsmen. The 
patriotism of con- 
sumers IB a}>peaiod 
to for the Hup|)ort 
of a homo industry. 

si! ’ll 

An English- 
woman lias n»- 
cently returned to 
London after a 
journey through 
Central Africa, dur- 
ing whicdi she unco 
fought, single- 
handed and sue- 
coBsfully, with four- 
teen savage Boiul- 
aneso women wlu> 
attacked her. The Winter Bargain- 
Sales Committee is seriously tlunkiog 
of lowering her iiandicap. 

People are said to he going to tlieaircs 
more and more. This comes of having 
wireless apparatus installed in so many 
homes, ... ^ 

It is pointed out that women are 
not availing themselves of the revised 
Divorce Laws. Perhaps when the 
Christmas shopping is over 



















Mr ^ tYocali ^ t . “I’m goin’ to sing ‘Christians, Awake.’” 

Second Vocalist “I ain’t— I’m goin’ to sing ‘Shepherds watch their rLocKs,”’ 
Leader. “You can both sing wot yer like, so long as yer sings it in chune 
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The Swain. 

“ To-night the ecstasy is dead 
That winged our shimmering 
shoes/' 

The Nymph. 

“To-night creation is not red.” 

The Swain. 

“To-night we dance the Blues.*’ 
The Nymph, 

“ All lovely things arc doomed to 
dust.’' 

The Swain. 

“ The hey-day of the jazz 
Was practically bound to bust." 
The Nymph. 

“ And bust the hey-day has." 
The Swain. 

“ When I recall the close embrace 
Wherein ive two were knit — *’ 


The Nymph. 

“ When I recall the fatuous face 
That always went with it — " 

The Swam 

“ When I recall the feverish 
joys 

Of many a room wherein 
We circled slowly— 

The Nymph “ To the noise 
Of negroes hammering tin- " 

The Swain. 

“I cannot speak without regret 
For what the world must lose." 
The Nvmph. 

“In time perhaps — " 

The Swain. “ I may forget." 
The Nymph 

“Then come, we ^11 dance the 
Blues." EVOE. 
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IN ITALY. 
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THE FLASHLIGHT PHOTOGRAPH— A VISUAL IMPRESSION. 



GONE! 
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INDIVIDUALISM AND THE STATE, 



WHEN BOTTICELLI BINNS DEVOTED SO MUCH THOUGHT TO THE REPAINTING OF HIS HOUSE, I DONT THINK HE COULD 

HAVE HEARD OF THE PROPOSAL TO- 



ERECT A NEW PILLAR-BOX IN FRONT OF IT. 





AX CHELSEA, 


















:K DEMPSEY. 
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Thc ShadQ “ZOUNDS’ BUT THE OLD ROAD HATH CHANGED BUT LITTLE SINCE MY TIIVIE. AND YONDER COMES A GOODLY 

COACH -OR I’M A DUTCHMAN.” 





THE MANTLE OF WU. 

T he dres > that Joan has on to-day 
Was worn by Wu the Mandarin, 
Who put it on down Pekin way 
To read his old Confucius in. 

There is no difference in the ^own ; 

II still continues to provide 
A rather lovely reach-me-down ; 

But what a change there is inside ! 

How strange to think the self-same robe 
That ugly Wu was wont to wear 
Has travelled round the teeming globe 
To Joan the exquisitely fair ! 

How strange to think the outworn weeds 
Of one by whom so much was known 
Of wise old books and ancient creeds 
Should decorate my darling Joan ! 

bVOH. 





















i^N'^ 






Actmg Petty Officer, “Why the devil wasn’t the deck swabbed down before now/” 

Ordinary Beaman, “I thought as ’twere goin’ to rain and I shouldn’t ’avk to.” 

Acting Petty Officer, “Oh, it’s blamin’ it on the weather ye are. Now mark ye my words, me lad. If it hmxs in Tin: 

MORNING YE *LL SWAB DOWN THE DECKS IN THE AFTERNOON. AN* IF IT RAINS IN THE AFTERNOON YE ’LL 8WAU 'EM DOWN UN 
THE hornin’.” 
















American BvorUman [w'lio has taJcen a forest for the purposes of photography). “What the blazes did you shoot that stag 

FOH JUST WHEN I WAS TAKING A PICIUEE?” « » 

Stalker. “ Weed, ye were crying ‘ Keep him still, Tonald— keep him still I and there wass nae ither wa . 



Keeper . r hbT ™ h“;o"h"ve got hb. some.hbk. ih xhe bob. 

^£'!'pT{smmxious to phase). »Ib.:hb had bees an osieich now, Soeb. yb 'b bayb had him. 
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THE CASE OF “NEEDLE" ROKE. 

Me. Punch’s Best-Sellee. 

I. 

“ A PBETTY woman forgives a man 
once, a woman twice, herself never, 
laughed the Oomtesse de Vidomme, 
with a flash from her lustrous yellow 
orbs, 

A burst of laughter greeted the epi- 
gram. My eye roameci again the bril- 
liant scene, the gleaming napery, the 
forks andspoons. Afittingframe for that 
strange gathering of men and women, 
Statesmen, Ambassadors, financiers, 
Embezzlers, the flower of the Chan- 
celleries of Europe. 

It was Christmas Day, the festival of 
Peace, Put why was the Eussian Am- 
bassador at Madrid spending Christmas 
at the Midland seat of Sir Leslie Crane, 
sometime Foreign Minister of Great 
Britain ? What was the Yugo-Slavian 
Minister at Stockholm doing there? 
Why was that pale-blue automobile now 
purring in the avenue, with the cock of 



But it was well known that Sir Leslie 
was devoted to his hobbies and his 
Tudor home. A passionate moss- 
collector, could he be seduced there- 
from to the hurly-burly of statesman- 
ship again ? Now, as he listened to the 



‘Lord Rendlb had been closeted 

WITH OUR HOST.” 


“There was a mystery in her dark 

HAIR.” 

France stamped upon the carburettor ? 
These things could mean but one thing 
War. Bed war. 

It was a thought to stagger the men- 
tality of the most hardened young dip 
lomat. 

“ Why is Lord Eendle staying at 
Whiteleas ? murmured a rich voice. 

The girl at my side was very beauti- 
ful. ^ There was a mystery in her dark 
hair. The lobes of her ears were per- 
fectly formed. 

But was she not also the niece of the 
Croatian Legate at Vilna ? It behoved 
me to be careful. 

I parried the question with a light 
remark anent the weather. For I knew 
very well the raison d'Ure of Lord 
Eendle’s sojourn at Whiteleas. Ever 
since his powerful orange automobile 
had purred up to the front-door the 
previous day he had been closeted with 
our host in the private apartments of 
the latter. The former (a terrible bore) 
bad come hot-foot from the Cabinet to 
urge Sir Leslie’s resumption of partici- 
pation in the destinies of his country. 
With that keen mind added to their 
armoury, the British Government would 
be the better able to play their cards 
with the Chancelleries of Europe. 


ceaseless pleading of bis interlocutor, I 
saw that his face was haggard from the 
strain of his position. 

“ We have to find a formula,*’ said 
Lord Eendle, pausing weightily between 
each word. “ Without a formula Europe 
is doomed. Find that formula and 
Europe is saved. Forgive me,” he 
boomed, “but hero I cannot speak 
more plainly.” 

Sir Leslie nodded and a shadow swept 
his brow again. 

“ Find that formula,” continued Lord 
Eendle deliberately, “ and Croatia will 
sunder her connection with the Little 
Entente. Lithuania will join Franco. 
France will join Lithuania, iiussia 
will abandon her Trilenko claim. Spain 
will come to an understanding with 
Finland. Finland will form a mjh 
prochement with Lisbon. Thero will 
be a cUmarche in Turkey. America 
will send a Note to the Lapps. There 
will be Peace.” He 
paused. “You know 
the alternative,” ho 
went on gravely. 

“War. Bed War,” 

In my cars I 
seemed to hear fclio 
thunder of tho guns. 

Sir Leslie closed his 
eyes. 

“ We must find - 
that formula,” said 
Lord Eendle, de- 
veloping his theme. 

And you are the 
man to find it. Find 
that formula, and 
Croatia will sunder 
her connection with 
the Little Entente. 

Litlmania will join France — : — “ 

Sir Leslie sighed— -the sigh of a man 
in torture. 

“Bub Croatia is the key,” said Lord 
Een(31e. 

Spurred by some spur, I turned to 
the beautiful girl beside mo. 

She was not there / 


n. 

Where was she — Lydia Vampa, 
daughter of Croatia, niece to a Legate — 
the girl with the mystery in her liair: 
the lobes of whose ears were somehow 
never far from my thoughts? 

When I saw her face emerging from 
under the table my heart gave a great 
leap of thankfulness. My suspicions, 
after all, were both ha^’o and baseless. 
I chuckled to myself at tho paradox. 

“I dropped my napkin,” she said 
simply, hut she flushed as she said it, 
and once again that twinge of doubt 
stabbed me to the core. 

I suppose she sensed my unconscious 
ratiocinations. 

“Ah, you English,” she said, resum- 
ing her seat, “ you are so cold.” 

rir. 

Feast-day or fast-day, the cogs wliitdi 
move tho wheels which drive the ma- 
chine of diplomacy rest not. The num 
finished their superh Armistitje hrandy 
and staggered otT to join tlu^ ladies. 
Bub I noticed that Lord iiondle drew 
Sir Leslie aside into tlie gniai Hhrary, 

We have to find a formula,” tho stut* s- 
inan was saying; and tho ox-Ftaeign 
iIinist(*rnodd( d silently, without wt mis. 

Tho door closed behind tiu’in . , . 

IV. 

“Dead.” 

The word sent a st range f brill thr< aigh 
me, with its HUggt‘stion of flnaiity and 
decay. 

“Quite d(‘ad, “said f ^urd llrndloiLgain, 

Tlu? body lay flat an tho IImu* ot 
t!u» great hhrary Sir Leslte Crane, the 
man who inighl have siivlmI Europo! 

“This is munler/Vuid Lend Uendle; 



Theue has hken rot I. ri.AV,* saio t/am UrMUj., 


** there has been foul play, 
left him a minute, i went 


I had not 
lip to my 

apartment for someconfideiuial papers 
in comieetioii with a matter wliieii 1 am 
nob at liberty to reveal --“I rttfer to our 
Hocret Treaty with Chili-^^-prumising to 
return immcnliately. On rejoining him. 
Sir Leslie was dead; tiroath had fled 
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from his limbs. He had taken part in 
the Great Division. 

“ Before I left the room,” he contin- 
ued in a minute or two, “a woman en- 
tered, alleging she had business with 
Sir Leslie of urgent import. He begged 
to be left alone with her. When 
I returned she was gone.” 

“Could you identify the wo- 
man ? ” said the Spanis-h Ambas- 
sador, with a flash of his well- 
preserved tooth. 

“ I could,” said Lord Eendle. 

. My heart stood still. 

“I will say nothing more now,” 
his lordship went on. “ There were 
many who stood to profit by this 
man’s extinction. Had he been 
successful in his search for a for- 
mula, Croatia would have had to 
abandon her designs on Southern 
Algeria. Abyssinian ambitions 
would have crumpled. The Serbs 
would have yielded. Germany 
would liave driven a wedge be- 
tween Eumania and the Bulgs. 


adjoining. A huge billiard-table stood 
in the centre. 

“ What is this apartment ? ” h e clicked, 
“ This is the billiard-room.” 

“ Eight ! ” he snapped. “ And what 
day is it ? ” 



The Czecho-Jugos would have re-orient- 


ated towards the West. America would 
have sent a Note to the Finns. The 

hegemony of Southern Asia ” 

Silently we stole from the room, 
recognising the respect due to the apart- 
ment of death. 

But the word “Croatia” rang in 
my ears. 


“ Tearing oep his waistcoat buttons as he ran 

“ Christmas Day.” 1 search of a formula, 

said with a gleam of 


I ran hot-foot to “The Crown.” 

It was a fortunate chance that my 
friend “Needle” Eoke was taking a 
well-earned rest in the neighbourhood. 

I liad seen enough of this mystery to 
know that none but he would un-raffle 
it. What a man I 

An eccentric by nature, I was not 
suL-prised to find him crawling about 
the floor of his apartment, chewing 
betel-nuls. “ Keeps the mind supple,” 
he used to say. 

Briefiy I unfolded the facts as we 
panted up the Avenue, Eoke tearing 
off his waistcoat buttons as he ran, a 
nervous trick which showed his intellect 
to be working at its best. 

“Is there a servant with i-ed hair 
in the bouse ? ” he snapped at last. 
“No.” 

“I was afraid you’d say that,” he 
returned. “ Williams, this case baffles 
me; ” and taking out a pair of scissors 
he severed a tuft of his hair, another 
characteristic mannerism of this extra- 
ordinary man. 

“ Here is the body,” I said, leading 
the way into the library. 

But I stood back, gasping. 

The body had gone ! 

VI. 

Eoke was after it like a bloodhound, 
and, while I still stood dazed, was lead- 
ing the way into the large apartment 


“Ah I” he said with a 
triumph. “ Then there is your body I " 

I gasped. The body lay face down- 
wards on the sofa, dead. 

Eoke ignored it. He was scrambling 
in the pockets of the table, plucking 
feverishly at the last button of his 
waistcoat. 

“ Eoke,” I said, “ frankly, I can see 
no daylight. Are we to believe that 
a dead body has deliberately removed 
itself from one room to the other ? Or 
did the murderer return and change 
its location himself ? And if so, why ? 


“ Williams I ” he said, and there was a 
sort of horror in his eyes. “ There ’s 
been some damnable work afoot here — 
damnable I ” 

“ Speak, Eoke. What is it ? ” 

“ I don’t know yet,” was the grave 
response. “But these balls are 
both spot ! ’* 

VII. 

Lord Eendle was beckoning us 
into the hall, 

“Mr. Eoke,” he said, “In- 
spector Smoot is here. But such 
is the besotted folly of the police 
that I am withholding from them 
the material facts of the case.” 

“ You have done well,” said my 
friend, nervously plucking off his 
last remaining waistcoat-button. 

“ The woman whose interven- 
tion in the library was the pre- 
lude to this terrible drama is the 
niece of the Croatian Legate at 
Vilna. I need not tell you what 
that means. I was at the time 
Had the dead 
man found that formula, within three 
hours there would have been a coup 
d'etat in the Croatian capital. The 
Quai d’Orsay would have accepted the 
fait accompli, Spain would have ceded 
Morocco. Japan would have scrapped 
her new battleship. The Serbian Min- 
ister would have revoked his resigna- 
tion. Lithuania would have attached 



‘These bales ame both spot! 

Either hypothesis seems at first sight 
untenable.” 

“There is something far stranger 
than that in this case,” he replied; and 
he held np two white billiard-balls 


herself to the Little 

Something made my eyes stray into 
the billiard- room. I gasped. 

“ What is the matter with you ? ” said 
Eoke sharply. 

For response I levelled a shaking 
finger. 

The body had disappeared ! 
vni. 

Patienbly Eoke was piecing the thing 
tofjether. 

The tracks of a fuU-grown man in 
snow remain for eight days if there is 
no thaw,” said the inscrutable man. 

“ But there is no snow,” I cried. 
“Exactly.” 

Try as 1 could, I could not guess at 
his meaning. 

“ One thing I have established,” he 
went on. 

I leaned forward eagerly, ready to 
gasp. 

“ There is some person, man or 
woman, who has a powerful motive for 
concealing this murder. What do you 
make of this ? ” 

The object in his grasp was an ex- 
quisitely jewelled hair-pin. About the 
trinket hung a faint aroma. 

“ Gherchez la femme” said his lord- 
ship grimly; and I hated him for the 
remorseless logic of his speech. 

Eoke sniffed significantly. 
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‘ Talc,” he sniffed. “ The favourite trembled. The hand that held Lord 


perfume of the Croatian cocottes," 


Come what might, I would be her 
friend. 



Clearly he had sensed his peril. Then 
why had ho appealed to her'} Was she 
his mistress? Had ho been her para- 
mour ? Was he insured ? 

1 beat my head against tlie wall. 


Tip-too the girl led mo through tho 
green-bai^^e door, the lobes of her cars 
a- quiver with mischief. 

“But this is Hir Loslio's private 
apartment,” I cried. 

“ Hush!” 

A tall figuro rose from the bureau. 

I could not believe my eyes. j 

It teas K>ir Leslie Cntnc ! 


“Yes, my dear }>oy,” said the ex- 
]\nnis{cr, “ Lord Keiuile is tiio Birst 
Bore in Murope, and after thirteen 


Eendle's night-light shook a little; but 
th eiron features of the diplomatists \vere 
unbending. They believed her guilty. 

And I — with the knowledge of that 
damning packet now buried under the 
Great Elm — what was I to believe ? 

Who knows ? 

Then came a dramatic turn. 

A sign from Eoke, and Inspector 
Smoot stepped forward. 

“Lord Eendle,” he said, “ I arrest you 
on a charge of the wilful murder of Sir 
Leslie Crane.” 

“The body will be found under the 
Great Elm,” said my friend. 

The Inspector gasped, a picture of 
stupidity, 

Eoke laughed, enjoying his triumph. 
“Only a freshly-turned worm, Inspec- 
tor, but very often a useful clue.” 


“Jealousy, my dear boy 

3 — political jealousy,” said K 

^ Eoke, as he loaded his fav- 

“She undulated towards me.” ourite briar. “Sir Leslie /^\h /Mm 

would have been a danger- 'ImlM 

At midnight I entered her apartment, ous rival in the Cabinet. y, fi'M 

She undulated towards me, robed in a Lord Eendle was playing /; V K 

clinging Oriental wrapper, which some- a double game — inviting [i;i jSSSl 

how enhanced the lobes of her ears. with one hand, dealing '' 

“ Ah, you English ! ” she murmured ; death with the other. Ob, 

“you are so cold.” it is despicable ! ” / YM 

I pressed my lips to hers. My friend had been un- Hm ^ 

The gesture seemed to give her confi- raffling the tangled skein — Kw — SI mB — ““ - ijM 

dence. Tight-lipped, she poured out for my benefit. But I was rjJl/y ^ ' 

her tale. Hour after hour. And what as baffled as ever. J™ 

a tale ! What was the signi- ^ 

“I believe in your innocence im- ficance of the two spot 
plicitly,” I said at last. ^ ^ ^ billiard-balls and tho A bmau Luumiu 

“Then you will do this for me, is it jewelled hairpins? Why hud I met tho 1 hours of him 1 decided that diuith was 
not? ” she said, in her quaint broken girl with the perfect lobes on tho back- tho only avenue of escape. Ah it was^ 
English. “Take this packet— hide it stairs carrying a tray of viands? And ho pursued mo oven in death, necuhsi- 
—bury it— eat it ; or your little friend why had the dead man whispered those tating those changes of position which 
IS minded' strange words to her that fatal night, puz/ded you so much. Bo soon as 


with one hand, dealing 
death with the other. Ob, 
it is despicable ! ” 

My friend had been un- 
raffling the tangled skein 


f 'ii u' I ) A 

mm 


“A Siiuau LuiiM'i;, 


is mindeJ' 

My heart sank. 

It teas a ])achet of 
exqu is itely-jexve lied hail - 
pins. ^ i 

*^Will xjcxb state the m 
nature of your hxtsiness Im 
xoith Sir Leslie Ci^ane that 
night M 

The challenge rang out M 
sharp in the crowded B 
hall. The Ambassadors j ill 
and their wives had long 
agodisrobedforthenight, lJ|l, 
and, summoned by Eoke ^ 
to witness the ddnoue- 
I ment of his quest, now ^ / 
thronged the stairs in \ 
ndgligde. The Albanian 
Minister had neglected ^ 
to bring his hair. 

“I cannot.” ^ 

The girl's eyes were 
brave, though her nose 


* ^'Bescue vie at half-past nine ” t 



' I ^ ^ . 


ili 


“‘I AEEEST SOV ON A CIUEUB OV WILIXI. Ml'RDBK.’' 


rarliamctlii rca-sstiiublcH, 1 niay Kufuly 
^ coiiit! to lifo witlumi fwir 

i j ! I of further iiiolehtiitioti : 

and fjord Jtontllo will 
te* )><•. iiijcrty. Till 

v\/>i \ ’* Jhit tlie luiir-jiiii'' " 

ioiui, my boy," 
‘ I iaughotl tiio diplomat. 

vrJ ' " ^ ***^‘*‘*_*' hriar-pipo. 

IViBtl 'I ^Inauwhilo i Imvo not 

I fill,}' 'I 

n ll'ttt {’i’^ l‘‘orci{{n Kourotury 

a ' i fi S > ~ *'"olttwodocumontsfrom 
I t ’ L I Imroaii. 

^ J Kpecial 

I J fjicoiKso, in tho names of 

'riTjuf ^ ■‘i’ V'ampa and iirnost 

c,i Wiliiams. Thoothorwas 

’ ' — Tlte Formula. 

' ^ juropo was saved 1 

Tlie bolls rang out for 
Boxing Day. A. P. H. 
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A RESOLUTION. 

I SHOULD have been a business man. 
The will to win, the powrer to plan, 

Tlio cool commanding touch, 

The bold design, the mililess tongne — 
All these were mine wdien I was 
yo^^ng, 

And people said as much ; 

But there, I have a gentle lieart, 

And tlicn I have some truck with Art, 
Bo fatal to Success ; 

And I wdll not conceal from you 
That from a business point of view 
T nourish loss and less. 

But let me add, most loud and dear, 

I wuLti be Imsinosslike this year. 

Oh, T will punctually pay 
All taxes, rates and bills, 

And answ’er letters every day 

And light my pipe with spills. 

And I will be most circumspect 
In every little thing, 

And conscientioiasly collect 

Brown-paper, pins and string, 

And do each morning, \vhen I rise, 
Borne scieutilic exercise, 

And ten times touch my toes, 

And every evening will commit 
To memory some useful bit 
Of poetry (or prose), ^ 

Give up the gambling, drink and dope, 
Pursue tlie frugal path, 

And never, never leave the soap 
Dissolving in the batlu 


And, when a fellow tells me flat 
The several reasons why, 

What with the price of this and that, 
He cannot sell (or buy) 

On any terms that J propose. 

Or, pop ! his tiny profit goes, 

And he has creditors in rows. 

And like as not the works will close, 

• His wife decline and. die 
(With many miscellaneous woes 
I need not specify) — 

Oh, then I will not blow my nose, 

I will not sit and cry, 

I will not act like other worms — 

I say, I WILL NOT HAVE liis terms, 
But with a steely eye 
I will confront him, stern and proud, 
And I will answer, very loud, ' 

‘‘ Come, cut it out ! You lie 1 

These are, I know, the methods w^hich 
Make other men extremely rich ; 

And thus do I resolve to steer 
My steady course throughout 

The Irony of Fate. 

“ Xmas at Sunny Wobthino.” 

Advt. in Daily Pa;^er, 
“Health Resorts Yesterday. 
Sunshine. Rain. Weather. 
Worthing — 3 mm. Some sleet. 

Same Pa^er. 

“Butchehs. — Good Man to drive Ford, and 
do country round ; and Idll’ (not essential).” 

, Dssex Pajper, 

Local pedestrians will be relieved. 


SMITH MI’S GENERAL KNOWLEDGE PAPER. 

(1) Penal Code is what a doctor gets 
paid for his patients. 

(2) Sale of Indulgences means the sale 
of spiritual liquors and other luxuries. 

(3) There was two kinds of Friars, 
Franciscans and Nasturtiums. 

(4) Alias was a great prophet. 

(5) Stephenson got a prize for mak- 
ing an engine three times its own 
weight. 

(6) The Three Estates of the Eealm 
are Windsor, Sandringham and Bal- 
moral. 

^ (7) Socrates died of a dose of wed- 
lock. 

(8) Simla is where people go when 
Delhi gets too hot for them. . 

(9) Queen Mary; had many people 
blunt. She ought to have known better, 
as she was a lady. 

(10) Direct Taxation you must pay 
at once ; Indirect Taxation you needn’t. 

(11) The highest mountain in Swit- 
zerland is Blanc Mange. 

(12) Housebreaking : (a) pulling down 
a house; (b) going into somebody’s 
house as an uninvited guest. 

(13) Coroner’s Inquest, When you 
have died unexpectedly you are cross- 
examined by a coroner. 

(14) Ju< 'fiable Homicide is when a 
woman kilts her husband. " 

(15) Manslaughter is killing a man 
for no apparent reason. 


Cl, XVI, 


B 
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THE ‘^CORPSE.’' 

[Nearly all the Press piiblislied an inaccurate report of Mr. RxUISAY 
Macdoxald's speech at Elgin, making him describe the Liberal Party 
as “ a corpse awaiting its coffin to be brought in.'’ Actually it was to 
the Conservative Party that Mr. MacdokaiiD applied this graceful 
figure of speech.] 

Scene — Noiuhere in ^particular. Time — The Evening of 
Boxing Day. 

Mr. Asquith. Mr. E.a.msay Macdonald. 

M}\ Asgidtli. I gather from the Press that you have said 
The Liberal Party is as good as dead, 

Tantamount to a corpse — ^j’^our very word — 

Waiting until the coffin has occurred. 

Sir, let me tell you frankly that it warps 
Our gentle natui’e to be called a corpse. 

The metaphor betrays a want of tact 
And also fails to represent the fact. 

Our constitution, Sir, is fax' too vital 
To merit any such contemptuous title. 

Mr. Macdonald. Pardon me, I said nothing of the sort ; 

You are the victim of a false report. 

It was unfortunate the Press should make 
This grave and most regrettable mistake. 

Even my Daily Herald, that brave cock, 

Side-slipped from off its perch — a nasty shook ; 

And, since its crow w’^as hushed for two whole days, 
That painful error I could not erase ; 

Nor, with the post so badly dislocated, 

Write you a line to get your wrath abated. 

The corpse that I alluded to was Tory, 

Which, you will own, is quite another story. 

The Liberal Party I should never flout, 

Seeing I need their help to lay him out. ’ 

Mr. Asquith. I read your version in The Times, and yet 
My Daily Netvs, my Westminster Gazette — 

How could I well imagine they would garble 

Your monumental speech, your “ Elgin marble ” ? 

Eeadily I accept your explanation 

And freely cancel my expostulation 

Now that the corpse, whose mention made me cuss. 

No longer is identified with Us. 

[They embrace, hut without warmth. 
Enter alleged Corpse of Conservative Party. 

The Ompse. I do so trust you will not think me rude 
That on yom* privacy"! thus intrude ; 

But, as it seems that I — for. so I ’ve read — 

Am moribund or practically dead, 

And that you both, as instruments of Pate, 

Claim to have put ine in this parlous state, 

I would' be bold to say, if by your grace 
A “ corpse ” may have a little speaking space, 

That, though for my decease you now combine, 

There may be other funerals after mine. 

Por from the patent facts I have inferred 
That any two of us may kill the third, 

Even if those who join to deal this doom 
Must, for the purpose, issue from the tomb. 

1 -T Corpse addresses Mr. Macdonald. 

Meanwhile, in point of relative degree, 

My corpse's strength to yours is 4 to 3 ; 

. [Mere the Corpse addresses Mr. Asquith. 
While yours to mine, though you are still alive 
Is in the ratio of 3 to 5. - 

mi » 1 • [Mere the Coypse addresses them both. 
pis being so, I give you pleasant cheer, 

And may you have a beautiful New Year I 0. S. 


MY POCKET DIARY. 

My delight at being presented with u new ])ockei diary i.s 
tempered by the sadness of setting aside the old one. Other 
diaries — those terrifying ledger-like things which demand 
to be “ kept,” in the spacious auto]>iograplucal sense — 1 can, 
without a prick of conscience or a qualm of regix't, comurt 
into pipe-lights or scribbling paper ere the new sear has 
cast its swaddling-clothes. But to my })Ocket diary 1 remain ; 
joyfully loyal from the moment of filling in the gratuilous 
insiu’ance coupon (ssdiieli I invariably forget to post) io the 
final hour of limpness and dethronement. 

Pedantic people tell me that, strictly speaking, it is not 
a diaiy at all. I do not argue with them. I Imve the word 
before me, stamped in gilt lettering, on tlio authority of its 
maker, and that is good enough for me. 

To the sweet sorrow of parting with mj* old diary I make 
a point of dedicating a few sober moments and the h*agi*ance 
of my favourite pipe. Unlike its blot ting-papered and more 
imposing brethren it does not betray its owner. To me tii\ 
pocket diary has much to say ; to the world it remains nic»re 
or less of an enignna. See here : “ Charing X, 3.30." That 
'‘3.30” was a bit on the optimistic side; she turned up, I 
remember, at 4.17, and said it was a wonder she was there al 
all, wdiat with one thing and another, and she'd die if she 
didn’t get a cup of tea soon. . . . “ Billiards at J.’s.” By 
Jove, yes. That was the evening I made that siijjerbeannou. 
Playing from baulk, with the red -ball aboiit an iuch-and-a- 
lialf from the top right-hand cushion, and tiio white*. , , . 
But I doubt whether you would appreciate my aec<iun( of 
it. It was one of those shots which have lie set*u t(^ be 
believed. . . . “Bodega, 11.30." ... “S- Theatre, 

stage door.” Heavens! these businesH appointments read 
like sign-posts on the road to ruin. 

And what is this? “George, Pivo Iknuals.” And again. 

“ George, Two Pounds.” What weakticss have we here? I 
hereby resolve that I will not lend Oooige any tn(»re monc*)*. 
That sort of thing is not true friendship. 

One inoment, though. Lookiiig back on those trivial 
records, I seem to rem 0 ml)er that it was I that hornnved 
the money from Geca'ge. Never min<l. The I'esolution w.c- 
a good one for all that. 

My new pocket diaiy is ready for nie, bubbling ov<*r with 
“Daily Wants” and other indispensable information for the 
toiler. “ Magna Charta, 1215”; “Primrose l)av, April 10"; 
and so on ; eveiything necessary t(» give ii cultured tone to 
one’s conversation. So Mr. Hilary will he sitting again as 
usual. Wonderful how the old boy goes on i And a liogs- 
head of beer is still fifty-four gallons. CJoinhuling assur- 
ances these in a world of change and political instability. 

My only quarrel with my pocket diarv is in regaid to its 
“Personal Memoranda," which merely irritate nw. i d<» 
not want to make a note of my watch numl^er. I have 
nevermetanyone who demanded to know nty watch immlan*. 
Even the Income Tax Commissioners and the Passport Otlici* 
do not appear to clamour for inforn lation on 1 1 mi iK)i nt . A nd , 
though I never touch a Memoiy System, I can claim with 
the proudest tliat my size in collars is, in a figure of speeclu 
engraved on my heart. And when it comes to size of gh>ves, 
boots and hat my habit is meekly to hold out my liand, foot 
required, and let the shopman do the rest. 

vAhat I do want, and what my diary dws not give me, is 
space m wlxich to register those miscimntB wlm borrow mv 
books ; a mcely-ruled compartment for the baptismal mumw 
01 anj ne\s nepUew.s and nieces wiio may l>e sprung luam 
me at any moment ; a section for the canonisation of tlume 
mends -who have not yet suecgmlxed to the listening-in 
habit, and a few pages to be devoted to “ What Topics to 
avoid m w hat Company.” Perhaps my next diary will oblige. 
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Hit! 


NO FAYOUE. 

John Bull (to Mr. Bjmsat Macjoonalj)). “I SEE BY YOUE ELGIN SPEECH THAT YOU 
DON'T EBBL SURE THAT YOU’RE GOING TO GET FAIR PLAY. YOU NEEDN’T WORRY; 
YOU’LL GET IT ALL RIGHT.” 





THE AFTER-LUNCHEON ROUND (FESTIVE SEASON). 


“Heaed about poob old Aepeed Smith?” 


SITS, IN THE DARK AGES. 

Thebe has lately come to light a document ol Lho highest 
interest to students of the history of the English household, 
in the shape of a fragment of a mediccval provincial news- 
paper, eontaining advertisements. The text is, of course, in 
manuscript, with floral embellishment around the title. 
The Dayly Tydynges. We quote from it the following (put 
into modern spelling) : — 


“What’s ’» n\mh?" “Who?” 


Seevino-Wencii, superior, seeks sit. where scullion kept. 
Excellent refs . ; 5 years with Abljoss of Romsey. — Aones, 
Eomsoy Abbey. 

MANtrscKiPTs CoPiBn by experienced staff of scriveners. 
Eonaance, legal, theological. Uncials, minuscules, bAtardo; 
miniatures, extra. Best materials onlj', no palimpsests; 
rapid impartial workers, no intorpoIations.—Bcriptorium, 
St. Edmundsbury. ' i > 


Eequieed,^ stont Vablet, to do out dungeons, clean 
gyves, etc., give occasional help with rack, serve on forays * 
live in.— M. Lb Eay, B eau Eegard, Cornwall. 

SoECBEEB wanted for Yuletide. Bring own cat, cauld- 
ron.— CsusADiiiE, Leighton Buzzard. 

Baron requires refined Jester; not as family. Send 
references accompanied by 4 quips, or call East postern 
after Angelus.— Senesoh ai,, Castle, Nether Wallop. 

Labt highly recommends Bowee-Maiden. Discreet 
skilled tapestry, converse, coiffing ; no enoumb. — Ladv G ’ 
Coventry., •' ’’ 


Jobbing Om-BoiLEE and Lead-melter, free Lammas. Un- 
equalled skill, whether parboiling or pouring from battle- 
ments. Go anywhere. Eees viid. per head ; extra for plate- 
armour and night assaults.— Enquire Smithy, Leicester 


B^d (107)^distmguished appearance, desires post in 
quiet home. Welsh; Insh lays, witty anecdotes; expert 
genealogist; no clerical duties ; 81 years with nobleman’s 
family. — Market Cross, Hereford. 


JOCK. 

l^STEE, I ’m getting very old. Soiiieliovv I know 
ihat soon I ’ll have to leave you. When I go, 

Will you feel sad to find that Jock 's not there 
Waiting till you come down beside your chair ? 

Our walks, and those long evenings by tho fire, 

Just you and me — what more could I desire i* 

But soon I ’ll have to leave you. Don't forget . . . 
After a while . . . another dog . . . and yet . , , 
a wonder if you understand just what 1 mean) 

Some other dog ... but .. . not an Ahordoen, 

. • . to iiw«t financial .iitVicultios 
and ho.wy Uets bj* a tax on capital."— fVfe/.-ly PniKr. 

This sort of thing ought to make a'fAibour (Jovomineut 
popular srith our submerged betting classes. 

From Beauty Notes ” in an Indian paper: 

Her hair looked after In her own home. Two 
bath towels, and one clean face towel, some pure castille mm and 

Sba’vD the 5."and’^^,rbSili"g 
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THE POLITICAL DEADLOCK. 

As there seems to be some doubt as 
to which (if any) of the political parties 
is to avoid governing us during the 
coming year, might a modest constitu- 
ent, whose head is still a little turned 
by the effects of much political wooing, 
offer them all a few suggestions *? 
Surely it is his turn to speak. 

In the event of the Unionist party 
being compelled to continue in power 
during 1924, 1 should like to suggest to 
them a modification in the time-worn 
policy of direct taxation. Is it not a 
little absurd in these days, when it is 
impossible to live except by using one’s 
capital, that a tax should be levied on 
such a thing as a man’s income? 
Every economist knows that it is waste- 
ful to tax a commodity unless it is 
plentiful and in common use. There- 
fore, why tax his income ? Is it not 
more reasonable to tax his expenditure? 
ISIo propaganda on behalf of national 
economy could create one-tenth of the 
zeal which a tax of this nature vrould 
arouse ; while the returns would be so 
enormous that the Government could 
afford to subsidise everybody, I offer 
'this suggestion to Mr. Baldwin for 
what it is ^Yorth. 

If, however, tlie Labour party should 
find the reins of Government suddenly 
thrust into their hands, Mr. Ramsay 
Macdonald’s first step should be the 
sei^sure of all bank overdrafts above a 
j&xed sum. The rich being thus bereft 
of their supcdluous obligations, the 
pi’oblem of unomploymont would solve 
itself automatically. 

Should neither of these parties be 
intimidated into remaining in power, 
would it bo too much to ask the Liberal 
party to accept office ? Tlieir numerical 
disadvantages in the House need not 
incommode them, as their position 
could easily he maintained by a series 
: of pledges : (1) To tlie Conservative 
party — To introduce no legislation in- 
volving a levy on capital; (2) To the 
Labour party — To introduce no legis- 
lation involving a tariff on imports; 
(3) To themselves-— To introduce no 
legislation involving anything in par- 
ticular. Ill order to obviate the risk 
of any further split in the party, Mr. 
Asquith and Mr. Lloyd Geor^ should 
agree to accept the premiership jointly. 
They would live together amicably in 
No. 10, Downing Street, one in the 
, dining-room fiat, and one in the draw- 
ing-room flat, or as may be arranged. 
Their policy would bo “ Freer Trade for 
All,” and tbo responsible authorities 
would tactfully remove the barrier at 
the end of the street. 

If, however, even the Liberal party 
were ultimately forced to resign owing 



Timj (during geography lesson on Germany), “But need I learn this, Miss Simpson ? 
What did we win the war for?” 


to an injudicious excess of negation, or 
on account of a dispute between the 
,two Prime Ministers as to prior rights 
of access to the bathroom, I have a sim- 
ple remedy for the deadlock. Why not 
place the government of the country in 
the hands of the six or seven Indepen- 
dent Members of Parliament, the only 
party in the House with a non-contro- 
versial policy ? 

In the extreme event of these gentle- 
men being unable to oblige us at such 
a crisis, the outlook would be black 
indeed. Can nothing be done to avoid 
this ? Is tWe no law in our constitu- 
tion to force someone to govern us ? Or 
must we seek assistance abroad ? Con- 
ceive the feelings of one who, in spite 
of fiscal controversies which be does 
not understand, has done bis honest 


best to thrust someone into power — 
conceive, I say, his feelings on reading- 
some morning in the Continental edition 
of The Daily Mail an announcement 
such as the following : — 

SITUATIONS yAOANT. 

Wanted, sensible middle-aged i^arty to tatc 
charge of small island in North Sea; must 
have experience in governing. Well-appointed 
Houses of Parliament in good locality. Write, 
stating salaries req^uired, and ref. . . , Oppo- 
sition kept. 

Is this sort of thing fair to the 
electorate ? 


Our Sceptical Sleuths. 

“Police Disbelieve a Naval Stoker Who 
SayS' he is Not Dead.” ' 

Daily Paper, 

‘‘Go and tell that to the Marines,” 
they said. 
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OLYMPIANA. 

I THINK this is the right block. We 
shall have to climb a bit up into the 
hills, you know, to reach our seat. 

That must be the arena down 
there, that tiny white dot at the 
foot of the mountains ,* that sanded 

0 . . . I seem to remember when 

1 was a boy that the ring — the 
circus-ring — ^was a vast imposing 
Xriace, flaring with wild lights and 
full of strange smells, the spec- 
tators closely huddled around it. 

Warm, too. It 's not very warm up 
here in the peaks. I haven’t looked 
at the programme, you say ? In 
the programme it says, *'* What- 
ever the weather, the haU is cosy 
and warm.” Ah, they must have 
been thinking of the Motor Show. 

Eunny how Prospero’s wand can 
touch Olympia and change it in 
the twinMng of an eye. Por the 
Motor Show it was nothing but 
narrowaislesintersectingboudoirs 
of orchids and palms, boudoirs 
with parquet floors for the motor- 
cars to rest their nice clean tyres 
on. And look at the place now. 

That will be Mddle. Loyal, 
of Paris, shooting those pigeons 
down there in the vale. ^*The 
act is a very dainty one, and 
demonstrates what careful train- 
ing can achieve wdth these members 
of the feathered world.” That means 
pigeons, you know. She shoots at 
them, you see, and feathers fly out 
the gun, and the members of the 
feathered world flutter around for 
a bit and perch upon the barrel. 

I believe I have ‘seen a picture 
of pheasants doing that some- 
where. It ’s simply a matter of 
careful training, and making them 
feel that the gun is the safest jflace 
to sit upon. Good for Mdlle. 

Loyal. . . , We are going to 
have some more horses now. ... ^ 

I must^say they do you pretty 
wen in liorses at Olympia this 
year. Mri Eenesi? Schumann, for 
instance. Not only does he ride 
a dancing horse, but he has a 
herd of horses as well. The arena 
simply swims with them. There 
might have been a prairie fire. 

They swirl this W’'ay and that, 
they gather round Mr. Schumann 
and stand up in the air and wave 
their front paws at him. I like 
these beautiful members of the 
equine world. Another spell of 
training and they would settle on - 
Mr, Schumann’s shoulders and 
take sugar from his lips. . , . 

More horses — and acrobats now. 
Whenever I get on a horse I think 


it best to leave the acrobatic bits to the 
horse, with a little involuntary assist- 
ance from myself. Not so your circus- 
rider. If he can be called a lider, that is 





POSSIBLE EFFECT OF OLYMPIAN MOXOH-SHOWS 
ON OLYMPIAN EQUESTBIANS. 

to say. There is no real reason to sup- 
pose that he can ride at all. It is the last 
thing' he ever tries to do. What he does 
is to use a horse as a kind of moving 


of 
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TRAFFIC CONGESTION IN THE RING. 

All the hobses in London Town seem to bk at 
.Olympia. 


platform on which to enjoy tlie ameni- 
ties of domestic life. When the wliiin 
seizes liiin, as it so frequently docs, to 
hold his wife out at arm’s-length with 
one hand or vriiirl her round his 
liead or turn a doul)ie somersault 
over the top of her, be likes to 
have a good firm w)nte or chest- 
nut horse underneatli luin to keep 
his footing secure. Without the 
horse he would not feel at liome 
and would pro]>al>Iy make a mess 
of things. That is not wlnit T call 
riding. . . . 

There is something, you know, 
very fascinating jil)out a cii’cus- 
horse. 4 don’t mean the haute 
crole kind, but the moving-plat- 
fonn sort. lie is sc* Roman, for 
one tiling, to look at. 1 believe 
that when the Ancient Britons 
grumbled at the Eonmns and .said 
to them, ^‘How horribly straight 
you have made your roads,” the 
Romans used to rejdy, “Yes; but 
‘ook how circular we laive made 
fair circuses.” And th(» Ronmn 
cireus-horsc has been going round 
and round in Great 1 hi tain ever 
since. You will find tftis soin(‘- 
where in the works of Mr. Run- 
YAKo KnmiNa or Mr. flir^Antu 
Belloc. If not, 1 have invenkul 
it. But there is atnph^ hisl<jrical 
proof. 

The circus-horse, nioreovtn-, (uving (o 
having his chin so tightly tuck«t<I into 
his chost and because c»f his jHandiar 
rocking gait, has an appearance of 
being steeped in profound reverii\ 
as if he were musingon the vanit) 
of human affairs. It is a kimlly 
face withal. liomp on me, play 
on me, mother and child,” Im 
seems to say. And they do. 
SomelKKly is stantling just be- 
tween his eai‘.s now. 

And theCAumKALKH have Hires? 
of those beautiful mild creufun*s 
all tied abreast together and all 
rocking round at onc«^ Tiiore are 
seven of the Caboin ales, but tione 
of them in^the churchyard lie or 
roain across the sea. They play 
their meny round parlour-games 
iogetlier, and not one of them 
ever thinks fora moment of leav- 
ing the dear old horseback home. 
Perhaps when there h no more 
I Hinting, and no more horseH are 
used in war, and petrol is the only 
^ motivo power, the circus horse 
will be tlio last liorse on earih I 
Even more terrible, perhaps, he 
also may become extinct, and 
the acrobat l>e driven to hold his 
family revels on a motc^r-car rota- 
ting round a ininiatime Brook- 
lands track. 
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OLYMPIA BEING A CHILLY PLACE, AN INTERVAL MIGHT BE ALLOWED EOR THE AUDIENCE TO WARM 
ITSELE UP IN THE STYLE OP THE PEREORMING ARABS. 


What a conoourHO of people careers 
over tho sand whenever an Olympian 
turn comes to an end! Eingmasters 
and assistant-ringmasters, and a posse 
ot elderly boy scouts, and half-a-platoon 
of clowns. I tliink it ’b rather difficult 
to appreciate clowns in bulk. It seems 
to dissipate their funniness a bit. And 
up hero in tho mountains, of course, 
one can only just hear them squeak. 
I think I liko Dodoles best. A hard 
name to live up to, Dodoles. One can- 
not go about with a name like Dodoles 
and bo merely conventionally funny. 

I SCO now that a restaurant-table and 
chairs are being brought in. That means j 
juggling. Jugglers always dine out. I 
don’t know wliy. There is nothing to 
prevent them from throwing knives and 
plates about in a scene of ordinary 
domestic life ; or bettor still from the 
calm seclusion of a horse’s back. Mr. 
Ohakles PiriiiEiaoPF IS SO remarkably 
clever at catching anything and every- 
thing that I can confidently recommend 
this new turn to him. A quiet unos- 
tentatious family dinner on horseback, 
with the knives and crockery hurtling 
through the air, but never once falling 
to the ground — that is what I want to 
see. There is too much of this gadding 
around to restaurants nowadays. 

But, after all, for family reunions 
commend me to the Twenty Mogadors. 
Most families, I understand, assemble 
at ChristmaB-time, but they do so hori- 


zontally ; the Mogadors prefer to re- 
unite in a vertical formation. Grand- 
papa, looking like Abraham, plants him- 
self firmly below, with the middle-aged 
sons and daughters on his shoulders and 
head; the twenties or thereabouts come 
next ; and the little ones, smiling cheer- 
fully, hop up to the apes of the gather- 
ing. The Mogadors are said to be Arabs 
straight from the desert, and in proof 
of this they have paraded, with their 
camels and asses, their manservants and 
their maidservants, all round the ring. 
A little double-somersaulting on the 
backs of camels would have been rather 
nice, but perhaps it would have been too 
much to ask for that. The Mogadors 
no doubt look best as they are, piled up 
in the air, like a tableau from the later 
chapters of Genesis. 

Hallo, what is this? The pyramid 
of the Mogadors has been broken and 
scattered over the face of the earth: 
they are shrieking wildly and turning 
cart-wheels at a perfectly terrific pace 
round and round the ring. This is very 
fine. There is' a Bedouin frenzy here 
which is lacking in the ordinary acrobat. 
They seem to have axles in the middle 
of their bodies. I think the youngest 
Mogador girl does it best bf all. She 
would be about eight, I suppose. I wish 
we could all come down from the moun- 
tains into the ring and be Mogadors too. 
In the kind of weather we are having it 
is the only rational way of moving about. 


This seems to be the end. I don’t 
think we will visit the Pun Pair to-day. 
I propose a double-hand spring to Addi- 
son Ebad. Evois. 

More Pianofortitude. 

Prom an Old Boys’ dinner pro- 
gramme : — 

“ Mr. will beat the piano.” 

“ A mixed party of sixty joined in a Clirist-» 
mas morning swim in tlio sea at Plyrdouth.” 

Daily Paper. 

Was it the dates, or his drinks, that the 
poor bid party had mixed ? 

“Joan M . . who is fonrteen years 

old, has raised calves which have won in 
national competitions. ”-7-Aro7i^J^iZ2/ Magazine. 
We hope this won’t prejudice her 
chances in the slim^ankle competitions 
later on. , ^ 

“ Seasonable presents were also handed out 
for the old age pensioners of the village. It 
was stated that there are 2 of them, and that 
their combined ages reach 1902 years.” 

Provincial Paper. 

You should just hear their reminiscences 
of Canute . 

“ Gold Coast, W, Afbica. — Land for Sale, 
area about 2,000 square yards. Rich in raising 
crops, especially corn, plantain, bananas. 
d65,000.” — Advt. in Daily Paper. 

Despite the desirability, in present cir- 
cumstances, of increasing the supply 
ot the last-mentioned item, we fear fifty 
shillings a square yard is a bit too high 
for us. 
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The latest suggestion to come from eii- Dempsey is comitig to fight in Eng- 
CH AR I VARI A. thusiastic motorists is that they should land, and y'e are faced witli the problem 

We are glad to know that New Year’s be penhitted on dark nights to try their of finding a worthy opponent for him. 
Eve in Scotland j)assed off Vyuthout a hands with a few lam inous pedestrians, ft is j^iossible tiiat a British Hope will 


serious accident. Not a glass was upset. 


eoino to light at tlie January sales. 


Mr. Henry Ford now contemplates 

It is feared that the possibility of a making aeroj)lanes. He probably got At Long Island, New "^'ork, twelve 
Labour Government will iiave had the the idea from one of his cars when it women who have been trained as brick- 
effect of deterring many cautious people flew out of liis hand and perched on layers have completed a row of houses, 
from making good resolutions this New the branch of a tree. In orthodox bricklaying circles this is 


It is understood that the recent death 
The Liberal Party regards itself as of Eaisuli has been cancelled on the 


holding the political balance at present. 
They may have our overdraft 
too, if they like. 


According to a nevvs message, 
Washington engineers have de- 
clared the White House to be 
unsafe. Much the same opinion 
is held by Mr. Stanley Baldwin 
about No. 10, Downing Street, 

It is suggested that there will 
be another General Election 
shortly. Mr. Winston Chitr- 
CHiLL hopes once again to be in 
the Semi-Final. 

5|e 

A fashion-writer states that 
the latest style of hairdressing 
for women permits the ears to 
be seen. They will be worn at 
the sides of the head. 

According to ' The Daily Ex- 
press one of the most beautiful 
muddles ever devised by road- 
breakers is to be seen at Vaux- 
hah Bridge. With character- 
istic modesty the responsible 
artists decline to allow their 
‘ names to be published, maintain- 
ing that sheer love of their w6rk 
is reward enough. 

A Nigerian tribe believes that 
every man has three souls. If 
they have one to call their own 
they are lucMei: than some of us. 


gTound that it was nob unanimous. 




uwxi BAOHELOE, EBMEMBBEINa 11’ IS LKAI> 

they are lu<sMei? than some of US ^ himselp as UNAXlBAOllVB AS eoiTespomiont in a daily 

* >!: ■ POSSIBLE BEFORE GOING TO A DANCE. paper urges that there should 

the nW Year. ^ V'' make the same jokes for the first and 

£cT X>MT T. , r. yeCOlKl llDUSeB. 

T 4 . ^ • A • . Billiards a Real Sport ? ” asks» a 

+i + warm m Amenca, we read, headline. A dominoes expert who has a +v I 

t^t they have been gathering ripe had to give up his favourite sport on ,.c Delusion. ' 

strawbemes. We would remmd our account of a weak heart states that he 

® r*."' , very white iri.<ies.”-67wj/i« Mn^aziw. 

. , ^ It IS stated that six plan's bv Mr. 6. 

A contemporary is surprised that B. Shaw are. running simultaneously in and ^ 

there are not more a.nthmrQ m T3[r,ui a • ^ South Xonsinfirtiftn- iTaf. hof.u 


I In orthodox bricklaying circles this is 
' regarded a.s an error of iuoxporience. 

Correspondents of an evening paper 
liave alleged that thc^ suburbs dance 
better than the West End. Our 
fear is that the best pcoi>lo ” 
will now make a point of danc- 
ing badly in order to avoid the 
suspicion of having como froitj 
Ui)per Tooting. 

At an Association football 
match in Provence the playeivs 
used their fists, the referee' left 
the field and tlio spectators 
joined in the fray. These for- 
eignons are wonderfully quick 
to catch the true spirit of the 
Briti.sh game. 

An American society c»f ro- 
1 formers has issued a pamphlet 
r on how to avoid divorce. This 
k should ho a f)oon to cinema 
A stars, numbers of whom are po- 
H L culiarly subjecl to this epidemic. 

Austriati Civil Kervants are on 
mu strike. Whitehall remains calm, 
WH sympathy being shown for 
this form of activity. 

m The Daily Mail makes a plea 
m lor a greater encouragement of 
I winter sports in this country. 
Raising the hat to Franca is 
naturally more of a summer 
pastime. .. 


Another Optical Delusion. 


there are not moz^ authors^ in Parlia- «outh Kousiugli,n ^ 


for this. 


*oulythemselvestoblame Who said the cost of living had g^e 

down ? OB 



EASTWARD HO! 

IV.— -To A Eobin which joined the Ship in the Eed Sea. 


BinD ! — for I must presume that such thou art 
And not some daft delusion of my brain, 

Some wild ohimoBra such as vexed the heart 
Of old-time salts beholding in the main 
Things awkward to explain ; 

A fish-tailed maid, for instance, in the wake, 

Or off the starboard bow some hydra-headed snake. 

Bird ! then — for days of prodigies are past ; 

Visions no more appal the midnight watch 
And leave stout seamen, stricken and aghast — 
Insensate bird, stop fluttering round the hatch, 

And, pondering, attach I 

Due interest and consideration meet I 

To certain sound remarks this bard lays at thy feet. 

What dost thou here? Good lack, what dost thou here, 
Eose-breasted page of Hiems and the snow, 

Less than a hundred miles from Jebel Tier, 

Twixt Araby and Egypt, where a-row 
The demon islets grow ? 

Sweet songs of English Yule are in thy mouth 
Eorget^st thou, hapless thing, this ship is sailing 
South ? 

And South of this, ah me 1 what lands await, 

What sun-struck lumps of lava grim and gaunt— 
Places like Perim, sweltering in the Strait 

Of Bab-el-Mandeb, whose mere name would daunt 
The boldest I Bird, avaunt I 


I tell thee Jebel Zukur lurks ahead ; 

Get back, most maniac fowl, or thou wert better 
dead. 

Away in yon dim brazen afterglow 

(Which means that midnight will be foully hot), 
Behold, good bird, a homing P. and 0.; 

Transler thyself with speed to yonder spot. 

If thou aspirest not 
To save thyself, in mercy then to me 
Eemove thy incongruous shape, thy mocking 
company. 

Por oh 1 reflect on all thou dost suggest 
As winter’s emblem — ^ulster, fur and muff, 

Eug, blanket, muffler, mitten and the rest. 

Is this the moment to recall such stuff? 

Are we not hot enough ? 

Can it be kind to drive the toasted soul 

To thoughts of steaming drinks and blazing fires 
of coal ? 

So beat it, bird, while yet the going *s good 
(As seamen say) ; let winter's icy nip 
Assail thee in thy native neighbourhood;^ 

And tell thy fellows there, ** I took a trip 
Upon a South-bound ship, 

But met a bard who said to me, ‘ Take flight, 

And thank your stars joucan* And, friends, that 
bard.was right.” H, B 
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ni-i% ii-r-rrn iiii-rii -rur n«nni-rA Wilkiiis, odl the othcr hand, Seemed hort eel them with an eloquence worthy 
A RED-LETTER DAY WITH THE RABBITS, much more enthusiastic. His voice of Hannibal. He told them that no- 
When Wilkins invited me to take quivered with excitement, and during thing could be further from his mind 
part in the first of the annual hare and the ensuing beat, which was through a than the wish to spoil any man's sport, 

1. t „ 1 ^ - 1 1 1 T • I L - 1 i 1 • 1 *11 /» n • ’I'll 1 111 1 r 1 . t 


rabbit shoots which he had instituted thick wood, he fired an incredible num- but that they vnist remember exactly 
forthebenefitof his tenants, I hesitated her of shots. What he was firing at I what they were out to kill. With re- 
before accepting. I bad read about can't Aliink; I saw nothing myself, gard to one anotlier they must abide by 
such functions in the obituary columns, Indeed I suspected him of a frantic the principle of “ Live and let live.” 
and I am a married man. Wilkins, design to get rid of his ammunition. His w’ords ■were received with ex- 
who as land agent must have had some Anyhow, at the end of the drive he had clamations of ** Quite right, Sir,” and 
knowledge of the possibilities, proposed not a single cartridge left and nothing ‘‘ Certainly; ” but their effect instantly 
the affair as coollv and casually as if it whatever to show for it. vanished before a swarm of rabbits in 

were a picnic. Bub Wilkins has been “Look here, Tomkins, he said the next drive. Plugs troet Wood was 
mentioned in despatches during the breathlessly, “ 1 11 have to go back to a pleasure-ground in comparison with 
War and, as he Iras often told me, takes the inn and fetch some more ammuni- the corner where we stood, 
no more notice of shot and shell than tion. See you again later,” and he Wilkins came across to Uiy tree. He 
of hailstones. turned to go; but I laid firm hold of glanced at the sky and then at me. 

We; found the tenants assembled in his arm. » I don't like the look of that cloud,” 

the yard of “ The Prickly Porcupine,” “ I have more than enough myself,” he said ; “and I ’ve left mv raincoat at 


such functions in the obituary columns, Indeed I suspected him of a frantic 
and I am a married man. Wilkins, design to get rid of his ammunition. 


tioD. See you again later,” and he Wilkins came across to niy tree, lie 
! turned to go; but I laid firm hold of glanced at the sky and then at me. 
his arm. » I don't like the look of that cloud,” 

“ I have more than enough myself,” he said ; “and I ’ve left my raincoat at 
I said, being animated by the same de- the inn.” 

sire to exhaust my cartridges; “take The extractor still rankled in my 
. ~1 mind. 

Hh'-l-M I ifU, |U’’ / “Oh, it's iust a 


1. m 








and it at once struck me that they were I said, being animated by the same de- the inn 
out to, make the’most of the golden op- sire to exhaust iny cartridges; “take The 

portunity. Nob a man ^ 

carried fewer than a , I I |Jh' |-k| [ i'jj,j I Jijll, ^ i j 

hundred-acd-fifty cart- .[| 'Mj j: , Mj* '■■ [ 

ridges, and their dogs, ‘ | ■, 3. ~ " 

whose parents seemed J ^ >.2i' , , . , ’■ 

to have married rather j I ' | o 4!' ' .L il ^ i i !■ i 

for love than for breed, !■ Ii.! ^ 

were sufficient in Dum- * f! 

ber to retrieve a massa- ‘ J- •'"S 

ere. Everybody loaded ■{il rlj-iis 'I ^ 

up at once, and onr J ‘ im )P T m 

walk to the first beat n | ’ 

was enlivened by slmts ! I'j,.; ! ' il.lh . ! 

at stationary rooks and . I 
starlings, in the spirit ' ‘ i ’I"!"' 

of a golfer’s preliminary r. Ji 

waggle before his drive. ~ 

One determined sports- 

man drew bis gun at a ^ 

venture in the direction Father (to Uncle). “I say, play the game, old man. I dox’t se 
of some pigeons quite should work the signals all tme afternoon.^ 

five hundred yards distant. There was some of mine.” He objected. I pressed ! be said' 
a strong spirit of optimism in the air. him. He refused. I insisted. “Itw 

iFrom the first there was never a dull We took another section of tlm wood. Bano 




Father (to Uncle). “I say, play the game, old iixs. 

YOU SHOULD WORK THE SIGNALS ALL TJHE AFTERNOON.” 


the inn.” 

The extractor still rankled in my 
^ ] mind. 

: “ Oh, it ’s just a 

^ i_ shower,” I said cheer- 

fully. Wilkins moved 
if j: ■' away. 

! "’ii " Bang! A rutile of 
' i'' stnick tlio branch 

abovenio. lapnroached 
' Wllkins. 

i “Perhaps yon are 

about that cloud,” 

' tr ' “ Oh, it ’s nothing,” 

lie said airily. 1 left 
' liim. 

Jiang! Homcotio 
spattered the earth not 
(ivo ^‘ards from whore 
I DON’T firr WII- Alikins stoexK !le re- 
* turned luirriedly. 
J “I may bo wrong,” 


moment. In the opening wahr-up my Some of the guns lined one side; the flat. Then 
neighbour, with an evident mistrust of remainder, with the beaters, drove to- off witliout 


mymarksmanship.fired two rapid shots wards them, each party firin<» point- 
past my waistcoat at a hare which got blank on the other. I stood behind a 
up on my far side. In the second, a tree and considered my past life I 
partridge crossing low over the line so thought of my children and wished I 
sorely tempted another of the guns had been a better father. Ithomditof 
that, closing one eye and traversing an my wife and regretted that I had^been 
obtuse angle, he fairly lifted Wilkins’ such a bad husband. I asked mvsplf 


“It will pass,” I replied nouclialiintly. 
Bano ! ! Both of us throw ourselves 
tf. Then we rose quickly and made 
f witliout another word. 

After lunch at “ The Prickly Porcu- 


a pine,” Wilkins said 


tree and considered my past life. I » There ’s nothing like a liqueur 

thought of my children and wished I brandy for snap-shooting,” 

had been a better father I thought of He raised an imaginary gun and drew 


He raised an imaginary gun and drew 
a swift bead on the china cat !»y tiio 


bothbarah. 0<.o.ia.SSZ?™ EX, ?“' »' “>« "■I'i'lo"- and .book 


b0lbb.TOls, Oonsidoriog hi, «.tur,d tbi, very mommt in oiposSig mysell 

heroism 1 thought Wi kins wasstrangely such unequal odds. wL would provi 
explamed to me later, for them when I was gone ? 


yself to 
provide 


1 ~ T VVXAOAA O. Wtio f'Ulie . 

wu xt . .1 showed it to Wilkins. » T “ r c-r.n i i 

When. on the way to our next stand, <■ I '11 take it hack tr, f.h» >■ t ^ ^ decisively. 

ano her fired his.gun past my head, I » I 've got my ramrod in the cm- ” ’ ======= 

snddenly remembered that 1 had for- But Wins nrodled vr .k. 


his head. 

^ “ But it’s hardly worth while taking 
risks in this treacherous winter wea- 


oCro‘“ -fiiXrx-EX 


against chills ? ” 

“ I am not,” I said decisively. 

,, ,, , , . , “Warsaw, 'i'hureciuv. 
At. Grabs il, tho new Polish I>rimo Minister, 


fBaf T W towards him since.' contemplates levying a tax on capiUd dur- 

thatl lost all interest in the day’s sport. Wilkins now disnlaved sm-nfl rvf tb.s !"»' months of 1924 on a rather 

I idmost dooid^i lo 1.11 Wllkii. .font .oldWy Stoi Sfoh hoT. 

it and return home. Ha ■ f i.„ + t lamous. Imln Piijm-. 

assembled the tenantry a nd ex- Well, wlmt else could he expected V 
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QUICKSILVER FREDDY. 

My young friend George, when I 
stayed with him in London a few 
months ago, said, ‘<You simply must 
come and see Freddy Filton at the 
Hilarity. Ho 's in Whmie's Wink, you 
kno^v ; but it 's not the play that counts, 
it 's Freddy’s ^ gagging.’ He is a lad ! 
The night I was there he had everybody 
helpless, on the stage as well as off. In 
one scone a fellow comes on in plus- 
fours, and Freddy lias to say something 
or other to him. Well, he started 
saying it, then stopped dead, stared 
very solemnly at tlio fellow’s bags and 
said, * What time does the balloon go 
up ? ’ ” 

George paused. ha!” I said, 

‘‘ha, ha!” 

“It sounds silly, I know,” George 
went on, “but it was the unexpected- 
ness of it that made it so funny at the 
time. I mean, the other fellow wasn’t 
prepared for it. Ho turned away— dared 
not face the audience. You could see 
his shoulders shaking. And the parlour- 
maid was fairly doubled up. Everybody 
roared. Fred% is a lad 1 ” 


I agreed that he must be. 

Most unfortunately, however, George 
and I were unable to squeeze in a visit 
to the Hilarity, so I had to take George’s 
word for it. 

%v 

#1^ <1% 

My young friend Charles, when I 
stayed with him in Manchester (where 
he, so to speak, lives) a few weeks' ago, 
told me that my visit was amazingly 
opportune because Freddy Filton was 
at one of the local theatres in Winnie's 
Wink 

“ I went to see him on Monday,” said 
Charles. “ He was priceless 1 Of course 
the play ’s thin stuff. You want to listen 
for Freddy’s * gags.’ Once he sent the 
whole theatre into convulsions, and all 
he did was to stare at a chap in very 
plussy golf -togs and say, ‘What time 
does the balloon go up ? ’ You could 
tell it was absolutely spontaneous be- 
cause the plus-fours chap turned away 
from the audience and simply rocked. 
It really was dashed funny.” - 

Charles paused. “Ha, ha 1” I said, 
“ha, ha ! ” 

“ Freddy does that sort of thing every 
night,” added Charles. “ It must he 


awkward for the plus-fours chap, never 
knowing what to expect.” 

But one thing and another cropped 
up, and Charles and I did not get to the 
local theatre, so I had to take Charles’s 
word for it, 

:1c :1c :|c 

My young friend John is learning to 
make engines in Birmingham, I paid 
.him a week-end visit recently and found 
I was again in clover. Freddy Filton 
was there in Winnie's Wink John, who 
had attended the first performance, be- 
gan to tell me a droll tale about him. 

“ I don’t often do a show twice in one 
week,” said John, “ but I mtost take you 
to hear old Freddy, He ’s the quickest 
improviser on the stage. I can’t think 
how the other actors cope with him. 
Here ’s an example. The night I went 
he pulled up in the middle of a sentence, 
turned to a fellow in plus-fours, gazed 

at him for two seconds, then said ” 

“‘What time does the balloon go 
up ? ’ ” I hazarded. 

“ Great- Scott ! ” cried John. “ That ’s 
exactly what he did say. How did you 
think of that ? ” - 

“Oh, just improvisation,” I replied. 








PENNY THOUGHTS. 

The Daily Dame was going to press. 
The atmosphere of the office was elec- 
tric. The Editor wore a harassed look. 
Only the day before the j)i^oprietor, 
Lord Linostream, in a -characteristically 
modest iirticle had described his paper 
as^ standing for all that* is best and 
brightest in modern journalism; the 
ideal paper, in fact, for thinking people, ” 
Yet to-night it was clear that without a 
miracle or a murder the paper would 
have to b^ printed with a lamentable 
' shortage of attractive matter. 

^ Things weretragically dull. Only three 
divorce reports were available. Of these, 
two were hopelessly commonplace. The 
third held some human interest by 
virtue of thet fact that the husband was 
an albino. This case provided the 
headline on the front page, which ran * 
^‘Pink-eyed Husband's Eevelations.”’ 
This was likely to make a special appeal 
to tliinking men and w^omen; What 
' there was of it was good. 

Crime was distinctly scarce. The 
Manacled Harbourmaster ” case made 
an indifferent story. A dead body had 
been discovered in the Brixton Eoad. 
The reports of the Special Oorrespond-. 


ent at the Criccietli Exhumation drama 
provided stimulating reading. But that 
was all. 

The ‘^Arsenic Sensation” was un- 
doubtedly good in its way, a story to be 
thankful for. The Daily Panic Analyst 
Avas able to reveal exclusively that 
arsenic existed in- tlie dorsal ‘fins of 
sardines, . “Dorsal Pin Terror” made 
a good line. Seven Irandred sardines 
contained sufficient arsenic to inflict 
serious and possibly permanent harm 
on a guinea-pig. This public danger 
might- have passed. unnoticed but for 
the vigilance and enteiprise of The 'Daily 
Panic, ■ ' - 

The literary page yielded a little hu- 
man interest, Mr. Jones, the eminent 
publicist,' 'had evolved a convincing 
I ai^wer .to the all-imxDortant question 
“Do brunettes many for love?” and 
several readers had mitten interesting 
letters on the vexed topic of “Cinema 
Kisses.” 

’ On the whole, -however, it was a 
poor- j)aper. The circulation manager 
Irowned as he read the proofs. The 
Editor rang up Lord Linostream to give 
him the news. Dejectedly he outlined 
such tasteless fare as he had provided 
for his two million thinking readers. 


“What about politics?” askotl Lord 
Linostrearnbrusquely. “y(Hiure folbw- 
ing our usual policy? ” 

“Which, Cliief ?” replied the Hdilor, 
“Tr//?e/i.?” echoed Lonl Linostmaui. 
“ Surely you realise by now that wo are 
always consistent? Still, you might 
run through last Aveek’s leaders and 
strike an average, just for to-night. 
Play fo}* safety. What did you say I 
that your lead story was ? ” 

“ Piro hundred masked (Jreeks laud 
at Tiiverpool,” said the Editor proudly. 

“ Excellent. Attack the Clovemnient 
on that. Point out that The Daily 
Panic has alwaj's deprecated masks 
for Gr reeks, and tlie l^riino Minister, in 
his folly, has pereisiently ignoml <.m' 
advice and instructions. Start the 
slogan, ‘ Get iilack to Greece.’ Oh, yes, 
and you might also have an insui’aneo 
story to show that our free policy pro- 
^ets registered readers from masked 
Greeks, except on private property, 
when, as you know, tliey would consti- 
tute an Act of God.” 

“Very good. Chief,” said the Iklitor, 
hanging up the r^^^eiver, A messenger 
handed him a bundle of the last week s 
;^^ing articles and his silk hat. Tlie 
Editor sighed as he tipped tlie cuttings 
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DAWN. 

Eukoi>.\, “THANK HEAVEN! THAT NIGHTMARE’S OVER AT LAST.' 
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OFF nOMB, IF YOU ’B SAY A FEW WORDS. 


in. Stirling thoui slowly with his hand 
he sent for the leader-writer. 

“I want a powerful leader on the 
Greek story,” he roniarkod when he i 
appeared. “Be sure to attack the 
GOTernment. For the rest follow the ( 
lines of this,” he added, withdrawing a ■ 
cutting. “Keep to our policy. xoi> 
quite understand?” 

“ Yes,” said the leader-writer dazedly. 

Par across London an electric sign 
proclaimed that Th-e Daily Panic was 
the “ paper for thinking men and wo- 

It was pure coincidence that it winked 
unceasin gly. 

Our Tactful Editors, 

'‘Publication of Dr. — -’s 
dress on. tho action of alcohol upon the human 
hodyt unavoidably deferred until after tho | 
Clii’istnias convivialities .” — Locctl Pctpei . 

Prom a parental letter : — 

I wish to give notice for Mary to expire at 
Christmas.” 

Prom a ‘‘Broadcasting Programme” : 

“0*46— The Eov. : on ‘Wit and Hu- 

mour’ (all stations except 

Where, of course, they clon^t re quire it. 


THE BOTTLE'S PROGRESS. 

There are some stories that can be 1 
adequately told only by the cinem^, and c 
this is one of them. But, aS Mr. Punch ^ 
does not yet give away a moving-picture 
camera with every copy (as no doubt he 
will be expected to do in the course ot j 
time), the artist and I must do the best . 
wo can to take its place. , t ;3 I 
All adventurous amateurs of London, J 
and especially the young, have a period i 
in their lives when there is no excite- 
ment equal to the discovery of a new 
and remarkable Soho restaurant, i 
may be French, it may be Italian, and 
it is sometimes Spanish ; but, whatever 
the alleged nationality, all are alike 
in being extraordinarily good and extva- 
ordinainly cheap, and “For heavens 
sake, old man, keep it to yourself, be- 
cause if you tell everyone the place win 

be ruined ! ” . , . , „ii 

Another peculiarity which most ot 
i them have, and which is not perhaps 
an advantage, is the absence of aheenc^ ] 
. BO that all wine has to be 
■ a neighbouring shop or public-house. 

It was in one of these restaurants 
(the name of which I would 8^® 
. Uay under any consideration) that i 


was sitting at lunch recently when two 
young men entered and took a neigh- 
bouring table. Mine was by the win- 
dow commanding the street j theirs 
was farther in. 

I had no need to strain my ears to 
learn that the host was of the centre, 
and the guest a beginner in Bohemia. 
They had probably been at school to- 
gether, and this was a re-union after a 
lon^^ interval, and the host was show- 
ing^ff both London and his own inti- 
mate London knowledge, as well as 
his general man-of-the-worldliness. 
Having ordered the food they came 

to the question oE the wine. 

“You like Burgundy? the host 
asked. • 

Yes, he liked Burgundy. , 

“You always get good Burgundy m 
Bobo,” said the host. “Well have a 
. bottle. Warms you.” 

He chose a brand and paid tor it-— 

[ for that, as you know, is the rule m 
j these places— and a young waiter m 
, old evening clothes "was sent ou to 

^ “ Be careful with it,” the host called 
3 out. “ A mistake to shake Burgundy, . ' 
B he explained to his friend. 

I “Is it? Yes, of course, , said tbe 
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friend, and they settled down to confi- and ran away, and our waiter pursued, 
dential talk, which I neither heard nor brandishing the bottle on higla like a 
wanted to hear. club. 

It was then that the cinema operator 

should have begun to turn his handle, * | 

for this, as I could see through the 

window, is what occurred. ^ ! 

The young waiter entered the public- 
house at the corner and, after an in- 

terval long enough for his own refresh- 1 

ment, emerged with the bottle, swinging 

it thus:— ^ 











At this moment he met a friend, also 
a waiter, from another marvellous little 
restaurant, who was on the sarbe errand, 
and the friend took an interest in the 
bottle and wanted to examine it. His 
curiosity was defeated by the manoeuvre 
indicated below, which entailed a further 
disturbance of the contents 


The chase ended at the public-house 
door, when our waiter again turned to- 
wards home, again swinging the bottle. 

He was nearly home when still an- 
other waiter, bent also on the same 
errand and obviously in a great hurry 
probably the result of a heavy tip — 
arrived and, glancing at the bottle and 
seeing that it was the same brand that 
he too had been sent for, asked to be 
allowed to have it. I could not, of 
course,^ hear, but they both came of ges- 
ticulating parents and the conversation 
was as plain as though spoken to me. 

1 I 'm in a hurry and you *re not,*’ his 
hands distinctly said. “Here’s the" 
money ; you go and get another while 
I run with this.” 



upon the other seized it, and a terrific 
battle for its possession set in, which, 








with a tciTihc wreiieli, cut waiter won. 
Ho then, dishevelled and hot, slipped 
into the restaurant and disappeared 
behind the came, which is just by the 
door, unobserved by the customers who 
had despatched him ttndwlio,! thoufilife, 
were loug-sufforin" to a fault. Behind’ 
the caisse ilte bottlo was uncorked and 
otherwise dealt with. And this is how 
lb emerpod : 



! \ VA ™ 1 if ■ jpi>e liost sipped the wine critically. 

J 1 ll|r jfl IPf liP jj| 1 1 ^ E^cfillcnb I ” he said. “ Perfect con- 

Ac tVia +... , , ^ “A.Lodub. — X no belies clwnibros meablces 

AS the two men parted, the second Onr maU-m. ' (onsemblo ou separeo) ler Btage. gevser: 

of them gave the first a friendly blow refuLdT^relininlirfb ^^7, i« llcazSeper, 

to rehnqmsh the bottle, where- 1 A bold attempt to support the Entente. 
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WAYFARERS. 

III. — The Jonolkuh. 

’Tis three miles still, and half uphill, 
Aud not a tavern near ! 

Jf 1 should sing my merriest song 
None but the birds would liear; 

And my three balls of painted wood, 
The scarlet, gold and green, 

Though ne'er so high I tossed them alt 
Would drop to earth unseen. 

Thougli on my knee a patch there be 
And both my elbows peep, 

My Jerkin Jingles when I walk 
And sparkles when X leap ; 

By daylight it is something frayed 
And something dim o£ hue, 

But in the torch-light it appears 
As glinting gold and blue. 

To my vielle I can sing well, 

Or while my bright balls spin, 
Stories of Troy and Camelot, 

Of Guy and Gamelyn ; 

And never do I fail to add, 

As I draw near an end, 

That this great king or that bold 
knight 

Was aye the Jongleur's friend. 

'Tis two miles now. I wonder how 
The taverner will greet 
My coming. Shall I pluck the strings 
And gambol up the streot ? 


Or shall I stride with chin upheld 
And with a lordly port, 

Saying I am the King's own man 
And newly come from Court ? 

“ Sirs,” shall I say, **give you good day I 
Your servant, gentle Sirs ! 

Would ye hear tales of dragons fell 
And knights with golden spurs ? 
And would ye see three balls at once 
All spinning in the air ? ” 

(I hope they will not see that one 
Is cracked beyond repair!). 

Or shall I shout, “ Ye loons, come out, 
Come out, ye sluggard churls, 

If ye have keener ears for song 
Than pigs have eyes for pearls 1 
Yet bring me first, to ease my thirst, 

A tankaL’d frothing o'er, 

And I perchance might deign to eat 
A plump half-hen — or more ” ? 

The best that can befall a man 
That lives by crafts like mine 
Is when he wins some fire-lit hall 
Whore Lords or Abbots dine ; 

There, if the venison have been rich 
And sweet the wine of France, 

They may be blithe to hear him sing 
Or watch the bright balls dance. 

Yet cooks may err and fail to stir 
The spice into the broth; 

Too much or else too little salt 
Will make the master wroth ; 


Alack for the poor Jongleur then 
That shows his hungry nose I 
‘‘ Out with the rascal! ” is the cry,’ 
And out in haste he goes. 

But, if he busk, ere it be dusk, 

Unto some tavern dim, 

The Jolly fellows gathered there 
Are seldom harsh to him ; 

They love to hear a song thrice-sung 
And open-mouthed to watch 
The whirling balls which well they 
know 

That never they could catch. 

Now bub one mile ! Beyond the stile 
A grassy path dips down “ 

To where the roofs of silver thatch 
Gleam through the oak-trees brown; 
Here will I rest, and muse how best 
My supper I may find ; 

Eh, supper is a tuneful word 
To him that hath not dined. 

D.M. S. 

Our Erudite Authors. 

From a story : — 

“ Wibli a patient sigh he would set himself 
once more to his silent, thanldess task, mur- 
muring occasionally to himself a^efcanza from 
the Odes of Horace, or a noteworthy penta- 
meter from the Iliad.” — Local Paper. 

We always thought that ‘‘Homer’s 
Iliad was the best,” but it seems to 
have missed out the pentameters. 


-Ts iuNCH, OR THE T,OOT) ON CHAEiyAHI. a. 

— .hIT^sS 

“f=t:iorxr 

6— U, .p M.. dj^nd *» oys^. Wo 


with the BarcaroUe scene from The » You ’d he surprised if I told you all 
Tales of Hoffmann. This always makes the secrets of om profession. Thehead- 
the diirs ‘reminiscent, as you can see ^artf mh come ^ 


■‘ Star of Eve ” extremely weU. So well wnere or orner i,nau 

that I forgot mvself and clapped him, peared in nearly s past hfe, 

although I know that it is frightfully anda™^sigh^ 


about 8.15 and tell me that there is a 
slump in the demand for oysters. Wc 
immediately change our programme, 
and the contralto strikes up ‘Moji cmiv 
s' oeuvre d ta voix.’ That haunting, yearn- 


although I know that it is frightfully “5^ ^ P™ ^^^JT^hlit ^ Twuwedtavoix: That haunting, yearn- 

SSar*°reSmnf S “^iScowed the elect of harmony ing.passionate melody not only a,wakens 

thing m a popular lestauiam;. xne vyo . „-u™ , vs made a the heart; it stimulates the gastric luices 

Jt was that he Wed me to a Ind awakens a desir. for oj^ters. Vhy 

whole bow, all to myself. ^ o-UiVov an rmiMi that we didn't Samson et Dalila should make people 

Have you ever been bowed to m a eroysters I don't know, but it do^/ 

restaurant? All around y ou are eyes sell an ice all t he weeK, aitnou^n ^ y half-an-hoim they’ll 

— eyes as big as saucers,! ^ ~ he opening another barrel 

and you feel that you want \ downstairs. 

to crawl under one of your - “The same thing, of course, 

lettuce - leaves, like a slug, !| |jj| ']j^ applies to wines. I re- 

and hide yourself. Sow- ij j . ^ member once our proprietor 

ever, in order to brazen the jji ,1 j bought up a lot of cheap 

matter out, after the excerpt i I , ' Chianti. It tasted to me 

was finished I sent the singer | j j | ^ ^ like the stuff we used to 

anoteaskinghimifhemight J ^ clean our buttons with in 

be allowed to sing me some- , i. li t i i Ijh^ Army. What did wo 

^^NoSg^^^^^^ We set to work and 

lateT-Imethimmthelouuge most^ugaJy and 

and he told me that he was W gluey Viennese operas we 

sorry he couldn t accede to .|^a| °ould think of. The patrons 

““YolsS”hesa’-d “you V something sharp and 
happened to be m the Grill j { by tSe end of the week the 

JSwhatdifferencedoes j | np to “soJon^tillings 

iillgiM ^‘^V^makomistakcssomo. 

wSe you a fixed price , | |P|||» i I Wi of course. One season 

for a table d’Mte, the opera | |i||iili| ill "" Sljf 0/ aspam- 

company will oblige with ,, H MI1 Wi , ||/ « . gas, and we didn t find the 

anythmgyouwish,although I «MHi il M jlliMii l iilHMCy ''IV h appropriate accompammen 
usually they stick to dreamy ‘ ' 

cloying operas hke Uore ffio- ' 1 theni with markal stuff like 

nawni, that lull the hearer to li ^'ijr |l||| ^ I , Soldiers Chorus, but 

satiety. He doesn’t eat so 1 M i 1 1 ||| | 1 Lli. H ' f 

much, being, so to speak, fed jl 1| f I 'I fried potatoes. Then we 

up on the opera. But down- ' j' iThtlii ' iM l' ’ 1 '! ‘ Miserere 

stairs in the Grill Boom, ' 1, >| 'l ll' 1 ' ' V I ' froai.-^ SVwaim. with its 

where you pay only for what ■ >1 I 'll 1 sad smuous melody, acting 

you order, we have strict 1 ‘ assumption that as- 

to conccntrSit© n \ tr pOjl*HjguS W^HB u» S£bd smuous 

Svely stimulating st^A efter prolonged silence). “\om Vegetable. But that made 

something that puts the joy — f everybody oat cabbage. 

of life into you, SO that you eat — and pay weather was sultry. In the same way Cabbage is the usual response to a 
for— more food. Possibly you didn’t it would be a mistake to do the Overture mournful minor key, as you may have 
know that the company get a commis- to Bienzi with a lamb cutlet. The deli- noticed. Eventually we decided on a 
sion on every extra portion they can cate flavour would be lost amid the bold move. Wo put Boi'is Gotidomiov 
persuade a diner to order ? thnnder of the orchestration. into rag-time, and that worked it. Yoti 

“But it is not only the quantity that “Perhaps you imagine that when see, people could eat with one hand, 
is a factor,” he went on. “ Certain you come into a restaurant you order leaving the other one free to beat time 
music seems to suit certain dishes.” what you like ; but you don’t. On the with,” 

“ Of course,” I said. “ I suppose that way there your mind has been running “I suppose your proprietor was 
for the hors d’muvre you’d, have the on tomato soup, fried plaice, beef, and pleased?” I said. 

Prologue from Pa^Zmcci ; with the fish apple-dumpling. But when you sit down “ No, the ingraie ! He began to com- 
there 'd be a scene irom The Flying and discover that we are doing a scene plain of his laundry bills. The diners 
Dutchman, and so on.” from Butterfly, you eventually toy with made such dreadful messes on the table- 

“ You 've got the idea,”' he said. “Al- an olive, a flake of turbot, a stuffed quail, cloths as they swayed their shoulders 
though, of course, we 've studied the and a P^che Melba — something dainty to and fro in time to the * Death of 
matter scientifically. Thus, should the and a little exotic, to fit the music. And Boris.’ There 's no pleasing some 
Joint be a trifle too "well hung, we oblige incidentally a little more expensive. people. Good night.” 


“ ^e discovered the effect of harmony mg,passionate me bdy not only awakens 
on alimentation once when we made a tbeheart ; it stimulates the gastric jmees 
speciaUtyofBEELioz’Euiisf. It made andawakens a desim for oysters. Why 
the diners shiver so much that we didn’t Samson et BaWa should make people 

sell an ice all the week, although the eat oysters I dont know, but it does 

^ — — — and m half-an-hour they 11 

^ ' be opening another barrel 

“The same thing, of course, 

^ b wfines. I re- 

^ / member once our proprietor 

1 bought up a lot of cheap 

j I Chianti. It tasted ^to me 

I ^ ^ on the assumption that as- 

, , , paragus was a sad sinuous 

cr a 7 icl his Mate (together, after prolonged silence), “\ouE 33^t tihat made 

1 everybody cat cabbage. 

f j weather was sultry. In the same way j Cabbage is the usual response to a 




^klM 


iff mi 



*^3 |||||jj 1^ ^ ^ ^ f 
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PUwibcr and his Mate (together, after prolonged silence), “Youe 
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‘WllAT BOOTS AUE YK VVKAEIN’, ANGUS?” 


“Ma new boots, Fathee.” 


CORN IN ECIYPT. 

Smnt C-iihKH’H, OiJHVTcnvN, Pmusu 
MA(iA?^iNFi. ~ October. 

Frion the T/Vr/r’-s Lelier. 

Ovi\ gra,vo.Yar<l, now disusod - inter- 
incnts ccjis<ui. ycavs *is in 

a Had stale of 'dc^cay; and prosonis a 
disinally forloni appearance lo all 1x3- 
h<»ldevs’. To resiorc it to something like 
prf>pci* order a considevabks sum Avould 
he re<juirod, and there are no funds 
availalde to me<*t even a 'part of the 
cost. At this juncture 1 I lavo received 
ail intimation that the ^.rown Council 
would be willing to consider a scheme 
for t he taking over by them of the grave- 
yard and th(‘ convt‘rsion of the same 
into a well-ke})t })ublic garden. The 
work would involve, ol course, the re- 
moval and placing (t>r stacking) else- 
where of a niimlier of the memorials, 
together with tlio ohlileralion of many 
of the grav(‘s ; hut it would ho carried 
out, 1 am assured, with “ care, skill ami 
good taBte;* 1 giv<3 the assurance for 
what it is worth, though I ^vill not dis- 
guise the fact that the idea of such 
desecration tills me with the proiound- 
cst horror. 

The matter is urgent, and J am ihero- 
fora summoning a nujcting of ))arisu- 
ioners and other intcrestod persons in 
order to discuss the wliole question and 


to enable me to furnish a reply to our 
Municipal Fathers. 

Saint Giles’s, Geeytown, Pauish 
Magazine. — November. 

From the Vicafs Letter. 

The hostility aroused by the proposal 
to hand over our graveyard to the Town 
Council has been most reassuring. It 
shows that even in those modern days 
there are some right-minded people. At 
the specially convened Parish Meeting 
the quite unanimous feeling was that 
the remodelling of the burial ground 
cm the lines indicated would amount to 
an act of desecration too appalling to be 
contemplated fora single moment. . . . 
Tt was decided that a big effort should 
bo made to restore the churchyai'd, and 
a committee Avas formed charged with 
the onerous duty of raising the funds 
necessary to the execution of that im- 
portant object. ... 

<‘The Gueytown Heeald.” 

December 15th. 

{Disj)lai} AdverUsement.) 
Assembly Eooms, Guf^ytown. 
DECEMBEIi 37 th. 

Fopildr Lecture entitled : 

tut-ankh-amen and the 
WONDERS OF LUXOR. 

Proceeds in Aid of tlw St. Gdes's 
Churchyard Bestoration Fum> 


“Tak’ lancer steps then.’* 

A WOMAN’S FIKST WOED 

Here ’s ’24, all fresh and new, 

And, though liis “promise” prove but 
showy. 

He brings at least one boon to you : 
’Tis Leap Year, Chloe. 

The bonds which held you back are 
burst ; 

You have achieved at last the blessed 
Privilege now of “speaking first,” ■■ 
Unknown to Gressid- 

Yet if ’tis yoiu-s to say “ Be mine ! ” 
Conversely, should I find occasion. 

It rests with me now to decline 
The invitation. 

So, while till then I would be dumb. 
In case your resolution .waver 
Into your hands these verses come 
To ask a favom-. 

Please wliisper softly in my ear, 

If yon approve me on perusal,^ 

And let me have forthwith, my dear, 
The “ first refusal.” 


.‘‘And vet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man ; 
Or that wo women had men’s privilege 

Of speaking first." , ■ -.y 

Troilus and Cresiida, Act III., Scene ii. 


“I cannot help thinking that the Latin pro- 
verb, No, mtar, ultra crefidam, is only known 
by comparatively a few ,” — China Papo • 

We cannot help agreeing. 
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. . . ........ I. . o deserve it,” said 

HARDY ANNUALS. Angela. 

**What are you frowning about?” ** The fact that I made a certain reso- 
asked Angela. lution last year,” I observed cuttingly, 

I remained lost in profound medi- “ is no reason why I should n 
tation. As a matter of fact I' really it again this year.” 
was meditating, so there was some “ Oh, no,” said Angela. “It 
excuse for it. Sometimes I remain lost good reason why you should.” 
in it without meditating at all, merely “ Or next year, or the year 


“ Why not ? Surely by eight o’clock 
the maids ” 

“ i mean you can’t continue. Though 
there’s no reason why you shouldn’t 

1 • SJl 


. . ./ O JL J, J 1 — ~ — ■.****« 

d reason why you should.” i^ngela opened her eyes. ** Where 

Or next year, or the year after as did you find that one? ” she asked. “I 
I,” I continued triumphantly. thought you’d lost it. I haven’t seen 


XV VT i VXV XXJ wu V W JL CUtVWX Cl lO V/ i-i JLXiXVA iliiCtV V./1JIW i 

to impress Angela. All husbands know well,” I continued triumphantly. thought you ’d lost it. j. uiiwu c 

that these little innocent deceptions are “ Certainly not,” agreed Angela. “ If it since before the War,” 
occasionally necessary to maintain the vou make it often enough you may keep “I’m afraid vou are not treating 

1 XI. - 1 xi._ 1 -ri.-x U T ® 


J AXiMUJULWMiXXJ. WI.4V> W- U-l ttXVO A U U/A liCJXl Xl ^ i J, J U U. AJJ U( X A JJl Ui L 1 £.1) i V.I ^ U 

dignity of the head of the house. But it one of these years.” I began solemnlj 

this time, as I say, I really was medi- “ Eesolution 1a,” I said (I am a me- “ Never mind, 
tating, and meditating pretty deeply thodical man), “is to pay my tailor there any more? 


I began solemnly. 

“Never mind,” said Angola. “Are 


o. what I owe him." “I0: To answer all letters by the 

Angela repeated her question a little “An A 1 resolution, ”sai(lAngela,nod- nextpost. 1b: To be patient with the 
Oder and 1 recalled myself to my sur- ding, “But it’s a little moth-eaten, girl at the telephone-exchange, what- 
undings with a convincing start. isn’t it ? ” ever the provocation. 1 f : To pay mv 

“ 1 am thinking oyer „ . 1 income - tax cheerfully 

_few resolutions, I m| I'l 1 .j |j ■' on or before the first 

“ Oh ! The sort you 1 ‘ I knot those. You 

it to the meeting, or ^ I fawBaag ^ ’I* ffiU bad them all out for a I 

f ^ i| • • ‘li V 'J " J yoar. ! 

^ Nothing olso?” | 

p“Hkel“s\gges- 3’S^U.'''l: 

fshe'lemel'to'S ^ ^ Se'hom J'to 

ingalittlemeditating M V ^'^‘‘How thrilliii.r! 

her own account. ^ What are they ? ” “ 

r one delirious mo- / IKBlm ^ I ^ i*rpt i t 

mt I fancied that iifflHiBII M “ i hey arc all brand - 

rhaps she too was ^■’ c u W They aio a fow 

.king a New Year’s good resolut. 011s which ; 

olution. I even, I you, , 

nember, in a whirl i n ’(.i ! 

optimism, permitted train just starting on eighUj'-jnik run, i XOU suoUUin u nave j 

^self to hope that it “Well, »ere we abe, tuenI »Appy New Year, eveiiy- f said Angela, 

ffht be to the effcint goin’ to oblige with a lil» song?” ^ nimo. 

f. ia I I ™ 

• AreTou'" teS to think of new BnL^Lh There ’s only one. It ’s to sco that 


louder and 1 recalled myself to my sur- ding. 


isn’t it?” 










./ J 

roundings with a convincing start. 

“ 1 am thinking over 
a few resolutions,” I (W. j”, i 

said. il I! 

“Oh! The sort you j |!i! 

put to the meeting, or |g | 
good ones?” « ‘ 

“At this season of ^ 1 ' j 

the year ” ^4 jjg 

“ I see. New Year’s ^ 9^^ 
resolutions.” 

“Quite. And if 1 
might make a sugges- ^ 

tion, Angela ” y x* 

I stopped and looked f 

at her hopefully. Her J 
head was on one side ^ ./ 

and she seemed to be 
doing alittlemeditating 
on her own account. 

For one delirious mo- 
ment I fancied that 
perhaps she too was 
making a New Year’s 
resolution. I even, I 
remember, in a whirl 
of optimism, permitted 
myself to hope that it 
might be to the effect 

that in future my socks Bu 

was wrong, anyway’. 


B u ifflli |]+t| 4 H+ 


/ ,i 




m 



g| 



II 


J 


% 
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Scene— N on-s^op train just starling on eighty- 7 nik rtm, 

“Well, »ere we abe, then I »Appy New Year, eveuy- 

BCDYl Now, WHO S GOIN’ TO OBLIGE WITH A LIL* SONG?” 


that m future my socks But I “ What do you mean-moth-eaten ? ” I asked. ^ 

vou^^trvin^o^ fn thinl- f TP s Ike boating-flannels during the “ There ’s only one. It ’s to see that 
‘ n of new English summer— -it s only brought out you keen vou rs'” 

ones,” asked Ange a, “or are you just and aired, so to speak, aLt oL Z ^ ^ ^L= 

, looking out a few of last year s rejects ? ” in the year. Then it ’s put away a«ain 

How do you mean-rejects?” for twelve months. I’m afraid "the THE SKUNK. 

I .solution,- • „.a 

Angela laughed mirtblesslv sLdn«- - -i a > paid by me for the new fur stole which 

“ Mind you dust them well ” she said I Imn-iwl nn fr. It. »t> • i. They would tell j/ok anything, she 

I sat up and assume^my signer or eoLZ^fo get Jo a ei.^t®ovL‘k 

cne voice to which even Angela pays as I could. ' ^ .Avlu n -t ,, ., 

X r . I . . * - . “ Well. Cflill it conA'v’ nr if 


THE SKUNK. 

“ I don’'x believe it can bo real skunk 
at the price,’’ Marjorie said. 

As the price in question bad been 
paid by me for the new fur stole which 

. l x» .. ... . - ... 


attention ooj 3 .asionally. “ Let us treat 
this subject seriously," I said. 


'ery morning,” I said as off-bandedly bargain.” *’ 

* I could. “ Well, call it coney or salile, if you 

Angela shook her head. “I’m afraid like,” I said savagely. “Anyhow I 
you can’t do that,” slio said. a’ =-’- ^ •* 


I alw’ays tliink skunk is a hideous name, 



JanuapvT % 1924.] 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAPIYAEL 


21 



Vicar. “So youb little boy wishes to take up the occupation op oegan-blowee?” 

Mrs. Miggs. “Well, Sm, ’e don’t look on it quite as a hoccupation—it ’s more in the natube of a call. 


like mink and musquash . . . Only I 
must really ask you to say^ skunk in the 
presonco of the poor inoftensive beast 
itself, out of respect for its natural de- 
sire to be called by its own name.” 

“I don’t believe skunks have any 
feelings,” Marjorie retorted callously. 
“ And anyhow X ’m sure this isn’t one.” 

It was that unguarded statement 
wliich brought down an awful retribu- 
tion upon my unfortunate wife. 

Not that 1 pity her ; she deserved it ; 
but it ^Yas rather hard that I should 
also be involved in her shame. 

We went to a concert that same 
afternoon in a large and crowded hall. 
The day was seasonably damp and un- 
seasonably hot— meteorological observa- 
tions which have their point, although 
you may not see it at the moment. 

In addition to a few other garments 
Marjorie wore her new stole, and looked 
very well in it, although this confes- 
sion, in the light of her conduct, is 
wrenched from me unwillingly. 

The concert began ; the concert pro 
ceeded. The atmosphere in the ball 
became damper and warmer. 

As I sat there, steeped in the drow- 
siness which really good music always 


induces in me, memories began to surge 
through my brain — memories of old 
wild days in the jungle. 

Something — and surely it could not 
be Bach? — had caused the particular 
patch of grey matter which contained 
those memories to vibrate. 

I partially roused myself and sniffed. 
A strange rank odour filled the air, 
and I knew it was that which had car- 
ried me back to the jungle. I glanced 
at Marjorie and saw, by her expression 
of intense unconcern, that she also had 
perceived it. 

“ I say, d’ you notice a queer sort of 
smell ? ” I whispered. 

“ I can’t say that I do,” my wife 
answered with extreme nonchalance. 
“ Of course the hall is rather close.” 

“That doesn’t describe it,” I said. 
“And besides ” 

I broke off, noticing that the woman 
in front of us was sniffing audibly. All 
those of the audience in our immediate 
neighbourhood displayed a certain un- 
easiness, and the old gentleman who 
sat beside Marjorie suddenly rose and 
plunged out, his handkerchief pressed 
to his nose. 

Stronger and stronger grew that wild 


primitive odour, that concentrated es- 
sence of menagerie, and suddenly I 
realised the truth. 

It was Marjorie’s fur stole defending 
its honour. There was no other method 
by which it could establish its skunk- 
hood, It had taken the Only Way. 

Marjorie abandoned all subterfuge 
and gazed at me imploringly. 

“Do you think if I sat on it ” 

she said. * 

But this had no effect. \The fiei'ce 
aroma rose stronger and sti'dnger'as the 
hall grew warmer, and we sat there, 
the cynosure of all hoses,' in crimson 
shame. 

There was nothing for it but flight, 
and in the next interval we* flew. 

The fur people talked a great deal 
upon the telephone about umisual 
damp and warmth, and fetched the 
stole for treatment. Since its return 
it has been entirely odourless and in- 
nocuous. 

But somehow I^am convinced that 
the remedial process was quite unne- 
cessary, I do^^ not believe that the 
skunk would ever have troubled us 
again in any case. 

It had proved it^ point. 
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THE LOST CHOBD, 

{Bevised Version). 

Seated one morn at my organ 

I was restless and ill at ease, 

For I had supped too freely 

On Kiimmei and toasted cheese. 

I know not what I was playing, 

And I wasn’t playing well, 

But I struck one chord of music 

That lifted the lid off li — L 

It howled like a mad gorilla, 

It yelped like a blue baboon 

As it munches the wild Manilla 

In the Mountains of the Moon. 

It tied up the simplest meanings 

In horrible knots and twists ; 

It shrouded the dazzling sunlight 

In the murk of miasmic mists. 

It was barbarous, botulistic, 

It linked the Chimaera’s boom 

With a dismal, Bedlamiatic 

And super-decanal gloom, , 

It shattered my topmost skylight, 

It splintered my study door, 

And it died away in the twilight 
With a galliambic snore. 

Oh, I strive with passionate longing 
That wondrous chord to recall. 

And compose a rhapsody on it 

For the Queen’s or the Albert Hall. 

I have sought — but I seek it vainly — 
That chord so cruel and keen 
Which entered the soul of the organ 
From the soul of Scriabin. 

It may be that Death’s euphonium 
That chord some day will sound ; 
But only in Pandemonium 

Will its full effect be found. 

THE SILBNOBE. 

The door was marked Private, but the 
man with the brown bag never allowed 
little things like that to stand in his 
waj. He turned the handle and went in. 

“Good morning, Sir,” he said plea- 
santly.,, can see you are busy, but 

I shall not keep you long. Ibavesome- 
thiug here that is bound to interest 
you, a little invention that has lately 
been placed on the market. I am not 
out to boom it. That is not necessary. 
As soon as it becomes known it will 
be in tremendous demand.” 

He set his bag down on a chair and 
wrestled for a moment with a refrac- 
tory strap., ^ When he resumed, a little 
flushed by his exertions, he noticed that 
his prospective, customer had adjusted 
a draught-screen, so that bis face was 
invisible. From what could be seen of 
the rest of his body he gathered that 
was absorbed in a 'book. .Biit it 
wouM have taken more than ibis to 
put the visitor off. 

“ You are very central here,” he said. 

“ It is a good site, but noisy. A con- 
stant stream of trafi&c. A barrel-organ 
too down the side street — rather a 
metallic tone. Trams at the back — 
clatter, clash, clang. Yes. And when 
you get home you are on the telephone, 
of course, at the mercy of all the other 
subscribers, the people you know and 
the others who ring you up by mistake. 
You have an upright grand in thedraw- 
iug-room for your daughters and a 
gramophone in the hall with a large 
assortment of jazz records, and your 
family have persuaded you to instal a 
wireless set. 

“As you are a rich man and keep a 
car you can always run down to the 
sea or into the country in search of 
quiet. But you won’t get it. The sea 
makes continual and most irritating 
noises. The country is infested with 
lowing cows and grunting pigs; it 
resounds with the cacophonous cluck- 
ing of poultry, especially in the early 
morning. 

“ Why waste time, petrol and energy 
in the pursuit of peace ? Buy one of 
our * Hush I Hush ! Silencers ’ instead. 
It is easily adjustable and practically 
unnoticeable, the ear pads being joined 
by a fine cord passing under tne chin, 
and when it is in place you will hear 
absolutely nothing. Invaluable to pub- 
lic men, for it saves them the tedium 
of listening to other people’s speeches. 
Then too, if the Silencer had been in- 
vented a hundred years ago, how many 
of the pieces beloved of amateur re- 
citers would have been spared us! 
Southey couldn’t have told us how | 
the waters come down at Lodore, or i 
Wordsworth have retailed his con- i 
versations with the village idiot. 

“In your daily relations with yourl 
fellow-men it would afford you the most - 
gratifying relief. Slip it on befoi’o get- 
ting out of the taxi to pay the driver his 
legal fare ; at your club when someone 
begins to tell you what happened at 
the second tee ; in the restaurant when 
the foreigner at the next table orders 
soup. 

“ And it is a great comfort in the 
home. In your own domestic circle 
you may get a little tired of hearing 
your youngest boy sing, ‘Yes, we have 
no Bananas.’ Perhaps your wife's pet 
Peke has a penetrating bark. Perhaps 
your wife 

“ It will add years to your life. You 
will avoid that impending nervous 
breakdown, lose the tired feeling ” 

He paused for breath. He was 
rather surprised. Usually his victims 
becamerestivelong before this, attempt- 
ing to check the flow of his eloquence, 
though always, of course, in vain. 

He came a little farther into the room. 

As be advanced the other turned his 
head and looked at him, 

“Dear me,” he said, “ are you there 
still? I haven’t heard a word. A 
patent arrangement. There is another 
on the market called the ‘Hush! Hush ! 
Silencer hut this one is superior to it. 

I slipped it on while you Must you 

be going ? Y’ou ’ll shut the door, won’t 
you? There ’s a bit of a draught ” 

THE JEERY-BUILDER. 

Castles in Spain, 

Oh, Castles in Spain 1 

What phantoms liavc filled ’em ? 

Wliat Dons of disdain ? 

With jewels a-juniblo 

They shimmer until 

They totter and tumble; 

But still, my dears, still 

Castles in Spain, 

The vainest of vain, 

1 huikl ’em ami luiild ’em 

And build ’em again. 

Castles in Air 
(In Spain or in Air), 

They ’re moonshine and vapour, 
Front-hall and hack-stair ; 
i^y fleetest of Fancy 

They’re raised in a jiff, 

By mere necromancy 

Of “ ’Twould bo nice if— ” 

Castles in Air, 

Oh, false as they ’ro fair ! 

Y'ct I build ’em, paint, paper, 

And patch and repair. 

Castles in Spain 
(In Air or in Spain) 

They don’t cost a rerij 

Great deal to maintain ; 

A hope to adorn ’em, 

The dreams you install, j 

And a tear-drop to mourn ’em 

When over they fall. 

Castles in Spain 

Can topple, ’Lis plain, 

But, derry-down-derr}% 

1 ))uild ’em again. 

“ Tho Loimioft brought home from Sierra 
Leone a largo nmnl)er of bagn of mails from 
vessels on the Afghan coast.” — Morning Paper, 

We do not know how they got tliere, 
but suppose they swam the Himalayas. 

“Gentleman requires Bedroom, Break fasfc, 
Dinner, Teas {no Supper), wash himself no 
other Lodgers.” — Advt, in Local Paper. 

He seems to us not unreasonable in 
stipulating that his fellow-guests should 
conduct their owm ablutions. 

“When you are home for tho holidays, and 
there are all sorts of concaves up in the bed- 
room — Weekly Paper, 

Even more noticeable during the Christ- 
mas holidays are the convexes down in 
the dining-room. 






Husband. “My dear, ir’s all wrong buying pearls these days. You Kmn - we can't aefobd it.” 
Wife. “But, my dear, I want Cis to see she 's not the only one who can have things she can't 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By M 7 \ Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Justice and intimacy are the two most striking qualities 
of Miss Eosaline Masson’s Life of Bobert Louis Stevenson 
(Chambers) ; and, as befits a daughter of the great professor 
whose classes “ Velvet Coat ” was not set down for but 
actually dropped in ” cit, she has made the most of her 
hero’s Edinburgh days. A vivacious account of the ances- 
tral Stevensons and Balfours, whose traits reappear again 
and again in Tusitala” and in “ Tusitala’s” books, pre- 
ludes the story of his sickly cl lildliood, his youthful reactions 
. to^ “Calvinism and conventionality, and his exorbitant share 
of those stock conflicts and accommodations which make 
“ genius, so great an asset to tlie world at large, so trying a 
housemate.”' All this is excellently told. So much so that 
the American and South Sea adventures which follow on 
Stevenson’s marriage come almost as an anti-climax to the 
spiritual hazards of hi^ youth. Perhaps the prettiest stoiy 
in the book is that of Smout,” aged five, assuring his 
parents that “you can never be good unless you pray*,” 
and on being asked hoAV he came by the conviction replying 
with emphasis, “ Because I ’ve tried it.” The Barbizon days 
are most sympathetically treated ; and so too is the early 
career of Stevenson’s valiant wife. But the last chapter 
has the best of the book’s new letters — ^the description, 


addressed to “ My dear Barrie,” of the household at Vailima. 
And the illustrations, from end to end, are of unique interest. 

Pierrot of the World (Mills and Boon) is as merry a 
book as I have read for many a year, but I had better warn 
readers without imagination that they may find it more 
mad than merry. And it is true that Pierrot himself was as 
unlike an ordinary human being of to-day as anyone could 
want to be or be afraid of being ; but the idea he represents is 
extraordinarily sane. “ If,’* Pierrot seems to say, “ you have 
a spark of love and admiration for the simple beauties 
of nature, then in Heaven’s name give up your habit of 
knowing the right people and all such tedious conventions, 
and go out into the world and enjoy yourself.”^ People who 
don’t happen to have the necessary spark might make a 
sorry mess of such an experiment ; but Pieirot not only had 
the spark but a whole bundle of patent fire-lighters in his 
equipment. On the whole Miss Stella Callaghan emerges 
with distinction from a difficult task. My chief objections 
are that she insists too strongly upon the vulgarity of her 
modern millionairess, and that she allows Pieri'ot to pl3«y 
golf. The irresponsible, gay, delightful, impossible Pierrot 
might have blown a feather across the world for any wager 
you like to name, but he couldn’t have played golf. And, 
even if he had, he most certainly wouldn’t have worried 
about his hafidicap. 
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“It can hardly be denied, except by those contnmelions 
persons who are always ready to deny anything and every- 
thing, that much of our recent progress is simply due to the 
revolver and the part it is playing in onr everyday life.” Yon 
can tell by sampling at random an opening sentence like 
that from I for One (Lane) that Mr. J. B. Priestley is no 
mean “midcUer.” To write pleasantly, humorously, extra- 
vagantly, sagaciously and weekly about nothing in parti- 
cular is a gift that the gods bestow sparingly. Our modern 
essayists are, I think, apt to be less precious and allusive 
than their literary forbears. Possibly it is not considered 
good form in “ mi( 3 dhng ” circles to put too great a strain 
upon the scholarship of your readers. And I am not sure that 
it isn’t on the whole a change for the better. Mri Priestley 
displays just that brand of faint egotism which interests 
without offending. You can pick him up and lay him down 
anywhere with pleasure — I mean no left-handed compli- 
ment — and I haven’t the faintest idea why he says that all 

his papers were in- ^ ^ 

tended, devised and 
written for publication 
in book form. They 
haven’t at all that air, 
and you will look in 
vain for any thread of 
continuity except their 
engaging cleverness. 

I am bound to con- 
fess that I found the 
town-house prologue to 
Miss Margaret Ken- 
nedy’s country-house 
novel, The Ladies of 
Lyndon ^ (Heinemann), 
a little intricate ; but, 
once 1 arrived at the 
Oxfordshire seat of the 
Glowers and was intro- 
duced, at pre-war tea 
on the lawn, to all but 
one of the ladies whose 
fortunes I was_ asked 
to follow, I began to 
see daylight. I realized 
that the pivot of the 
story was^ the. temper- 
ament Qi\ Agatha] the 

younger Lad^/ Clewer, l_ 

a romantic too cowardly to realise her dreams and too 
lazy to forgo them. Her sisters-in-law, Lois and Cynthia, 
escape from Lyndon as soon as possible by securing, the one 
a literary drone, and the other an indefatigable profiteer. 
Agatha on until the last chapter, vacillating between 
her husband and her doctor cousin, and finally losing both 
in vivid contot to Agatha's laxity and failure, her brother- 
in-law s wife, Dolly— starts her career as housemaid at 
Liyndon, marries its younger son and settles him down un- 
protesting m a miheu of her own choice— makes a con- 
spicuous, if somewhat incredible, success of a life of 
unflinching^ pnaciple. An excell ently-indicated dowager 

0 ? Lyndon, completes itslist 
make vivacious reading ; but I feel 

camera too close to their 
features for the highest truths of presentment. 

Joan ym is discovered, as they say, in the auieb^ 
Sussex, so quiet indeed that it\till 
bore the legend Y.B. on its pillar-box. We are given to 


understand that the name of the Great Queen was inscribed 
even more legibly on the hearts of many of its inhabitants 
Yet the season of post-war Conferences had already set in' 
and Joan herself was due to set out for Paris on the morrovv 
to take np a secretarial post that had been found for her 
by an energetic friend to whom Conferences were mere 
child’s play. In Looking After Joan (CnnisTOPHEns) Mr 
John Palmer has taken pains to insist on the contrast 
between Meadwell and Paris, as between Joan herself and 
most of her fellow typewriters. He has given his young 
lady a pair of dark hazel eyes, light eyebrows, flaxen hair 
and a fair complexion. So striking a combination proved 
almost too fatally attractive, and it was as well that Joan 
had with her Miss Barbara Miers, that eminently capable 
head of the secretarial department, to say nothing of Mr. 
Nicholas Fayle, statistical expert and compiler of antho- 
logies of English verse. It is to this gentleman, in spite 
of his rather unfortunate nam e, that Joan’s welfare is ulti- 
mately entrusted, but 
not before the dangers 
of Paris have been 
suflici ently exposed. 
This is quite a good 
specimen of the light 
novel, and the author 
has an eye for charac- 
ter as well as a pleasant 
stylo. Ho may be only 
skating over his sub- 
ject, but the figures are 
as well done as need be. 



<5^J6'0 . , 


THE NOVICE. 

Xhe Sorseman. “I have made a vow at the bhiunb op Saivt 

TO DEVOTE A VEAE TO KNIGHTLV DEEDS. KnOWEST T^U AWm OP 
DAMSELS, TO BE BMCUED OB. CBXJEL MONSTERS TO BE DESTBOYED HEBBABOCTS ? 

The Ohufl. Nay, Master, I know naught of any damsels rut Trrr>«p 
IS a scurvy ogee ^LIVES in. a castle in yonder forest who MIC’HT butt I 
Coi^N THE^iS!’™™ BHEUMATICS AND HATH MUCH DOLE PROM k 


In the Game Birds 
and Wild Fowl of Great 
Britain and Ireland 
(Longmans, Green), 
both tiio letter-press 
and the thirty colour 
illustrations are the 
work of Mr, A. Thor- 
burn,F.Z.S. His aim, 
as he tells us, has been 
“to represent these 
birds grouped in their 
natural surroundings 
rather than to make 
scientific plates of the 
species.” I don’t know 

SifL » beautiful pictures are quite 

scientihc enough for me, and I am more than content to 
see all these nice birds faithfully depicted in their proper 
seen^y so that I can find them at home when T want 
£ o TnoimufiN says modestly that 

^ eenoral habits of each 

i;? ■ 18 true that ho has not attempted any 

literary adornment, but the information he gives is all 
lnt£n"Z,vff ® naturalist or fowler could desire. If 
shill -if ® to escape his notice I 

Sow ^ satisfied to 

know that he has dealt with over a couple of hundred of 

booWbai ii i, 

Another Wireless Wonder, 

“ Broadcasting Across the Atlantic. 

wirelosTSucSt ^vance of Greenwich time, the 

than the ojhcial time America five hours earlier 

nan Tine omcial time of its broadcasting on this Daily Paper. 
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enough it is not unlmown for a man in mas evening. In some quarters it is 
thiscountry toplaygolf inspiteofwear- thought that the young therms must 
ing their ing dressy pluS-fomrs. have overeaten themselves. 


TH WAJkW W J Q 

People are gradually finding their ing dressy pluS-fomrs. have overeaten themselves, 

way to the Eiviera,” says a Society 

note. We ourselves have for a long A Paris message states that an We gather from a contemporary that 
time had an excellent map of the route. American visitor, at one of the leading nearly fifty different bodies have a 

hotels at Nice tipped the barman twelve right to break up the streets of London. 
A contemporary rnentions that Prance pounds. It is pointed out that he could The trouble is that they do it, too. 
has paid all her War debts to Switzer- have had soda with it in his own 

land and Spain. One theory is that country at that price. A contemporary is of the opinion 

she probably mislaid Britain’s j ^ ] ! that motor cars will be cheaper 


address. 

The latest fashion prediction 
is that women will this year wear 
high-crowned highwaymen hats 
and will carry long umbrellas. 
Husbands, of course, will wear 
last year’s suits and cheque- 
books will be carried. 

sii 

The London Chess League 
held a conference last week, and 
at the same time a chess tourna- 
ment was played at Hastings. 
The Old Country seems to be 
going the pace in the New Year. 

One of two human skulls un- 
earthed on the site of old Eoman 
baths in Bath is said by an 
expert to have had a powerful 
tooth extracted in a professional 
manner. The other skull ^ is 
thought to belong to the dentist, 
the patient having acted in tlie 
heat of the moment. 

'Sic’' 

Mr. CuEfis Bok, a member of 
the Board of the Eastern State 
Penitentiary, TJ . S. A . , has decided 
to spend two weeks in a convict’s 
cell to gain information of prison 
life. The other inmates complain 
that he has not qualified and that 
this is a bad case of influence: 

S|C ^ i\i 

The profits on gas undertak- 
ings showed a remarkable in- 
crease last year. It is hoped 
that at last the House of Com- 
mons will declare a dividend. 




contemporary is of the opinion 
“I that motor cars will be cheaper 
this year. It is feared that in 
that case pedestrians will also 
show a downward tendency. 










^‘"What is the origin of Mah- 
Jongg?” asks a headline. We 
believe it is derived from the 
Chinese “Mah-Jongg,” which 
means “Mah-Jongg.” 

In the course of his recent 
lectures to children Sir William 
Beagg showed them a feather 
and a sovereign faUing at the 
same pace in a vacuum tube. A 
mark, of course, would have 
fallen much faster. 

A lady has been appointed 
Borough Meteorologist at Bux- 
ton. Visitors and residents ex- 
pect much from the softening 
feminine influence on the local 
weather. 

;;c 

In a report of a recent League 
football match it was stated that 
the players were excited. No 
reason was given for this un- 
wonted animation. 

The new aquarium at the Zoo | 
will not be opened till April. 
Meanwhile Parliament is already 

opon. sjc 

A Eegistrar has been married 
in his own Eegistiy Office.^ In 
our opinion it serves him right. 


that at last the House of Com- Q. B. Shaw’s play, Saint 

mons will declare a dividend. ^ Joan, which took a long 'time to 

7:1'-''* ^ _ Bridearoonv (who has waked very late an the eve^itful ^jvhen it was produced in 

To fireproof a fancy-dress, ujj ^hat you, daklino? I say, don’t get married York, is to be staged in 

says Mr. A, Hardt in a contem- I come.” , London. The initial perform- 

porary, it shouM be steeped in a evidence recently a young ance is sure to be attended by all his 

rGmo\e the weaier first. ni *1 t ^ Primroses in bloom are reported to 

Ihe blieiKl , TTifl-rYiAR 


remove the wearer first. 


' 

out that this is their slack season. return home. ^ - » Sweetshop Shot.” 

4 .^ ‘ Headline in Provincial Paper . 

Members of one Golf Club in Paris Engineers ® ^^ok nlace in a At last bull’s-eyes have been taken 

are expected to wear evening dress when the explosion which ^ 

pSS just before dinner Strangely large gas mam m Hampslure on Christ- seuously. 


Primroses in bloom are reported to 
be untisually numerous in the Thames 


Tills, however, must not dis- 
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THE MODESTY OF THE CONSERVATIVE PARTY. 

[The Editor declines to assume any responsibility for the views 
of bis contributor.] 

Beought up in the Liberal faith, I have remained true to 
the doctrines which I imbibed with my earliest nourishment. 
That is to say, I am to-day a Progressive, or Live-hard, 
Conservative. 

For the last decade or two I have been conscious that I 
and those who shared my views, though we have been too 
modest to say so, possessed in a marked degree that virtue 
of modesty which is commonly found with true greatness. 
But never till the present moment, when it has been revealed 
to me by the attitude of the rival parties — otherwise sharply 
divided, but on this point apparently in close agreement — 
have I suspected the full magnitude both of our modesty 
and of our nobility. 

What are the facts ? (This is a rhetorical question and 
I am not asking for information; I am telling you.) As 
declared bj^ the verdict of the People’s voice the Conserva- 
tive Party is still considerably the largest party in the 
State. I admit that the electors have for the moment 
declined to accept the particular policy which its leader 
advocated as a relief for unemployment. But, if to-morrow 
he discarded the policy of Protection — treating it as if it had 
been turned down by a referendum— and went again to the 
country, there is nothing to show that our party would not be 
returned, as it was returned a year ago, with a clear majority 
over alt other parties. 

Yet such is our recognised distaste for self-assertion that 
the mere suggestion that the strongest party in the State 
should carry on the Government, confining itself to mea- 
sures that would reasonably claim the approval of all 
moderate politicians, is rejected at once as unthinkable. 
Public sentiment seems to recoil in horror from the bare 
idea that the Conservative Party would ever dream of so 
far asserting itself as to attempt the task of Government 
when in a minority. 

I say nothing of Mr. Asquith, .who, without waiting to 
h^r the King’s Speech, announced that he would not lift 
a finger to keep the present Government in power. I find but 
httle sigmficanco in this remark, which was just a flourish 
of bi-ayado, made under the eyes of Mr. Llotd George’s 
portiait at the National Liberal Club. Mr. Asquith knew 
well enough that his finger would never be ofSciallv 
invited to execute any such gesture. But I find great 
™ attitude of The Times in this connection. 

Ihe Times, so ably edited, that it nearly always reflects my 
own views, tells us that, while “ it is open to the Conservative 
Barty to avoid a decisive vote and to retain office upon 
sufferance a,t a price . . it would rain them for a genera- 
tion and discredit the public life of the country.” ("The 
itahcs are mine ; Mr. Lovat Pbasbe was writing elsewhere.) 

Now it IS almost ludicrously clear that any party that 
comes into power (if you can eaUit “power”) could only exist 
; y®* I don’t hear anybody saying that, if 
the Sociahst Pai-ty (or, in turn, the Liberal Party) attempted 
to govmm upon sufferance, such an attempt would “disci^it 

implication- 

namely that a certain course of action which might be good 
enough lor other parties would be discreditable in the cafe of 
i Government (“ Gomiptio optimi pessima”)— 

significant. Can you wonder that nothin/:^ 
but otii innate modesty prevents us from bursting with nride 
as we reflect on the higher standard of politmal honour 
which IS apparently demanded of us ? ^ 

K A- Asquith, in addressing his 

fu reminded them that they constituted 

the language of a man who adopts the via media because 
he believes in the principle of ‘^safety first.” On the con- 
trary, he frankly gloried in the fact that the Liberal Party 
controlled the balance; and he further indicated that, if 
they were wise, they would use their advantage for all it 
was worth. This is not the first time that a group has held 
the balance in a British Parliament. The Irish Nationalists 
held it not so very long ago. But I cannot remember that 
this was regarded at the time by the public, or even by those 
who held it, as a position wortli boasting very loudly about. 
The advantage of commanding the situation'in this way is 
that at any moment you can rig it to suit your own ends. 
But such an advantage makes it very difficult to maintain 
a reputation for incorruptibility. 

I hope I am incapable of imputing sinister motives to Mr, 
Asquith, though he seems prepared by one adjustment of 
the weights to J)ut the Socialist Party in power, and then by 
another adjustment of the weights to take its place. I only 
say that nobody so much as hints that tlie Conservative 
Party, whose weight happens to be far heavier, \voulci over 
consent to play the inglorious game of oscillating from side 
to side of the see-saw. This confidence wliicli the public 
reposes in our static qualities puts a great strain upon the 
modesty of my party. 

But what strains it almost to the breaking-point is the 
assumption that, if the Liberal Party eventually comes into 
office, it will be able to count upon our showing them the 
goodwill which they are determined not to exercise towards 
us. In other words, that they will rely upon our suppoi'b 
to maintain them on the very Bench from which they have 
first turned’ us out. _ There is, of course, good ground for 
such an assumption in the precedent of our action at the 
first moment of the outbreak of the Great War. And I 
have no doubt that, if we thought it would servo tlio coun- 
ty’s need, we should do it again. But that Mr. Asquith 
should credit us with patriotic motives which lie apparently 
repudiates for liis own party seems almo.st ton good to be 
true. 

In conclusion I return to what I said of the modesty 
that IS found with true greatness. I entertain no appre- 
hension that all tliese compliments paid to our integrity 
and stability, these tributes rendered unconsciously and by 
implication, will go to our heads and swell them. But, as 
we pass with quiet dignity into Opposition, wo may at least 
take some little pride in the thought of the high esteem in 
which we appear to be lield Iiy tlie other two parties whoso 
joint action will have kicked us out of office. 0. B. 

THE FURNITURE OF EDEN. 

aceommo- , 

'* ^ iiever,” said Anne as she read out the bit 

That IS printed in brackets above. 

To think I had always attributed it 

To my womanly wisdom and love 1 

^®'PPy together — now, haven’t we, dear? — 
ihougb we are overdrawn at the bank ; 

^ of my efforts, but now it is clear 

We have largely our cupboards to thank.” 

Yes, doubtless our cause of contentment is this,” 

I replied ; “ it accounts for the fact, 

blandly assumed our connubial bliss 

Was due to my patience and tact ; 

I was plainly a blind egotistical prig, 

And conceit my predominant sin ; 

For are not our cupboards sufficiently big 

To hide all our skeletons in ? ” 





THE BENEVOLENT DEBTOE. 



M. Poii^oAEii {distMng largesse to the LittU Entente and other ^ 

BOYS. NOW GO AND BUY YOUESELYES SOME SOLDIEES AND GUNS. 


material 




'SiMI / 
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THE HYPERCRITICS. 

An attendant -vvas selling copies of 
Treasure Island in the vestibule of the 
Strand Theatre, and for all I know there 
may have been many amongst the 
audience to whom the book of the words 
was unfamiliar. Two of them, however, 
and not the biggest, appeared to have 
swotted it up before. 

“What does he have such a white 
face as that for ? I say, he oughtn't to 
have such a white face as Billy 

Bones oughtn’t, ought he ? 

“Why not?” 

“'Cos it says he was a brown old 
seaman in the book.” 

“ But it said he had a blue nose, anv- 
way.” 

“ Still he ought to have a brown face 
all the same.” 

“Coo, you wouldn’t have a brown 
face if you sat drinking rum all dav.” 

“Yes, I vrould.” 

“No, you wouldn't. Mater, would 
Tubby have a brown face if he drank 
rum all day inside an inn ? ” 

‘ ‘ Hush, dears ! Don't chatter so much. 
Attend to the play.” 

But they were attending, you know. 
For a grown-up spectator with a some- 
what ha^y memory of the Hispaniola* s 


cruise there were, perhaps, other points 
of criticism and admiration. Seeing it 
now for the third time (from “ The Bar- 
parlour of The Admiral Benhoxo ” to 
“ Spy-glass Hill”), I still wondered why 
B arheeue thought it necessary, after each 
of his oily insincerities, to make a face 
behind the backs of those to whom they 
were spoken. Surely we all knew what 
manner of man Barbecue was. And I 
still wondered at the comic and chorus- 
like unterrifyingness of the greater part 

of the pirate crew Tom Morgan 

George Mcmj ? I don't think so. These 
men had never sailed in the Walrus 
with Flint. They had sailed under 
Captain Hook. If they had ever rolled 
with dirks in any scuppers, they had 
rolled there with Starkey and Smec : all 
possibly except Israel Hands. 

But chiefly I wondered again at the 
skill with which so many scenes and so 
many sentences of the actual book had 
been crowded into the swift passage of 
a three-hours’ play. The two scholars 
just behind me, however, were not in- 
terested in matters like these. They 
had other cares. It would have done 
their masters good, I am sure, to have 
heard them. ^ They reminded me of 
those high-spirited Germans who wran- 
gle so prodigiously in footnotes at the 


bottom of pages of Greek. Tlioy com- 
bined pedantry with gusto and a long 
memory with verve. They seldom ])oth 
stood up at once, but there was alw ays 
one on his feet, and he usually so 
manoeuvred as to interfere with the 
vision of the other, 

“ Got him ! That 's Bed ruth they 've 
killed.” 

“No, it isn’t, you fool; it's Joyce. 
Bedruth was killed before that. * As 
soon as ever they got into the stockade. 
'Cos don't you remember the Captain 
put a Union Jack over his body ? ” 
Joyce* s body, you mean.” 

“ Bedruth* Sj you owl.” 

“ No, it was Joyce** 

^ “ Look here, I 'll give you a pretty 
nifty hack on the shins unless you say 
it was Bedruth* s body.” 

“All right, Bedruth* s, then.” 

“ Tubby, you really must sit down.” 
But how can you expect amotherto ap- 
preciate the niceties of textual cinticism ? 

Tubby sat down, but Michael was 
almost instantly on his feet. (I tlnnk 
it was Michael at the font, but every- 
day usage seemed to have turned it 
into “ Bags.”) 

“ Ben G^nn didn't really come into 
the" round-house at all,” he announced. 
“ Ha stayed in the woods;” 
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Mother [to recalcitrant offspring). ‘-You wait tili. the ovekchueb stahts— I 
•won’t ’ARP box yOUJEl ears I ” ' 


‘ ‘ Course he didn’t come into the round- 
house.” This with some contempt. “Or 
Long John didn’t, either. They made- 
him sit outside in the sand. ’Cos be 
said, ‘ It ’s a main cold morning to be 
sure, Sir, to sit outside upon the sand.’ ” 
“And not anybody would give him a 
hand up. So he growled the foulest 
imprecations,” corroborated Bags. 
“Well, he’s done that, anyway.” 

“ Oh, look ! He spat.” 

“ He didn’t spit really.” 

“ Yes, he did ; I saw it come out of his 
mouth. Mater, he did spit really then, 
didn’t he? Tubby says he didn’t spit.” 

“ Hush, my dear, I ’m sure I don’t 
know.” 

“Well, anyway, he ought to have 
spat into the spring where the old kettle 
was, and he didn’t.” 

“ Never rnind, my dear ; I ’m sure 
he ’s doing it wonderfully.” 

“ Yes, but he ought to have spat in 
the spring all the same.” 

It would be a hard thing, I reflected, 
if all dramatic critics vrere as exigeant 
as this. I tried to picture the number 
of thumb-marks that there must be on 
the copy at homo. 

“Tubby, if you don’t sit down I’ll 
tip you the Black Spot. Mater, I’ve 
thought o£ a riddle:’ Why is Tubby like 
Treasure Island ? Because he ’s shaped 
like a fat dragon standing up.” 

“Now, Tubby, if you don’t sit down 
at once I shall be seriously annoyed.” 

“ Is that a recti man’s skeleton. 
Mater?” 

“Yes, my dear, I expect so.” 

“Coo, it can’t be AUardyce's skeleton. 
He was a much taller man than that.” 

“That ought to be a creeper over 
liiin,* not a fern.” 

“The birds had eaten bits of him, 
anyway.” 

“They couldn’t eat his bones, could 
they, Mater ? ” 

“No,mydear,of course they couldn’t.” 
Beverish excitement caused a few 
moments’ hush. But in the last scene 
‘ the spirit of criticism broke loose once 
more, 

“ Coo, look at the treasure. It ’s all 
coffee-pots and cups.” 

“ I don’t see any bars of gold,” chimed 
in the other purist. And then lus mind 
seemed to hark back, 

“ Mater, when Long John threw his 
crutch at Tom and then stabbed him, 
did ho have a knife with a spring in it, 
d’you think, or did he put it through 

• part of his clothes ? ” 

“ He oughtn’t to have dragged him 
back really at all after he hit, him with 
the crutch,” observed the inexorable 
Tubby. “ He ought to have jumped on 
the top of him and buried his knife in 

• him— twice, up to the liilt.” ; 

I rather hoped tliat Tubby s Christ- 


mas present had been an engine, or 
something fairly peaceable like that. 

“ Mater, was that really the parrot 
talking every time, or did somebody 
talk for it? . . . Captain Smollett 
didn’t bleed W2(c/i, Mater, did he? ... I 
say, De Livesey didn’t get much blood 
out of Billy Bones, did he ? ” 

“ Is that all ? ” exclaimed Bags in 
bitter disappointment as the curtain feU. 

“ Shan’t we see them sailing home ? ” 

“ Jolly good show all same,” rejoined 
Tubby with a tolerant air. 

Mr, Abthxjb Boxjeohier, I am given 
to understand, is apt to be a little restive | 
under criticism, and these were hypei- 
critics, in a manner of speaking, as you 
might say. Yet I think it possible that 
he would have found it in his heart to 
forgive them. Evob. 


Sad Effects of Hogmanay Nicht. | 

“It used to be said that on New Year’s Eve, 
Scotland was drunk to a man, and that it 
spent tho next day’s holiday otfji 'sossooxo 
SfjT SurdoDis lu^'—Fromncial Paper. 

“Woman of Six Reigns.” 

t Ileaclline in Daily Paper. 

There is no limit to the precocity of 
some of our modern infants. 

“A furnished bedroom, with every convciii- 
ence, ’phone; ’bus passes door, also break- 
fast. in Daily Paper. 

We hate it when our breakfast passes 
the door. 

“ Ho did so— wondering wbat was coming. 
Another fine instalment will appear to-mor- 
P---Feuilleton in Daily Paper, 

But surely he might have guessed that 
much. 
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A LESSON IN SPELLING. 

“Ml\ Percy Peetob/’ says my hostess; and I wince, for 
I know w’hat is passing in your mind. You visualise me 
as Percy Peach, and it seems too good to be true. You 
picture me on the music-hall stage. You invent nicknames 
for me. In short, you are amused. But your mirth is a 
dagger in my side. I bear the name of Peetcb, but as a 
Christian beais his cross. It has a good English history, 
and I resent the fact that persons whose sense of humour 
seems the only sense they have should smile incredulously 
when 1 am introduced. 

One young thing, when our hostess said our names, even 
^vent so far as to murmur in a throaty contralto (aside, but 
overheard by me), “The Dorling! I treated her distantly. 
I am not a doll or a dog. People simply will not realise 
that I am no more Peach than I am plum or apple. 

Peetch, as people say, is a song and dance by itself, but 
the combination of Peetch with Percy is more than a man 
should be asked to bear. ^ Sheer gratuituous imbecility must 
have possessed my parents when they named me. Perhaps 
they hajd just won a £10,000 Competition in which Percy 
was adjudged the most popular name. Perhaps it was the 
name of a racehorse or a dancer or a dress-designer of the 
day. I ought to be grateful it isn’t Wambli. 

Anything might have led to this piece of espieglerie, but 
I think myself they did a dark deed with a pin and their 
eyes shut. You know the rite. That is my explanation 
of the jocund alliteration that became my name. 

At my prep, school, of course, where intelligence was not 
of a high order, I suffered from the pleasantries of un- 
developed minds, and even later, when my associates had 
advanced in culture, such nicknames as “Blossom” and 
“ Clingstone” were forced upon me. 

With all this joyless experience behind me, I am naturally 
sensitive as to the exact spelling of my name. But this 
fastidiousness of mine wakes, I find, no answering chord in 
others. Persons who would blush to mis-spell any word in 
common rise simply lose all shame when it comes to the 
name of a human being. All sorts of variations look up at 
me from the envelopes of my morning post— Peach, Peche, 
Petch, Peatch, Pietch. 

But I am not a Peetch for nothing. Was not my great- 
uncle Jarvis Peetch in the Diplomatic service? Was not 
my father an estate-agent ? And I think I may with all 
mc^esty say that I myself know a hawk from a bandsaw. 

Let me tell you of a scheme I have developed by which 
persons who take a careless view of nomenclature may 
be galvanised into attention and even respect. My 
medical map, Dr. Sharp, is one of these. We have been 
acqtamted for almost eight years on and off, and up to a 
week ago he had tried every means that the science of 
combinations and permutations afforded him of mis- 
spelling my name. 

I made from time to time delicate and playful remon- 
stC^a'nces, but, finding him sunk in apathy, I realised it was 
no good trying to cut blocks with a razor, and I resorted 
to a method which m its effect only goes to show what an 
absolute egoist the man is. 

AMwering his last letter, I began innocently, “Dear 

£g, ''Smi! pLtS.” “ 

again j have still a shot in my locker. I 
don b think he would like two little dots on the a ” ^ 

Our Cynical Schoolboys. 

^ From an examination-paper : 

“ When Henry VIII. married Catherine of Araffoh he had 
a compensation from the Pope.” ^lagon ne Had obtained 

WAYFARERS. 

lY. — The Pedlar. 

To comfits and pomanders 

A maiden may say nay ; 

Prom buckles and from buttons 

A lad may turn away ; 

For little pins and little kni\'es 

Nor he, nor she may sigh ; 

But when I show them ribbons, my fluttering dangling 
ribbons, my many-coloured ribbons, 

Then maid and lad will buy. 

I toss my ribbons gaily, 

I make them fly and float ; 

A knot of cherry-colour 

Becomes a hodden coat ; 

If new, then it looks newer still, 

If old, then it looks new, 

Decked with my silken love-knots, my broad or narrow 
love-knots, my cherry-coloured lov’e-knots, 

Or lily-w'iiite or blue. 

My pack is sometimes iieavy 

And Imrd upon my back, 

But all the folk come running 

When I unfold iny pack ; 

The very geese and hens come out 

To see what maj' be seen 

When I set forth my trinkets, my beads and gauds and 
trinkets, my brass and pewter trinkets 

Upon the village green. 

I plod about the country 

To wake and feast and fair ; 

Ijast week I was at Eton ; 

Would that tins %veek I wei’e ! 

For many pence the people spent 

Upon my tinkling toys, 

And whipping-tops and ginger,’ comfits ami plums and 
ginger — yea, much hob tingling ginger 

I sold Kino Henry’s boys. 

I know this Isle of England 

As books the scholars know ; 

For good St. Audrey’s feast-day 

To Ely soon I go ; 

Then from the fens I will betake 

Myself unto the weald, 

Where I shall sell my trifles, my pretty foolish trifles, inv' 
chinking wdnking trifles, 

From Hythe to Rotherfield. 

I know this Isle of England 

As a monk his cloister knows, 

Ay, eveiy happy river 

That in our England flows ; 

From Severn unto reedy Ouse, 

From Kibble unto Stour, 

Have I not walked beside them, stumbled and sung beside 
them, and dreamed and drowsed beside themi 

Through many a golden hour ? 

Now in the jocund Spring-time, 

When waketh bud and bell, 

This Isle is like a pedlar 

With brave new^ wares to sell : 

With little birds, and daisy-beads, 

And blossom rosy-pearled, 

Its pack is full of wonders, 0 fluttering shining wonders, 
winged and warbling wonders, 

The sweetest i’ the world! D. M. S. 
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‘ Don’t go too near the Polar bears, darling ; you know you ’vb already got a cold/ 


A LITBEAL LAPSE. 

Thebe is something uncanny in the 
fascination which a dictionary holds. 
You take the book down from the shelf, 
intending to refer to one word and one 
word only, a peculiarly obscure word 
with which some ill-bred pedantic fel- 
low has puzzled you. 

It is, you would say, the work of a 
moment. It is not worth while sitting 
down with the book. You turn the 
pages as you stand beside the shelf. 
You find your word. As you expected, 
it is most unsuited to the sense in which 
it has been employed. If it had been 
used properly you would have recog- 
nised it. It is of Greek derivation, and 
you were rather a lad at Greek some 
years ago. 

You are about to close the book when 
another word attracts your eye, a dis- 
tinguished noble-sounding word, a word 
of many letters, perhapsj which may 
be of great value to you if you are paid 
by the line, as I am. 

. Next, an illustration catches your eye. 
(Beware, reader, of those harsh, soulless 
modern dictionaries which haye no illus- 
trations at all. They are a deplorable 
sign of the decadence of our time. Bor 
myself I .will have none of them ; ,and 
if ever I mistake on sight an acorn for 
a yawl, or a hippopotamus for a beef- 


eater, the shame and blame of it will 
rest on no head but my own.) 

And so it goes on ; and you turn from 
page to page aimlessly, until you have 
wasted half-an-hour and forgotten the 
meaning of the word which you first 
looked up. 

The reader must forgive this ponder- 
ous method of approaching a slender 
tale, for I am paid, as I have mentioned, 
by the line. (And hope, moreover, to 
be paid even for those lines in .which I 
have explained the system on which I 
am paid.) 

It was then, wliile I was under the 
spell of a dictionary, that I made the 
discovery which forms the kernel of this 
anecdote. The discovery was, in short, 
that the phrase “plain sailing” is, ac- 
cording to my lexicon, not “plain sail- 
ing” at all, but “plane saiUng,” and 
refers to a custom amongst mariners 
(and doubtless a praiseworthy one) of 
“determining a ship’s position in her 
course on the supposition that she is 
moving on a plane.” 

The detection of so much subtlety in 
so honest-seeming a phrase provided 
me with the germ of a Great Idea. You 
must know that Cynthia and her people 
have thought fit from time to time to 
twit me on the inaccuracy of my spell- 
ing. Needless to say there is no founda- 
tion in fact for their aspersion. It may 


truly be that now and then I place 
an “i” before an “e” or an “e ” before 
an “i,”.in defiance of orthodox practice, 
but to make such an occasional lapse 
the basis of a general charge is mani- 
festly absurd. 

Now Cynthia and all her house are 
wofuUy ignorant on nautical questions, 
and I saw in this phrase a heaven-sent 
opportunity to lay a cunning trap for 
them. At once, although it was nearly 
I midnight, I sat down and wrote a , letter 
: to her, into which I introduced the ex- 
pression “plane sailing” with consider- 
able ingenuity. 

The plan worked perfectly. When 
next I visited them they attacked me 
in a body. My last letter, they said, 
had contained a puerile mistake in 
spelling. I denied it with an air of 
dignity and quiet assurance. Cynthia 
offered to bet me an even five shillings 
on the point. I was magnanimous and 
said ! would give her five shillings to'a 
penny. . 

The letter was produced. 

:;c if. * ' * 

Bive shillings is not a great sum, but 
my ancestors came long ago (before, the 
War) from the land beyond the Tweed, 
and the memory of that letter rankles. 
Bor Cynthia was right. I had made a 
puerile mistake in spelling. I had, in 
fact, "Written “ plane saling.” 
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BA-NA-NA. 

Among all the objects of interest 
■vYhich have come to light in the course 
of the recent discoveries in Egypt, none 
assuredly will have greater attraction 
for the lay mind than the complete set 
of pieces for playing the game of Ba- 
na-na found in King Tut-ankh-Asien’s 
tomb. It was long Imown that the game 
in question was a favourite pastime 
among the Kings of the Nineteenth 
Dynasty ; and there seems to be no solid 
ground for Professor Space's scepti- 
cism as to the truth of Herodotus’s 
well-known statement that it was the 
most expensive game of all those which 
he knew. 

The Father of History, however, tells 
us that, although he has learnt the rules, 
he willingly forgets 
them. More fortunate 
than our ancestors, we 
are now in possession 
not only of a complete 
outfit for the game, but 
also of a set of Eules, 
which (by a miraculous 
piece of good luck) has 
come down to us almost 
intact. These rules 
were inscribed in minute 
hieroglyphics on panels 
of wood encrusted with 
gold; and the import- 
ance of the discovery 
will be appreciated 
when we say that a full 
translation of them, 
from the scholarly pen 
of Professor Graslibore 
(authorized by the Com- 
mittee of the Portland 
Club), occupies no fewer 

than four hundred pages 

in the stoutly-bound volume which lies 
before us. The illustrations are to be 
published separately, we learn, as a 
supplement. 

Through the courtesy of Mr. Silas C. 
Stiefelbeiner, of Boston, Mass., we are in 
a position to give here a short abstract of 
the principles I'egulating the conduct of 
this ingenious and interesting pastime. 
The pieces, no fewer than fifty-two in 
number, are cut in the shape of oblate 
spheroids or cubes. The cubes are divided 
into four ‘^cataracts” (or suits, as we 
should call them) : the Eed, the White, 
the Blue and the Blue-Green. Each cata- 
ract contains thirteen cubes, named after 
deities and sacred animals ; to be pre- 
cise — Thoth, Isis, Annbis, the cat, the 
crocodile, the ape, the serpent, the 
goose, the ibis, the bull, the rat, the 
hyena and the A-a. There is some 
doubt about the translation of this 
word. Professor Qrashhore 
fe^nslates '' the Sun ” or ^ ^ the Sun-spot 


but Mr. Stiefelbeiner prefers the inter- 
pretation “ One Spot.” This completes 
the outfit, apart from the 2,012 differ- 
ently-carved counters without which it 
is impossible to score. 

The preliminaries of the game are as 
follows. The player whose birthday 
falls nearest to the summer solstice is 
chosen to be the “Mummy.” He is 
forthwith carefully wrapped up in fine 
bandages, which enshroud his entire 
person. The other players, three or 
more in number, now build all the cubes 
(or spheroids) into a pyramid, the 
Mummy meanwhile standing with his 
back to them and his face to the sun. 
When the pyramid is complete the 
Mummy selects one cube at random, 
which he puts aside. He is then un- 
rolled, and the game proceeds. The 



Lady in background , “I i>unno ’ow she 'as the ^eart to GO puttin^ op 

NEW ’ATS ON ’eR ’eAD WHEN SHE OUGHT TO BE PUTTIN’ OP ’EM ON *EB 

child’s feet.” 


object of these preliminaries is to secure 
that no player shall become aware of 
the value of the cube in question, 
whether accidentally or by design. 

The player to the west-north- west of 
the Mummy now takes the cube on the 
left of the gap made by the Mummy’s 
choice. He is followed in turn by the 
fellow on his west -north -west- by - 
west, and so on all round the company, 
until the pyramid falls, as it commonly 
does before long. They now say to- 
gether, “ The river has risen,” and the 
remaining pieces are divided equally 
among the players. 

^ Each player proceeds to build up his 
pieces into the form of a tomb, with the 
characters facing himself. It is now 
the turn of the player sitting south of 
the Mummy. He looks carefully at his 
cubes, and, should he notice that he has 
two cubes whose characters are the 
same (for example, two Thoths, two 
cats or two A-a*s), he throws them* 


over his left shoulder, saying as he does 
so, “Hoo-Ea,” which means, “ These 
cubes are identical in cliaracter, and I 
do not intend to play with them any 
longer.” Care should be exercised to 
collect all the ]Dieces so thrown aside 
when the game is over. 

All the players in rotation imitate 
his example ; and the game properly so 
called now commences. 

The first player is blindfolded, and 
selects a cube from among those in 
the possession of the Mummy : should 
it prove to be of the same character as 
one of those he has already, ho throws 
both over his shoulder as before. The 
player on his south now blindfolds him- 
self, and chooses from among the first 
player’s stock, and so on all round the 
company. 

It will be seen that 
the store in front of each 
player thus gradually 
diminishes. When a 
player’s tomb has en- 
tirely disappeared, he 
bows to the Mummy 
witli the appropriate 
phrase, “Aimowt,” 
which may be trans- 
lated, 1 am alive, and 
my tomb shall not bury 
me.” 

At the (3nd one player 
is left with a single un- 
matched cube. As ho 
displays it the other 
players point at him 
and say in chorus, “Bo’' 
(which means “ Old 
Sphinx Professor 
Cra.shbore is no doubt 
right in assuming that 
the person to whom 
this happens was orig- 
inally offered up as a sacrifice to the 
god Thotli; but the custom of the Nine- 
teenth Dynasty, which is a fort tori xxxow 
likely to commend itself to the humane 
tastes of the present age, was to smear 
the face of the “ Old Sphinx ” with soot. 
Prom the “Advice to Players” given 
at the end of tlie Eules it is clear tlmt 
if an unmarried woman occupied tiie 
position of the “Old Splnnx” it was 
considered fatal to her matrimonial 
prospects. 

The Eules seem to assume that the 
unmatched cube left over at the end 
will necessarily be of the same character 
with the cube originallj- selected l)y tlie 
Mummy. It is easy to apply the ques- 
tion-beg^ng name of “superstition” to 
such beliefs, but the present writer has 
found the principle come true in a 
remarkable number of instances. 

We have no time to explain the in- 
gewus system by which the scoring is , 
conducted ; in outline it is enough to 
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“What do you say to one of my old suits?” 


“Well, Sm, ie it’s quiet— somethino in a nice obey. 


say that each player puts as many 
‘'boats” (counters) into the "lake” as 
he likes, and all these are made over at 
the end of the game to the player who I 
has first been in a position to make the | 
" Aimowt ” declaration. ^ i 

The reader must not run away with 
the impression that, because he has 
mastered this simple exposition of the 
game, he is therefore a qualified Ba na na 
player. The rules look simple, but it 
is on record that an Egyptian priest 
regarded himself as still a novice when 
he had devoted forty years to the game. 

It is an awe-inspiring thought that the 
predecessors of the Pharaohs found re- 
creation in a pursuit which, after the 
lapse of centuries, has still its appeal to 
the feverish modernity of the Western 
mind. 

“Capital Display by Hull and 
East Riding.” 

Sjiadline in Daily Pamper, 

Mr. Eamsay Magdokald will know how 
to deal with this ostentation. 


From a report of a speech about 
women M.P.’s : — 

“The ideal of comradeship and partnership- 
in married life must inspire them in their 
relationships with men members of the 
Commons .” — Provvncial Paper » 

And 1924 is leap year, too. 


THE ENGLISHMAN. 

(A very Patriotic Song, for use in Grand 
Opera — or in the hath) 

Am: Here's a health unto His Majesty'' 
When Barth in Eden did awake 
And Man was made and mated 
The earliest men, by some mistake, 
Were foreigners all created ; 

And in this fix the world began. 

Till Heaven conceived a nobler plan 
And there was bom an Englishman — 
With a fa, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la ! 

Still half the sphere in darkness sat, 
But Britons weijt and found it ; 

The heathen swore the Earth was flat — 
We flung the flag all round it ; 

And if the sea, with stealthy care, 
Threw up an island anywhere 
An Englishman was always there — 
With a fa, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la ! 

Then round the globe we looked, and lo ! 

The foreigners did not shave. Sir, 
Nor did we shrink from saying so 
In accents bold and brave, Sir ; 

We pointed out from day to day 
What we should do if we were they — 
We made them love us in this way 
With a fa, la, la, fa, la, lafla, la, la, la, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la 1 


And I am tempted, I confess, 

To self-e‘ongi*atulation 
When I reflect that I possess 
The virtues of my nation, 

And drily let my neighbours see 
How different their lives might be 
If they would but be ruled by me — 
With a fa, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la I 

The simple mind and manly air, 

Not Brains so much as Breeding, 
With joie de vivre and savoir faire, , . 

Are constantly succeeding ; 

Not men of words, we live to do, 

Nor speak till we are spoken to, 

Then answer " Cock-a-doodle-doo I ” — 
With a fa, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la ! 

Alas, for all our kindly pain, 

The world ‘is sick and sore, Sir, 

And Erenchmen mulishly remain 
As foreign as before. Sir. 

Thus ends the tale as it iDegan ; 
Conceive the difference, if you can. 

Had Adam been an Englishman— 
With a fa, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
With a fa,' la, la, la, la, la, la ! 

A. P. H. 

Commercial Candour. 

“A poignant new story of a poor girTs life, 
with all the appalling qualities of (5tJi ed.)-" 
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Old Dame (in answer to reqticst for contrMion to mission). “Well, »ere *s sexpekce. Miss. I always says I 

LESS I’M OBEKJED, AND THEN I DOES IT WITH A WILLIN’ ’EART.” J-ViibS. i AL'^^AYS SAYS i hh\hl 


NEW ENDINGS TO OLD TALES. 

IV, — Tee Thirteenth Labour of 
Heraoles. 

The labours of Heracles were nearly 
at an end* Histask-master, Eurysfcheus, 
King of Argos, sat with his queen on the 
roof of 'his palace, looking south across 
the plain. They sat on silken cushions 
and were fanned by Nubian slaves. 
It would have been pleasant on the 
palace roof in the drowsy hush of noon- 
tide, thought Burystheus, if it had not 
been for (1) the clamour of the animals 
confined in the new Zoological Gardens, 
and (2) the Queen’s apparently inex- 
haustible flow of conversation. 

“ If you ask me ” 

“I don’t,” interjected the monarch. 

“You don’t, and that is. why you go 
on making one mistake after another. 
The thing has been mismanaged by you 
frorn the first. What have we got out 
of^ his labours ? A scratch collection of 
wild animals that would be a disgrace 
: to a third-rate travelling circus. No 
one will pay six obols to see an aged 
and highly odoriferous goat, a wild boar 
and a.lot of mares; and they are fright- 
fully expensive to maintain. Can’t you 
feed them on something cheaper than 
human flesh ? “ ' ^ 

S ^ Burystheus shook his head. “ We 
did try, but they won’t touch anything 
else. It s what they ’re used to. And 
the B.S.P.O.A. warned me that if they 


weren’t in good condition when their 
inspector came round they would have 
to prosecute.” 

“ I did hope that when he set sail for 
the Hesperides we had seen the last of 
him,” said'the Queen, 

The King sighed. “ I ’ve just had a 
protest from the Association of Bruit 
Growers complaining that he has started 
a regular .import trade of apples from 
the Hesperides and spoilt the market 
for the home-grown fruit. They want 
me to do something about it.” 

“ I told you so 1 ” said the Queen. 
“ Then, again, fancy fitting out an ex- 
pedition to fetch the girdle of Penthe- 
silea. Of all the useless rubbish I It 
came on to rain yesterday and I shel- 
tered in the museum and saw it there 
in a glass-case. A wisp of a thing. 
If that is a fair specimen of her ward- 
robe she must be the worst-dressed 
woman in Asia Minor.” 

^“Well, it’s nearly over,” said the 
King. “ He ’s just finished his twelfth 
' job. I think 1 hear him coming now.” 

The King turned rather pale. °‘He-^ 
he s so breezy,’' he murmured. 

The palace shook slightly as the hero 
mounted the stairs. His size was dis- 
concerting, but he appeared unaware of 
the effect he produced. He was in the 
best of tempers. . 

“I’ve brought him along,” he said 
beaming. “He ’s quite gentle, really! 
Only if he sniffs at your hand don’t 


■ move it -away quickly. See? Same 
I with the calf of your leg. He means no 
harm, but — I.’m awfully sorry — I’m 
' afraid you ’ll have to get another hall- 
porter. 1 suppose it Yvas the hall-porlor. 
Chap who opened the door to us. I 
didn’t get time to look at him much. 
You see, he jumped ” 

The Queen turned to her husband. 
“Perhaps you can tell me what he 
means,” she said coldly. 

Burystheus quailed. “ I-— I asked him 
to bring up Cerberus from Hades,” he 
faltered. 

As Heracles entered, the Queen rose 
to her feet. “Eeally,” she said, “ words 
fail me I ” She walked away so quickly 
that the little Nubian boys following 
and waving their fans had to break into 
a trot. The King looked after her. 
Then he turned to Heracles. 

“Thisshallbeyourthirteenthlabour,” 
he said. “ See that words do fail her — 
permanently, as far as I am concerned. 
Bemove her to Hades, or the Hesperides 
— anywhere.” 

“ Too bad,” replied Heracles sym- 
I pathetically, “But we arranged for 
twelve, and the Heroes’ Union doesn’t 
allow us to work overtime. You must 
carry on as best you can without me, 
old bean. Are you coming down to see 
^e tike ? ^ B[e '11 be quite good for a bit. 
He was licking his six chops when I 
left him.” 

“No,” said Burystheus — “ no I Take 
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.'him away. At once.” The hero de- 
parted. 

“The Queen was right,” reflected 
Eurystheus ; “ I ought to have put him 
to something really useful.” He sank 
down among his cushions. The re- 
maining slaves went on fanning. 

Eootsteps were heard without. It was 
the Queen coming back. 

“ And now it*s too late,” said the 
monarch. =============== 

A PROPHET UNVEILED. 

{With achiotvledgments to “ The Mmi- 

ing Post'' and ''The Sjpectator" on 

Signor Mxjssolini.) 

At last I was face to face with the 
Dictator — ^the Dong of Luminaria, and 
my misgivings vanished in the twink- 
ling of an eye. I had, it must be owned, 
two advantages. I saw him alone, and 
I speak the language with a fluency bom 
of an early cruise in the Carpathians. 
Contact with a human volcano may be 
dangerous, but it is also stimulating. 
His manner, which may be described as 
one of perfect but explosive courtesy, 
set me at once at my ease. Moreover 
the Dong is a humourist. His eyes pierce 
like super-gimlets, but they twinkle all 
the time. His laughter is genial, Gar- 
) gantuan, even Goliardic. . . . 

The opening exchanges of our inter- 
j view were of necessity concerned with 
; matters of cosmic interest, the theories 
of Einstein and the sculpture of Ep- 
stein, gradually narrowing down 
through inirernational to English home 
politics and the prospects of the Labour 
' Party, Here he subjected me to a verit- 
able fusillade of questions. Was Jack 
Jones likely to be Foreign Minister? 

. Did the Countess of Warwick belong 
to the Ogpu ? Would the Kino intro- 
duce a capital Lev^e at Court ? I 
thought not and hazarded a negative. 
Was it true that the Duchess of Atholl 
' played the pianoforte better than the 
Earl of Balfour ? Here I was able 
to assure him that it was so, and he at 
once sensed my answer as of paramount 

• importance to the ultimate adjustment 
of the Party system. 

As he warmed to his subject the like- 
ness to Napoleon became every moment 

• more striking. The head, the height and 
the squareness of him were identical. 
But the eyes and the lambent luminosity 
of his nose were all his own. 

At the time of parting, the element 
of fluorescent jocularity died down; 

' he was once more the grave but iin- . 
wearied Titan, the powerful but pellucid . 
potentate who stands for the spiritual 
I revolt of Luminaria against the corrupt 
L systems of an effete civilisation. ” 

[ As I reverently bowed my way back- 
wards across the fantastically huge 
apartment it was with a sense of elation 
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“Is YOUR NEW GIRL A G003> COOK?” 

“Well, yes and no, ip you can understand. She goes to church every 
Sunday, but she always spoils the dinner.” 


as rare as it was exhilarating. For I had 
brought laughter into the awful isolation 
of the life of a lonely despot ; I had told 
him the age of Margot, the golf handicap 
of Mr. Bamsay Macdonald, the name of 
the maker of Mr. Baldwin’s pipes and 
the style of Lady Astor’s last hat. 

Jolly German New Year. 

Pre-War QoAety. 

RUSH- for £4: UPPERS.” 

Daily Pajper, 

While we, the victors (save the mark !), 
have to walk about on ours. 


More Commercial Candour* 

From a bookseller’s catalogue : — 
“Farini (Luigi 0.) The Roman State from 
1815 to 1850, translated from the Italian by 
the Rt. Hon. W. E. Gladstone. 4 vols., 8vo, 
cloth {rather 

“Labor may be the next strongest -party in 
the House of Commons, but such a wide gap 
seems to separate them from the Liberals, the 
next on the list, that there is little chance of 
any reproachment' being arrived at between 
them .” — Canadian Popper, 

We thought a little reproaching had 
already occurred between them. 




WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNC. 

I, — ^Beownib. 

In a corner of the bedroom is a great big curtain, 
Someone lives behind it, but I don’t know who ; 

I think it is a Brownie, but I ’m not quite certain. 
(Nanny isn’t 'certain too.) 

I looked behindihe curtain, but he went so quickly— 
Brownies never wait to say, “ How do you do ? ’’ 
They wriggle off at once because they ’re all so tickly. 
(Nanny says they ’re tickly too.) 

IL— In THE Fashion. 

A liioN has a tail and a very fine tail, 

.Ajid so has an elephant, and so has a whale, 

. And so a, crocodile, and so has a quail 

They ’ve all got taiW but me. 

If I had sixpence, I would buy one ; 

I to the shopman, Let me try one ; ” 

I d say to the elephant, “ This is' my one.”* 
i They ’d all come round to see. 

Tlren I ’d say to the lion, Why, you\^e got a tail I 

Wtl'® nm® so lias the whale 1 

And lo^ ! There s a croco^e. Ee ’s got a tail! 

yo 2 i ‘V6 ctll got tails liho mo I ” 

III. — ^Befoee Tea. 

Emmeline 
Has not been seen 

For more than a 'week. She slipped between 


The tw^o tall trees at the end of the green. 

They all went after lier. ^^Emmelhie ! ” 

“ Emmeline, 

I didn’t mean 

* I only said that your hands weren’t clean.” 

They went to the trees at the end of the green . . . 
But Emmeline 
Was not to be seen. 

Emmeline 

Came slipping between 

The two tall trees at tlie end of the green. 

They all ran up to her. “ Emmeline 1 
Where have you been ? 

Where have you ^en ? 

, ■ yby. it’s more than a week!” And Emmeline 
Said, “ Sillies, I went and saw the Queen. 

She says my hands are p^irfiokly clean.” A. A. M. 

Litepry authorities teU us tliat English prose, to he really 
appreciated,. must be read aloud. Tiy the following and 
you will know : — ® 

Except that his hearing is slightly impaired, he eniovs ffoad ' 

shaves papers without the use of speot&oles.^^Sunday^ Paper. * 

strange exercise with 
tiw^'W'iiiskers from jokes that were 
ancient even in his boyhood. 
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ONE OF THE ONLY WAYS. 


Mit. Asquith (introdudiig Mr. Bai^bw^ to the scaffold). “ALLOW ME. (isicZe) THIS IS A PAE, EAE 
MOEE DELICATE SITUATION THAN I HAVE BVEE POUND MYSBLP IN. 
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BOLSHEVISTS AT PLAY. 



Lady Tramp (to Gentleman Companion). “Beer’s weak kow, ain’t it? 

G&nileynan Gonypanion. “Yus; it’s not wot it was afore the War. ier 
can’t get the same mileage out of a pint nowadays.” 


On the notice-board of the London 
offices of the Soviet trade organisation 
there is an announcement which must 
mean much to the forlorn Russian 
Bolshevist in exile. It states quite 
simply that “ comrades desiring to join 
the Chess Circle should communicate 
with Comrade .** 

Picture the effect of this joyous 
message upon the stranger comrade in 
this strange reactionary land. Bomb- 
less, soured by contact with a gross 
lethargic population which declines to 
share his soaring hopes and dreams, 
directed and protected in an intolerable 
way by big capitalistic policemen, at 
last he finds a touch of home. He has 
his Chess Circle to bring back memories 
of a brighter land. 

Not enough consideration has been 
devoted in our Press to this question of 
the influence of intellectual exercise on 
the comrade as demonstrated in Soviet 
Russia. Life, after all, as they appre- 
ciate over there, cannot bo one steady 
round of massacres; there must be 
recreation. All murder and no chess 
makes Little Brother Alexandrowsky 
a very dull fellow indeed. 

During working hours by all means 
let the mind of the comrade be devoted 
singly to the furtherance of the Cause; 
but when the shades of evening have 
fallen, when the pogrom is over and the 
last bomb has been thrown, then, I say, 
let comrade with arm linked in com- 
i rade’s arm repair to some snug retreat 
to contemplate noiselessly and in com- 
fort the austere beauty of a Ruy Lopez 
gambit. 

There are, of course, in Russia doc- 
trinaire comrades who do not hold with 
such spiritual relaxation. They take 
their stand by the immortal words of 
Comrade Blastovitch : “ If the cause 
is to emerge triumphant there is no 
time at which a bomb should nob be 
thrown ; there is no place in which a 
bomb should nob be thrown ; there is no 
person at whom a bomb should not be | 
thrown/’ 

But we live in an imperfect world. 
Too often we find that a conception, 
just and beneficial in the abstract, is in 
practice attended by inconvenience. So 
it is with the tenets of Blastovitch, In 
principle, of course, they are sound, 
but we must remember that the per- 
fect ideal of Universal Explosion is still 
before us, and the time is not yet. 

The comrade who, adhering pedant- 
ically to the letter of the creed, gives 
himself no rest, but blows up enemies 
for hatred’s sake, strangers in sheer 
indifference, and friends for practice, 
will surely find himself in time the 
object of concealed aversion. 


He will remark that his invitations 
to dinner are nob accepted, that the 
presents which he sends through the 
post are buried unopened. Day by day 
he will experience more difficulty in 
getting within bomb’s-throw of people. 
Almost imperceptibly a wall of pre- 
judice will rise up around him which 
will confine his ambitions and obstruct 
his activities on behalf of the Cause. 

No, I hold that there is a time and. 
place for everything and that it is rneet 
and proper that, his day’s assassina- 
tion done, the tired comrade should; 
divert himself in some humane, un- 
explosive, intellectual manner, and so 
prepare himself for the morrow’s work. 

One further consideration occurs^ to 
me in connection with this question 
of chess for Soviet comrades. I do 
most earnestly trust, in case the shade 


of Kaeu Marx is hovering near, that 
the Sports Committee of the Third 
International has thoroughly revised 
the terminology of the game. 

Kings, queens, knights, bishops — 
what could a class-conscious; unsuper- 
stitious proletarian have to do with 
such as these ? 

But no doubt this objection has been 
overcome by those in authority, so that 
the scrupulous comrade may move with- 
out qualm his Chief -Eemale- Com- 
missar-by-the- WilL-of-the - People and 
all the rest of his set of Soviet chess- 
men. ' ■■ 

The New Sabbatarianism. 

“ Sunday suggests a shampoo, but only once 
every fortnight or three weeks. The odd Sun- 
days can he spent in trying new hairdressing 
styles, increasing your skill in powdering, or 
in other directions.” — Woman* s Paper, 
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If F H. (to n&io :prop'ieior of land m the Eun ). 

COMB iHAT-my?” ^ ^ OBJBcnoH. s'BONa. AS v oo po:t’x bisitob Are BABsra ^_ ~r========== 


fHE UNPLAYABLE BALL. Qj 

i “ Next Sunday,” said Grant, “ I tell an 
YOU what we ’ll do. We will make a dc 
Suv early start, I ’ll call lor you in Ir 
1 the car at half -past eight, and we 11 be s 
on the first tee by 9.30. It’s the only b’ 
1 way to get a decent day s golf, with p. 
plenty of time for lunch and a clear o 
course morning and afternoon. ■ , 

I assented. I am. not fond of early o 
rising on January Sundays, but the d 
problem of golf-course congestion is one t 
that calls for drastic measures, and i i 
1 knew that Grant was right. So we - 
carried out his plan. , „ . 

Sunday has come ; it is Sunday | 
Our day’s golf is over. We arrived at 

theGolfClubathalf-pastnine; we have 
bad the whole course to ourselves morn- 
ing and afternoon, and we are going to 
have the whole club-house entirely to 
ourselves for tea. For lunch we had 
hours and hours and hours ; and since 
lunch we have bad time to read aU the 
Sunday papers, to agree upon a fiscal | 
policy, to settle Europe, abolish unem- 
ployment, impeach a couple m Peers— 
and it is only three o'clock. Grant has 
fallen into a heavy sleep, and I ain left 
. with nothing to do. I propose there- 
fore to describe our game. 


In the ordinary way a gamo between 
Grant and me is not worth descrihin„, e 
and I should not ask to be allowed to th 
do so ; but to-day it has been different. 

In the first place it was a very, veiy tl 
short game, and secondly it was marked tl 
by an incident which involves a princi- ct 
pie about which I should like an outside n 

°^At the first hole, which at tl'is *i”Qe fc 
of year can be reached by a good full b 
: drive. Grant hit wbat sounded like a b 
, beauty; but of course no one had any t 

; idea where it had gone because the fog s 
3 —have I forgotten to mention the fog f c 

Yes the fog has been the trouble to- s 

. day-had suddenly stopped lifting and I 

t become as thick as ever again. I struck 
e my ball on the crown, and it crashed i 
i- into the big cross-bunker. With my 
,0 second I pub it into another part of the 
io bunker ; with my third I got it just out, 
,a and with my fourth I chip^d it about 
36 two yards from the hole. Then began 
16 the search for Grant s ball. It was a 
al long, cold, weary search, and finally it | 
n- had bo be abandoned. The fog seemed to 

be lifting again ; a pale lemon-oomnrea 

as sun appeared in the sky ; so Grant, 
sft who is nothing if not a persistent player, 
ce- decided to go back and play his third 
shot from the tee. 


■ “ You can’t do bolter than a five,” he 

explained; “and if I 

the green I can, at any rate, got a bait. 

We lined up— the caddies and i at 
the back of the green and listened for 
the drop of Grants ball. 
came, right on to tlio green and finished 
not more than a foot from the I'ole. 

“ Fine shotl” I shouted blirough the 
fog “ It ’s stone dead ; ” and, moving 
towards the green, I chanced uiion 
Grant’s original ball. It was lying 
heavily in some long dank grass, just 
t short of the big deep bunker at the side 
' of the green- a horribly tricky little 
. shot, just the kind of shot Grant would 
i be almost certain to make a mess or. 
j 1 called to him as he came on the 
J green and told him I had found his 

e “^Splendid ! ” he answorod. » Chuck 

t it over, will you? ” 

It “ Why ? ”1 asked. “ Aren’t you go- 

,n ing to play it ? ” . 

a “No fear,” he replied, pointing to 
it his ball that lay lieside the pin, “ BOt 
to when I ’ve got a four with this one and I 

ed won the hole.” , 

it “ But you can’t do that, I protested, 
er, “now tliab we’ve found the other 

“Of course I can,” he said. “ That s 



a losb baU. _ We looked for ib for more 
^^»Eobr“nMlaimea. “We never 

rig'SW' !>• “ia. “I “ 

simply deem bhab one unplayable. Ihe 
peZlby’s the same-stmke and dis-j 
tance” I looked down at his ball. I.- 

TXToc in an uc^ly lie, but it couldn t pos* 
sibly be called unplayable. Grant re- j 

“^'“®i?„^fJT«mitunpla 

t even see — 

•‘My dear ass, ne replied- “deem- 
incT 3 got nothing to__do with seemo- 

It°s a mental process.” 

“I don’t agree,” I persisted, 
actual, fact this ball's nob unplayable 

''^•wl aren't talking about ackial 

facts/' he answered. ‘‘We’re fki^ 

about deeming. I a“ “‘^^j^ffndtLt’s 
rules to deem-, 1 have deemed, and that 

*^»&ft*you can't be allowed to deem 
like a perfect lunatic,” I said. 

“ It would be pretty fair , , 

returned, “to deem that baU playaWe 
when i have already won the hole in 
a uertect four with this one. _ 

?• Ei Iht,” 1 said. “ If you 
the temporary loss of your ball entitles 
tou toXde a shot that you 're in ablue 
funk of and that will almost certainly 
SyoiTthe hole, there’s no more to 

^^‘^Poff ! ” he exclaimed.striding across 
fche g?een. “ 1 can win the hole just 

SI And, as it happened, that vias 

I I find that, according to the roles, 

St was in bright audlcould nob 

rul/is SbrSeemed 

a ball,” it says, “ be lost or oe ,. 

hi the player to be unplayable . • • 

1 The italics are mine, to emphasise t 
iohit that no one bub the player has 
f Tiv sav in the matter ; the whole thing 

-C InSv in his hands. He is even 
IS entire y another 

to b^iySg “ such a pos tion as to be 



;o«befairform^ 

almost iiijariably ihe^ to ^a 
course where it is 1 ^ a*^ tree 

iBg two balls ott OT 

Sid I get far the in- cu..g 


pruuttwxjr 

I I 

to know by next Sunday, because, i 
the fog lifts. Grant and I hope to be 
down here 

••ThetoppypairthenleftfM^id- The 
parents were numerous an Paper, 

A change from the usual “poor but 

, _ JL >1 
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DISARMAMENT. 

I HAVE always had faith in women — 
in their grasp of essentials, in their 
innate commonsense. Conclusions that 
formulate themselves slowly and pain- 
fully in the male mind are reached in- 
stinctively by women in a moment. It 
was so in this matter of disarmament. 

John lay on the nursery rug in the 
rear of his army — a motley crew — the 
straggling survivors of many regiments. 
The men stood in 'close formation, 
evidently making a last stand against 



“He had no DIFFlCOIiTY IN PITTING THE 

CANNON-BALL NEATLY INTO HIS HEAD.” 

the enemy. The enemy was entrenched 
behind imaginary earthworks. They 
were a more homogeneous body of men. 
In khaki they stood or knelt, with their 
rifles at the ready — or thereabouts. 

“But,** said John, “they can’t fire 
yet, because it isn’t their turn.” To 
such a high level of courtesy has 
civilized warfare risen ! 

“ Aren’t your soldiers afraid that the 
enemy might shoot without waiting for 
their turn?” I asked. 

“ Oh, no,” said John, “ because my 
soldiers have got to fire their cannon 
first.’** 

Breathlessly the cannon was wheeled 
forward, the only cannon ball was fired 
and John walked over to the enemy’s 
lines to report bn the casualties. 

He returned' at once. 

“ It hasn’t hit anyone,” he said, “ so 
one of my army must go to fetch the 
cannon ball back and explain to the 
enemy that we *ve got to have another 
turn.” 

An old campaigner was' then sent 
across “No Man’s Land” to ask lor 
the return of the ammunition. Accident 
had particularly equipped him for this 
office as in a previous engagement his 
helmet and the whole of his brain had 
been shot away. He had therefore no 
difficulty in fitting the cannon ball 
neatly into bis head and carrying it 
back to his own lines. 

The enemy’s placidity was not dis- 
turbed; they raised no objection, but 
remained immovable, with their rifles 
at the ready. 

The camion ball was placed in posi- 


tion again, but before it was fired John 
changed his plans. 

“The General is coming to inspect 
the army,” he said. 

“ Surely,” I said, “ this is not a wise 
moment for an inspection — to bring 
your General up to the front line when 
the enemy is waiting to fire? ” 

“They won’t fire on a General, 
Mummy,” he said, shocked at my ignor- 
ance of the first principles of warfare. 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Well,” he said, “they wouldn’t fire 
at a superior officer; and they haven’t 
got a General of their own at all.” 

His statement seemed conclusive. 

In this' position of security the 
General rode up. He dismounted, after 
several wrenches, and walked with bent 
knees and uncomfortably bowed legs 
along the line. 

Army routine in John’s forces is far 
from ordinary. 

' The General halted in front of an 
undersized infantry man. 

“Well, my man,” he said in a gruff 
but hearty voice, “ I want to see your 
kit.” 

“ Here it is, Sir,” replied the soldier 
in a shrill falsetto. 

“Is it all right?” asked the General. 

“Top hole,” replied the man. 

“That’s all right then,” said the 
General, and with a low bow he passed 
on to a mounted man. 

“What,” he asked, “is the matter 
with your horse ? ” 

The question seemed unnecessary as 
the animal had obviously lost a leg, and 



“‘What,’ he asked, ‘is the matter 

WITH YOUB HORSE?’” 

he and his rider were leaning against a 
mounted cowboy for support. 

. Respectfully the man replied, “ He ’s 
beemwounded, Sir.” 

The General pondered. 

“Poor thing, ”he said at last ; “ go and 
see if the enemy would like to have him.” 

Obediently the lame horse was ridden 
over to the enemy’s lines. The gift was 
placidly accepted by the kneeling men- 
in khaki, and the General continued his 
inspection. 

^ He found no fault with tfie next few 
men.' The' fact that one cavalry man, 


had gilded himself and his horse all over 
called for no comment. I suspected a 
new kind of camoufiage. The mounted 
cowboys were above reproach, and no- 
thing was said to several soldiers who 
grasped the butt ends of their rifles 
without having noticed that the barrels 
were missing. Then ao last the General 
stood aghast. 

“Come out here ! ” ho yelled. 

An infantry man stepped forward. 



“ ‘What do yog mean by lettiko him go 

TO WAR WITH A DIRTY FACE?’ THE GENERAL 
ASICED.” 

He was indeed in a sorry plight. Paint 
of every colour disfigured his tunic and 
his bead was completely encased in 
plasticine. 

“ What have you been doing to your- 
self ? ” the General bellowed. 

“I don’t know, Sir,” the soldier an- 
swered diplomatically. 

“Where is your mummy?” asked 
the General fiercely. 

To my horror the man replied 

“ She is in the canteen, Sir,” 

Hastily the General hobbled away to 
a small circular tent, in front of which 
stood six Red Cross nurses. 

“ Which of you is that dirty soldier’s 
mum ? ” he inquired. 

“ I am,” said a nurse, turning sharply 
round to face him. 

“ What do you mean by letting him go 
to war with a dirty face ? ” the General 
asked. 

Then it was that feminine common- 
sense asserted itself. Not at all awed 
by the General, this mother, who bad 
bravely followed her son into the army, 
replied : — 

“ How can I wash his face if he is 
always fighting wars ? ” 

Por a moment the General was non- 
pluss^. Then he grasped the full 
significance, the deep wisdom of her 
question. 

“ Quite right,” he said with convic- 
tion. Quickly he returned to his men, 
mounted his horse and issued his orders. 

“^Go over to the enemy and say 
we/re never gojing to fight any more 
battles ; we ’re all going to be a circus 
to-morrow.” 
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Wireless Enthusiast (io the honor of other passengei-s). 

BrSTED.ONB OP MY VALVES.” 




<‘I HAD A BAD TIME LAST NIGHT — NO SOONER SETTLED DOWN THAN I 


SELF-EDUCATION, 

[At tlxo Educational Association’s Conference held last week at the 
London University, one of the siicakors, who explained the “ Siib-D^ton 
Plan,” observed (without protest) that “ wo cannot educate the child. 
The child must educate itself. Wo cannot even start an idea. We 
can only release potentialit’es.”] 

Last week, amid the all too transient lull 
After electioneering storm and fret, 

In conferences very far from dull 
Our expert educationists have met, 

And, in discussions nobly undefiled 

By references to their power or pelf, - 
Proclaimed they ‘'cannot educate the child,” 

Adding ‘'the' child must educate itself.” 

The hide-bound teachers of an earlier day 

Upheld the doctrine that true learning’s roots 
Must needs be fraught with bitterness if they 
Were to attain to sweetness in their fruits ; 

The modern teacher, merciful and mild, 

Content wdth a position on the shelf, 

Kesigns all claim to educate the child 
And bids the infant educate itself. 

Emancipated by the zeal of Freud, 

No longer emulous of the busy bees, 

The blessed young with rapture unalloyed 
Choose their own tasks, and do them wlmn tliey 


For lo l the experts, formerly as wild 

In mutual strife as Ghibelline and Guelph, 

In lamb-like unison declare the child 
Must be allowed to educate itself. 

Then let us praise the new " Sub-Dalton Plan,” 
Which rescues children from the brutal catie, 
And elevates the father of the man 
To the sublimest spiritual plane ; 

Which banishes the odious books compiled 
By grim grammarians of the tribe of Jelp, 


And owns, " We cannot educate the child ; 

The child to-day must educate itself.” 

Free from the paralysing ban of " Don’t,” 

Free to indulge your instincts as you lisL ' 

Free in your speUing, free to say " I won’t ’’ 

' When foolish parents venture to “ insist ” — 

Too long by dismal dominies reviled, 

By poets libelled as " a limber elf,” 

You come at last, uneducable child, 

Into your own, and educate yourself, 

** Bv his shiging of ‘Arise ! Ye sub teiTauean winds, JMr. 
suclx applause that he was determinedly encored and sang The 
Vulgar Boatsmaii-V’— Fa2'>er. 

After that, we suppose, the audience let him alone, 

“The Minister of Finance, Signor de Sbefani, made a few days ago a 
very interesting statement about the present i)osition of Itahaii 
finances. The statement was cautiously optimistic. It mdicatea a 
probable reduction of the deficit from three million lire m the last 
financial year to 700 million in the coming year.”~-X>u.^i2/ 

It would need a Mussolini to be really cheerful on these 
figures. — 

From the Workmen’s Compensation Act, 1923 
“If the maximum weekly payment would, had the incapacity been 
total' incapacity, have amounted with such addition, if any, ays 
provided by subsection (2) of this section, to less than tweny-five 
Siillings, the weekly payment in case of partial incapacity shall he a 
sum bearing the same proportion to the said difierence as said 
maximum weekly payment with such addition ^ aforesaid bears to 
Seamount of the average weekly earnings of the workman before 
the accident.” ^ ^ . n 

We can well imagine that a partially incapacitated woij- 
man would become totally incapacitated after reading the 
above. 

An exhibition ol “Punch” and other drawings by Mr. 
George Belcher will be held in the Galleries of the Pine 
Art Society, 148, Isew Bond Street, W., from' the 11th to 
the 26th of January. 
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LUCK OF THE WEEK. 

I. — Darling Little Attila. 

“ The redbreast or Eobin/’ says the euclyclopaedia before 
ime, is perhaps the favourite amoDg English birds because 
of its pleasing colour, its sagacity and fearlessness of man, 
and its cheerful song.” There is ambiguity here. If the 
encyclopaedist had said, “the favourite bird among English 
people,” all would be well, but to call the robin “the favourite 
among English birds ” is to court contradiction, and I can 
hear the dismayed protests of certain of them on reading it. 

“ The robin my friend ! ” — thus the sparrow. “ Why, if 
he had his way, every sparrow in the land would starve. 
He 's no friend of mine. I almost prefer the cat and cer- 
tainly prefer a boy with a catapult. The robin bullies us 
from morning to night, and he 'S got a very shar23 beak too.” 

‘‘The robin my favourite I” — thus the tit. “Don’t you 
believe it! The robin’s first idea is to get everything for 
himself and drive every one else away. There ’s a garden 
crumb-table that I frequent, where food is j^ut out every 
morning for all of us by quite a decent kind of woman. Eor 
all of us 1 But you ’d think the robin owned the place and 
employed her to do it for himself alone. He first sits on the 
table and eats, and then he sits on to see that no one else 
eats. ^ Personally I don’t mind, because I spend most of my 
time in one of, the half-cokernuts which the woman has hung 
up here and there for my benefit. She really is quite a good 
sort. But, swinging there and watching him, I ’m really 
ashamed of his conduct. He ’s the dog-in-the-manger all 
over again ; and, with all this food at our disposal, if a 
sparrow should dare to snatch a bit while his back is turned 
he ’ll actually fly after it and take it away. If the sparrows 
would only-combine they could settle the tyrant once and 
for all; bub they won’t. 1 ’ve urged them to, but in vain. 

A common lot r Even tlie thrushes allow him to drive them 
off. Jt ’s most mysterious.” 

Anyone who prepares a crumb-table will appreciate the 
force of the remarks expressed by the sparrow and the tit. 
The intention may be that all the hungry birds should be fed, 
but the result is always the same : the robin gets the most! 
When he is not eating he is sitting on a neighbouring bough, 
ready to dart avengingly at any bird beneath his rank. He 
grudges food to all, but there are degrees in his hostility or 
courage. I suspect social grades come into it. Sparrows, 
of course, are dirt, and even thrushes and blackbirds seem 
to be conscious of intrusion, although ornithologists tell us 
tliat the robin is something of a thrush himself: one of the 
Turdidm, But, of course, there have always been instances 
01 relations nob being welcome to meals, 

^Meanwhile, such is the attraction of his red waistcoat 
and comparatively fearless effrontery, we shall continue, in 
the face of all the evidence, to keep this very naughty bird 
on a pedestal. ^ ^ 

II. — Taximen’s Nicknames. 

Ho\y many of us, when we take a taxi, give a thought to 
the diiver, beyond now and then condemning him for bein<’’ 
so careful as to save our lives, 'or imploring the universe at 
large to explain what Scotland Yard can be about to ^ive 
such an Ignoramus a licence? We think of him as^'an 
automaton in an overcoat with inaccessible pockets, and 
leave it at that. Were we to go on to speculate as to his 
name we should probably decline on John Smith or Bill 
Brown ; but as to going on to speculate as to his nickname— 

It wonld never occur to us to do such a thing. 

But how little we know, how little we thinks These ^ 
! apathetic sardonic men have their fun and their friends and 
^eir pet pseudonyms no less than the darlings of the Club ^ 
ihe huddled mass of old clothes on the box whom you call 


either “ Hi 1 ” or “ Taxi ! ” may be (as I learn from the list 
of applicants for the bounty of the Cabdrivers’ Benevolent 
Association) known to his familiars by all kinds of odd and 
affectionate names, such as “ Little Eosy of Portland Eoad” 
g or “Nourishing Stout,” “Tottenham Bob” or “Bob of 
Fulham,” “Old Lavender” or “Old Jimmy James,” “Old 
^ Darkie ” or “Curley of Sloane Square,” “Lord Dunlow” or 
^ “Sir Charles of Lothbury,” “All Nations” (this is a carious 
^ one) or “King George of Canonbury.” j 

^ I said “may be”; but, alas! I was wrong, for all the 
bearers of these jovial and often endearing titles are at 
^ work no moro all, 2 :)oor fellows, are in need of sick-pay and 
in ho]3e of getting it. But no doubt their successors carry 
on the tradition, and I shall think more highly of the driver 
j of my next cab, however he may allow others to pass him, 

! and treat him with more respect, for fear that 1 may be em- 
ploying “ The Prince of Paddington ” or even “ King George 
; of Waterloo.” ^ 

ILL — A Best Seller? 

It will be a sad day when the Indian is wholly Occident- 
' alized. A Madras bookseller (the Artistic Pi oss !) advertises 
the following volume: — 

“THE LOVE LETTER WRITER. 

Contains Pure Select Love Lettci’s for Ladies and Men» Price 
Ms. 2-4 a cop],\ 

There are letters from Ladies to Ships Officers, Yotmg Mon, Military 
Engineers, Cavalry 3Mcn. Tclegr-iphists, Chmrds, Drivers, State 
Officers, Scotchmen, Typists, Police Officers, Ainaen, Jockers , . . 
and also letters from Geatleinca to Lady Doctors, Schrol Alistres-s, 
Nurses, Indian Christian Ladies, Wives, etc. All are suggestive pure 
letters written to create love and matrimony.” 

I Hko to find Scotchmen once moro with a placo to 
themselves. ========—— E. v. L. 

UNSKILLED LABOUR. 

When the accident happened the doctor was called 
And hastened at once to my side ; 

To the cure o£ a body deploniidy mauled 
The tenderest care he applied' ; 

And the value he set on his masterly skill 
Was duly proclaimed in the size of his hill. 

And long ere my full restoration took placo 
The lawyer had loomed into view 
To take my instructions for starting a ease 
To win me the damages due ; 

The statement he rendered was also a sign 
That a labour of love wasn’t nuicih in liis line. 

In sliort, when the profits were split into throe 
That came from this painful affair, 

I found that the portion allotted to me 
Was only a junior share ; 

Eewarding my partners’ professional toil 
Demanded some eighty per cent, of tlie spoil. 

deny this division was right ; 

Twere churlish indeed to complain ; 

1 or the work that I did was admittedly slight 
! And needed no wonderful brain ; 

My labour was small (though essential, no doubt) ; 

1 was only the fellow the car flattened out. 

Two Brilliant Catches in the Beep Field. 

A provinciM paper, describing an interesting paper bv 
Mr. Pettit, of the Xerkes Observatory, says:— ^ ^ 

wolent eruptions on the sun’s surface whioli 
hurl the luminous material to enormous heights - and twn nf 
of exceptional magnitude, heen caught by Mr. Pettit,” ' 

Local Paper. 
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IW Untm - v$ting m miHincBS of another client ). “I want a HA’PKNNrwoBTH of sweets, please.” 

fShojiheeper {in tones of rebuke ). “We don’t sell ha pooths „ j wasn't to ceoss the boad by myself. ”- 

J > cggy . ‘‘Oh. then wni.L yon please take me oyeb to the oihee shop? Moiheb said a wasn xo 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. \ 

{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Miss MT?.p.TTr,T. Buchanan’ s Eecollections of Imperial E ussm 
f H utchinson) is essentially a picture-book ; and its actml . 
lustrations, a score of interesting and apposite photographs, 
are the least memorable of its pictures. A 
bilitv to colour, scent and sound, a simple faithfulness _to 
first impressions and a di-aughtsmanship toarmingly naive 
—these are the qualities (elementary but for the most part 
engaging) which give the letter-press its value. They make 
verv pleasant reading of its miter’s personal remimscen^s 
df the historic towns, palaces and battleMds she has -mited 
— Petrograd, Kiev, Moscow, Peterhof, Tsarskoe and Bala- 
' clava of her first encounters, at Darmstadt as a little giri 
of nine, with the Tsar and liis future wife ; and of the gaiety 
and ceremonial of the IRussian Court to winch her father was 
the last English .Ambassador. Her historical chapters, 
though full of curious lore enthusiastically compued, are 
naturally less responsive to imcritical treatment. They in- 
clude studies of Peter the Great, Catharine and her son 
Paul, Ivan the Terrible and his son Dimitri, the husband 
and \rtves of these imperial personages and their para^tes 
and victims. To these pages those on “ The Spmt of Bol- 
shevism" come as an inevitable coroUary.- And I do not 
wonder that Miss Buchanan, while admitting consMerabie 
tenderness for both Eussian Imperialism an d Bussian 


Christianity, should look upon the latter alone as destin^ 
to outlast the present rigime and as its only possible solvent. 

I am inclined to issue a warning that Miss Irene 
Eutherford McLeod’s new book. Towards Love (Heinb- 
mann), should not be read, even by the sturdiest optimist, 
on grey days, and never by other people. The philosophy 
to which it guides you is the beautiful one of love protectmg 
human nature from its own savage impulses^ safeparding 
the part of us- "which may be immortal; but this is 
reached only after such cruel suffering in war, in prison for 
conscience’ sake, in anguish of child-birth and motherhood, 
in bitterness of broken faith and certainty of failure, that 
you arrive at it almost too much bruised and beaten to be 
Lie to assimilate it. I have read few books about the War 
which harrowed me more than this one. though it devotes 
only a few pages to the actual fightmg. It is the 
tortm-e of Michael and Anne and their friend, the kindly 
Charles, which makes it all so painful, for, without some 
hope, some faith in even one enduring love, your own or 
anther’s, life is a nightmare without even the consolation 
, of knowing that you will wake up. Totoards Love is not a 
, very well constructed book but, save for such small slips 
. as the alternative description of the same person as Lady 
i Farrell and Lady Dorothy Farrell, it is very well written. 
) The characters are alive in their few ]oys and their many 
1 wretchednesses, and that is perhaps why it hut s so 
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mnch Nobody will convince me that Ufe is as bad as Processor-, but when be had to go out into the world com- 


that it may be for some of us. 

If Mr, Edward Shanks’ The Bichest Man is, as his pub 


people treated with a pretty wit. I beg you to make the 
acquaintance of Copper Top, eyen if you occasionally in- 


W (OODD^S) ^melodrama with dulge-as he did-in a little skipping . 

A^kmellToxfS* history Sn, Mr. “Bennet Copplestone ” constructs the familiar 

express a queer fellow-traveller in the crisis of a particularly police story, with a variation. His detective, unlike the 
SeTmararia.is sportsman enough to take charge of him austere Shedock, manifests a certain mbr^ sympathy with 
Ind carry him t6 a sm^l Italian coast town, where they crime. Itmiharn Daws(»i is not himself a criminal he is 
make holiday together and build a friendship on the pro- at times indistmguishable from the leal piactitione^ Hence 
misin" ^ basis^ of complete difference of views and tastes, the reader may perhaps find his admiration for lfr. J?atoso?i s 
This fellow, HoWia, is an obvious adventurer, without shame exploits uncomfortably qualified ; nor are the (^toctiyes 
or scruple. It so happens that the richest man in the manners always ingratiating. And, although i Ac Diversions 
world a man whose operations are masked with elaborate of Dawson (Murkat) are diverting enough, 1 cannot help 
care and whose name and. status are unknown to all but a think ng that all the time Mr. “Copplestone was writing 
few trusted subordiiiates, has a villa on the cliffs above the about the police-officer’s adventures a small insistent voice 
town, with impressive apparatus of motor-boats, seaplanes kept singing to him that he must go down to the sea 
and wireless'for the conduct of his business. He unwit- again. Indeed, he so far hearkened to the call that he 

tingly betrays himself- aiTanged for Dawson, 

in a casual anecdote H S ° 

to solhs, whose pet ^ li 

scheme is to find;this m M f ^ I 

man (he has just missed j KM.L.L, to be sexit 

^ i li h - 7 atloafc on two of his 


tingly betrays himself 
in a casual anecdote 
to Hoiks, whose pet 
scheme is to find this 
man (he has just missed 
him once before) and 
live off him for the rest 
of his life by a stroke 
of the crudest black- 
mail. The world is 
hanging on the edge of 
a new abyss of war 
and famine. 'Tbe rich- 
est man alone has the 
power to stop the catas- 
trophe. This black- 
mailing business is a 
distraction, but he 
won’t take the don’s 
suggestion of paying up 
— a mere ten thousand, 
after all — and getting 
on with his job. And 
then there ’s the other 
distraction of the beau- 
tiful (and 1 will add 
on my own account) 
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The Stout Knight. “Hold! An thou sayest not my lady is the faihkst 

AND HOST BEAUTEOUS IN ALL THE WOELD, DEPEND THEE AND WE WILL DO 
BATTLE 1 

The Timid Knight. “My deak Sir, I will say it gladly. Yea, the 

MORE I LOOK ON THEE THE PALRER AND MORE BEAUTEOUS DOTH TlfY LADY 
SEEM TO ME.” 


he served as a private 
R.M.L.I., to be sent 
afioat on two of his 
rather dubious diver- 
sions.” 1 cannot pre- 
tendthat thesecriminal 
episoJo'3 are of the 
same high quality as 
those which distin- 
guished the author’s 
previous story. The 
Treasure of Golden Cap, 
Personally 1 indulge 
a hope that Mr. P. 
Harcourt Kitchin will 
now send his writing 
half, Mr. “Ben net 
O oppnRSTONB/’down to 
a West -country port, 
with instructions to 
charter a ship, a three- 
decker for choice, and, 
as the old mariners used 
to say, “ cut sail ” in lier 


very lovable Garlotta, with whom millionaire, don and black- upon another voyage of good hearty English adventure. 

mailer are all in love. A good story with a fitting end. 

^ It is a question whether considerable curtailment would 

My only reason for regretting the prodigious length of not have made The Spell of Siris (Lane) more alluring. 
The Joy oils Adventurer [kxKj'w and XJnwin) — it would put Headers of The Flight will have ifieasant memories of 
up a good fight against a Db Morgan novel — is that in these Glodagh, and in this story she retains her charm, even if at 
busy days it may not^receive the attention that it deserves, times she is a little irritating. As a widow she returns to 
I should imagine that Miss Ada Barnett would acknow- Siris, and there she finds that she is in love with Nigel Weir, 
ledge her indebtedness to Sir James Barrie, for I found it but determines that this distraction must not be allowed to 
impossible to think of her delightful hero, Copper Top, with- interfere with her career. So she goes off to Rome to take 
out being constantly reminded of An eccentric singing lessons. But she cannot escape love. Jt is an 

Professorioxxnd ababy boy, “stark naked except for a shawl,” Italian nobleman who now attracts her, mainly because of 
as he was returning to. his house iu the woods. He adopted bis resemblance to Weir. Again she takes liight-— this time 
him and brought him up onlines that were at least peculiar ; to Amalfi, where she runs full-tilt into the arms of Weir. 
and. here we have the boy’s story as he grew to young man- That ends her determination to run away from love ; but it 
hoed. The birds of the air and the beasts of the field loved is not the end of the story, of which the last hundred pages 
him ; he could climb like a squirrel, run like a hare, swim or so might with advantage have been drastically reduced, 
like a fish. And bis way of looking at things was as different At her best Miss Muriel Hinb proves herself a skilful 
from ours as his way of doing them. He could never under- writer with a real appreciation of beauty, and she has only 
stand why anyone should want to excel at anything for the to curb her natural fluency and cultivate a little lighter 
purpose of defeating someone else. This was all very well Ijouch to gain a distinction which at present her work 
when he was a child and living in seclusion with his beloved rather provokingly missesl 
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“Admieal Sir Eeoinald Hall in- 
herited my seat at Liverpool,” mites 
! Lord Birkenhead. It is generally un- 
derstood, however, that his Lordship 
left the Woolsack to the nation. 

The fact that Mr. Ra^isay Macdonald 
has been photographed wearing plus- 
fours is evidence that Labour does not 
classify this garment among capitalist 
institutions. 

The subsidence of Waterloo Bridge, 
it is explained, is due to a fault in the 
river-bed. It should be a pleasant 
change for the Man-in-the-street to see 
the Thames taken up for repairs. 


rects the impression that Frenchmen 
cannot keep their heads in an emergency. 

A dog belonging to a resident of 
Bromley is alleged to have bitten three 
postmen. Its owner has been advised 
to change the animal's diet. 

* 5 ;: 

The man who struck a football 
referee at Bristol the other day event- 
ually apologised to that official. This 
raises some doubt as to whether he is 
a real football enthusiast. 

A medical miter recently returned 
to this country reports that the tsetse 
fly is being kept under in East x\frica. 
In no case did they have to resort to 
the use of force. 


in the United States last year, as against 
sixty-one the year before. Lynchers of 
the old school attribute the decline of 
the sport to the popularity of motoring. 

^ -iS 

According to a personal paragraph 
Mr. H. G. Wells has enough material 
in his notebooks to last him a hundred- 
and-fifty years. Our only anxiety is as 
to what he will be doing after that. 

j In an annual survey of the inmates 
of the Zoo it is mentioned that the 
Indian cobra is ready to strike on the 
slightest provocation. Disappointment 
is felt that moderating influences have 
not yet succeeded in inducing it to 
abandon direct action in favour of 
arbitration. ... ... 


Much sympathy is felt for the man It is stated that Mars will be nearer It is claimed that such advance has 
who was last week crossing the Strand ' the earth this year than it has been been made in the use of stovaine as 



and, not noticing that ‘ 
the road wasn’t up, 
tripped and fell, 

* 

A Nottingham brick- 
layer has reached the 
age of a hundred-and- 
two. It sounds like 
overtime, and we feel 
sure that he would not 
have done it without 
the full approval of his 
Union. ... ... 


According to an ex- r- 
plorer the Dalai Lama 
of Thibet has never 

"WINTEB SPOETS IN S-WITZEE- 

George. It is salcL tliat land ^yes. 

Lord Younger has ! — 

offered to tell the gentleman all about before, 
the ex-Premier free of charge. will be 







BUT IN LONDON-NO. 


an anaasthetic that it 
will enable one to read 
a newspaper while un- 
dergoing an operation. 
It will also, of course, 
be a comfort to people 
who read newspapers at 
other times. 

s’i >;c 

. . . 

A ' writer in a con- 
temporary quotes the 
old French proverb to 
the effect that one must 
suffer to be beautiful. 
This draws attention to 
the number of persons 
who seem to have hved 
a charmed life. 


Dempsey announces that he is looking ! 
forward to a return match with Gibbons. 

It is hoped that Gibbons will be grate- , . 

ful for those few kind words. calhhg a mass meeting of his mothers- A golfer on the Wilhan links is said 

in-law to consider the position. to have used bad language and stamped 

The bell-rmgers m a Dorset village his feet for ten minutes after break- 

^yent on strike recently. It is rumoured Prohibition is increasingly unpopular ing his^ favourite club. Owing to the 

that they have been asked to remain out in America, we read. That probably regulations governing foot-and-mouth 

» J .1 JJ-l- J-l- _ ^ m n tttLtt 4 - V. It" A 'nr\ if. lY-k flTie ArnTn+iw if i« ■TAfl.vArl fVia.f 


' 1 Cinematograph films 

before. We hope for it 5 s' own sake it have been introduced by the U.S. mili- 
will be careful. ,j, tary authorities for use as targets in 

' * rifle practice. We have always main- 

A Munich man who recently married tained that some useful purpose would 
his seventh wife attributes his business some day be served by American films. 


failure to matrimony. He is said to be 
calhhg a mass meeting of his mothers- 
in-law to consider the position. 


in sympathy with the residents. 


explains why they take no notice of it. disease in this country it is feared that 

he will have to be destroyed. 


have never been divorced. It seems a pity ance in this function, 
to drag up a thing like that just now. ; 


A fleet of twelve-wheeled motor-cars Writing in a contemporary Mr. J ames ^ 

has travelled across the Sahara at thirty Douglas points out that Miss Mabel “DeplenisKyour Glass and China stock at 

miles an hour. This choice of a country Normand, the Los Angeles film actress, — Advt. in Local. Fajper. 

where there are practically no pedes- is one of the few cinema artistes who your housemaid requires any assist- 
trians seems a little bizarre. have never been divorced. It seems a pity ^uce in this function. 

to drag up a thing like that just now. 

A golf club in Seattle, U.S.A., has ^^7*' a guardians' report:— 

appointed a clergyman as chaplain. The- OontroUer of the London Tele- ‘‘In the House Committee’s 
&mo aygl.,s «g.«i thi. .s .‘very pion. to tW in Uteen 

necessary innovation. years there will be a million teiepnones occupied by them, the premises having been 

operating in London. We are sick of condemned as unfit for human consumption,” 
During a panic caused by fire in a these gloomy prophecies, ^ Provincial Paper, 

circus at Florensac, part of the even- So different from those jolly ginger- 

ing’s takings were stolen. This cor- There were only twenty-six lynchings bread houses. 


From a guardians' report : — 

“In the House Committee’s report reference 


During a panic caused by fire in a these gloomy prophecies, 
circus at Florensac, part of the even- 

ing's takings were stolen. This cor- There were only twenty 
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ONE STEP TOWARDS THE MILLENNIUW. 

With Gompliment-s to the Leadee of the Socialist 

Party. 

[“We are tipoii a pilgrimage . . . ‘One step enougli for me.’ 
(Laughter.) . . , We have in our hearts proposals, ideas, suggestiou^ 
which we believe will contribute to peace (Gheers) j and. we defy both 
Liberals and Tories to range themselves against us in that work. 
(Cheers.) . . Bjmsay Macdonald's speech at the “ vhctoj'y 

Celebration of Labour/' ^ ^ ^ \ «. 

The Half Circle Club, founded by the wives of the leaders of the 
“Labour” Party, gave a fancy dress dance last week at Caxton Hall.] 

Think not that we deride your dreams, 

That with a cynic heart and cold 
We mock your yisionary schemes 
For hustling-up the Age of Gold ; 

Indeed hardly sniffed at all 

When you addressed the Eoyal Albert Hall. 

But *not the first your eyes ‘have shone 
With visions of the Promised Land ; 

Others before, from Moses on, 

Had seen it (so I understand), 

Ere “ Labour,” with a fine bravado, 

Monopolised the view of El Dorado. 

Nor yet on gifted seers alone 

Did Heaven confer the pow’er to trace 
Signs of a world improved in tone — 

The lion in the lamb’s embrace, 

The jocund babe, immune from care, 

Sporting about the cockatrice’s lair. 

' Mere common men have felt the need 
Of Peace on Earth ; I ’ve known a few 
Ghristians (although they held the creed 
Of Liberal or Tory) who 
Perceived the prospect of Utopia 
In spit-e of their congenital myopia. 

Well, here ’s your chance, with goodwill given 
(Which you deny your so-called foes), 

To get the veil of darkness riven, 

To make the dawn, couleitr cle rose^ 

Emerge from out of Ocean’s bed, 

Eosy (I but not (I hope) too red ! 

Meanwhile, from Labour’s ” fancy dance 
At Caxton Hall there comes the hews 
Of Oonquering Beauty on the prance, 

Treading the Two-step or the Blues ; 

With which, no doubt, you ’ll disagree, 

Sayings The One-step is enough for me.” O. S. 


SIDELIGHTS ON COMIVIERCIAL ART. 

Being copies of a few letters between Alfred Thomas, 
advertising manager for Messrs. Blender & Bond, Ltd., 
Cigarette' and Tobacco Merchants, and Percival Green, 
Esq., Commercial artist and’ designer, of The Studios, Hamp- 
stead, London, N.W, 

From Blender (& Bond to Perciral Green, 

Dear Sir,— We are anxious to obtain a really good Poster 
design in colour for our new line, “ Seducto ” Brand cigar- 
ettes, and would be glad to see a rough sketch in colour. 
We shall be glad to place commission for a finished draw- 
ing if rough idea is satisfactory. 

Faithfully yours, A. Thomas. 

From Beroiml Green to Blender dt Bond, 

Dear Bibs, — Thanks for your letter. I enclose herewith 


my idea in the rough for “Seducto.” I should be glad of 
your opinion of it and any suggestions you care to make. 
Faithfully yours, P. Green. 

From Blender £ Bond to Percival Grc''n. 

“ Sedvgto'' 

Dear Sir, — We are in receipt of above, of which w'o ap- 
prove. We might suggest that the girl should be reclining on 
thedivan, instead of sitting at the end. We like the pleasing 
touch of the kitten playing wdth her slipper. The light effect 
from lamp, etc., is excellent. Please proceed wdtli finished 
work for a four-colour Poster without delay. We shall require 
a box of our “ Seducto ’’cigarettes introduced into the picture; 
this we leave to you. We are sending you a sample box 
to give you size and shape, etc. 

^ Faithfully yours, A. Thomas. 

From Percival Green to Blender £ Bond, 

Dear Sirs, — I have great pleasure in forwarding my 
finished drawing for “ Seducto ” and hope you will like 
both design and treatment. 

Faithfully yours, P. Green, 

From Blender £ Bond to Percival Green, 
Seducto'' Design, 

Dear Sir, — Your finished drawing to hand. I am sorry to 
say that it does not altogether satisfy us. The attitude of tlie 
girl might be a little more “languid,” and the box of cigax'ettes . 
should be within her reach on an Oriental stool, instead of j 
on the floor. The little kitten strikes us as being rather stiff, 
and not so lifelike as in your first sketch. The colour is 
good, but just a trifle “blue ” in tone. We arc returning i 
picture so that you can correct these points. 

Faithfully yours, A. Thomas, 

From Percival Green to Blender d'* Bond, 

Dear Sirs,-— I am now returning design witlx alterations 
as suggested in your last letter, and hope same wdll bo 
satisfactory. Faithfully, yours, P, Green. 

From Blender £ Bond to Percival Green, 

“ Seducto ” Design. 

Dear Sir, — This is rather bettor; but wdiy have you 
changed the position of the kitten V The cigarotto-box is not 
quite the right shape, and the lid should be opoH ; and the 
whole in a much more prominent position. We return 
drawing herewith. Faithfully yours, A. Thomas. 

From Percival Green to Blender £ Bond, 

Dear Sirs, — I return drawing, having restored kitten to 
its original position and altered shape of box, etc., etc. I 
trust that no further alterations will be necessary, as those 
are difficult to make on a finished work. 

Faithfully yours, P. Green, 

From Blender £ Bond to Percival Green, 
Seducto" Design, 

Dear Sir, — We are much afifaid that we cannot use this 
design in its present form. It is not in the least like your orig- 
inal rough sketch (which we liked so much). So we are 
regretfully returning drawing. We shall at all times be glad 
to consider any further ideas you may care to submit. In the 
meantirpe we are getting out a plain Poster with “ Seducto ” 
Brand in red lettering and a reproduction of our Box 
underneath. Faithfully youis, A. Thomas. 

From Percival Green to Blender £ Bond, 

Sirs, — Thanks for your com^munication and return of 
drawing, which has just been accepted by Bon-Bon Choco- 
lates Ltd. — the only alteration necessary being a change 
of boxes. Tours, etc., P. Green. 
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SNOW. 

There are two dangerous reactions 
to the stuff, snow. The first, which 
usually happens in the morning before 
breakfast begins, is one of idiotic delight. 
Everybody feels it. Exactly why the 
arrival of a large mass of stiff self- 
coloured material, enveloping the land- 
scape and obliterating all its finer fea- 
tures, should give us this pleasure I 
cannot say. But there it is. The an- 
cient Eomans, with their sounder sense 
of values, regarded snow as horrid in 
winter, but made use of it commercially 
during the summer in order to cool 
their wine. In modern England we 
welcome it with an outburst of rapture, 
so that family breakfast, translated into 
the language of light opera, the hu- 
manest way probably of dealing with 
so painful a ceremony, begins : — 

The Head of the Hoxbseliold, 

What is this strange mysterious 
sheet 

That winds about the world, 
Almost as if our unkempt street 

To fairyland were hmdecl ? 

Various Members of the Family. 

Why, don’t you know ? 

It is the snow. 


The H. of the H. 

Ah 1 So it is I 

What mysteries 

V.M.oftheF. 

You used that word before. 
The B. of the H. 

As I remarked, what mysteries 
Lie round about our door 1 
As a matter of fact the only mysteries 
that lie round about the door are a 
shovelful of sand and cinders which has 
been put down to prevent people from 
slipping. It does not succeed. 

Here the second unfortunate reaction 
occurs. A vague sense of foreboding has 
begun to fill the air. There is a kind of 
fey laughter. It is only too certain that 
in another moment someone is going to 
mention the word ‘‘ toboggan.” There 
no toboggan, of course. If that thing 
in the outhouse was ever a toboggan, 
parts of it must have been chipped off 
for firewood. Unquestionably we have 
no toboggans to-day. We have nothing 
to slide on either. The only suitable 
declivity is' an midersized hill about two 
miles away, with a bump in the middle 
and a ditch at the bottom. Yet an idea, 
amounting to an obsession, for paying 
a visit to this miserable hummock pos- 
sesses every mind, merely because a 


freak of nature has altered the colour 
and character of its mud. 

It was to ward off the danger of 
critical moments like these, I always 
feel, that Switxierland was given to ils. 
Before we had Switzerland, I should 
rather say before we had winter sports in 
Switzerland, some disaster was practi- 
cally bound to occur. I imvo known it 
get as far as tea-trays and occasional 
tables. The tea-trays spun round and 
round. One carried them up to the top 
and started again. Tlie whole affair 
was inexpressibly painful. . . . But 
now a judicious reference to Switzer- 
land will usually cause tiio cloud to 
pass away. 

''Why haven’t we mountains here/' 
one murmurs, looking out gratefully at 
the level panorama, ‘'as tliev have in 
Switzerland ? ” 

The subtle suggestion underlying tliis 
remark is that in a flat country like ours ' 
it would be ridiculous, if not impossible, 
to take an}’ furtlier action with reference 
to the snow. Something already has 
been gained. 

"Yes,” continues somebody else, " if 
it were only like Switzerland, what 
glorious lungeing we could have to- i 
day!” j 

Now I come to think of it, I am i 
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Joe, “'"E WANTS TO VISIT THE LIGHT’ OUSE SO AS ’E CAN PUT IT IN A STOBY WOT 
’E ’S WRITIN’.” 

Old Sinner, “There’s no need to go out to the light’ousb. Foe a couple 

o’ PINTS I ’ll tell ’IM MORE ABOUT UGHT’OUSES THAN WOT THERE REALLY IS.” 


not sure that lungeing ” is the right 
word. But it is something very hke 
that. The vision of Switzerland has 
by this time completely daunted all 
those intemperate spirits who are in- 
capable of looking at snow without 
wishing to treat it violently, and a 
hope surges up that honour has been 
satisfied. It is better, however, to clinch 
the affair. 

** We might have tried a bit of tobog- 
ganing here to-day,” one says, “ on 
Shooter’s Clump. But the snow won’t 
last, I ’m afraid. It ’s beginning to thaw 
already.” 

And one looks out with a sigh of regTet 
at the perfectly crisp, frozen deposit 
that lies upon the lawn. 

To revert, in fine, to the operatic 
mode : — 

H, of the H, 

Oh, miles away, in Switzerland, 

In Switzerland, in Switzerland — 

V.M.oftheF, 

In Switzerland the good — 
H.oftheH, 

The sleighing must be simply grand. 

In England (touching wood) 

The snow is sure to melt away — 

V.M.oftheF, 

So we shall stop indoors to-day. 

All Together, 

We ’d bob-sleigh if we could 1 

One has definitely established, thank 
Heaven, that geography, and no lack of 
sporting spirit, is to blame, and one can 
light one’s pipe with calm. The time 
has now come to adopt the reasoning 
inteliectual attitude towards English 
snow. One perceives it for the imdis- 
gidsed calamity that it is. There is no 
hunting. There is no golf. Nice long 
walks have been stopped, and even 
quoit practice for the Olympic games 
can only be carried on under difficulties. 
There is a peril that at any moment a 
happy red-cheeked party may desire to 
throw snowballs at each other. There 
is even a risk of ice. It may become 
obligatory to walk, carrying our skates, 
to the reservoir, which is at least a mile 
and a half beyond Shooter’s Hill, only 
to find seven large stones and a board 
marked DANGEEOTJS upon the sur- 
face of this unamiable mere. The sole 
remaining consolation is hope. As the 
poet sings : — 

’Neath virgin veils 
Now lies the dough ; 

Snow fills the dales, 

Disgusting stuff ! 

But soon, full soon, 

Those veils wear thin ; 

The timely boon 
Of muck sets in. Evoe. 


ANOTHER BEAU’S STRATAGEM. 

[A woman, we read, is much more likely to 
make a wise decision when she is feeling well 
dressed.] 

ALTHOtJGH we met at ball and rout 
(I followed her .to heaps), 

And long ago I ’d ceased to doubt 
My heart was hers (for keeps), 

I did not dare endeavour then 
To make her mine till death, 

Putting my plea in edgewise, vrhen 
The drummer paused for breath. 

Eor much I feared my chance would be 
Inevitably gone 

Were I to broach the theme when she 
Had all her war-paint on. 

And so could prudently decide 
Such points as might arise 
(Being a needy poet’s bride 
Is not exactly ‘‘ wise ”). 

Neglectful of no chance to win, 

I deemed it best to wait 


My time till I should find her in 
A less resplendent state, 

A toilette that I deemed had done 
Its bit to blunt the keen, 

Calm, level-headed judgment one 
Expects from cr^pe-de-Chine. 

At last I found her on a day • 

(To tea it was I went), 

Fresh from a winter-bargain fray, 
Dishevelled but content, 

And saw the symptoms written large 
Of grip and counter-grip, 

The back-heel and the shoulder-charge, 
The tackle and the trip. 

On bended knee I made a start 
To press my ardent suit 
And begged her place my hand and heart 
Among her other loot ; 

Nor was my hope an idle dream ; 

There came a whispered “ Yes,” 

, Proclaiming my strategic scheme 
1 ' An absolute success. 
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THE STRIKE OF SOCIALIST MINISTERS. 

(Extract from the Becjister'^ 

for 1924,) 

Of the labour troubles that occurred 
during the year 1924 the most un- 
expected was the strike of Cabinet 
Ministers. Discontent had been rife 
since the spring amongst the members 
of the National Amalgamated Cabinet 
Ministers’ and Other Parliamentary 
Of&ce-Holders’ Union; and matters 
came to a head on June 23rd. 

On that day, at 6 p.m., the Prime 
Minister (Mr. B. MAcnoNAnn) detailed 
tliree Ministers ' for front bench duty 
during an all-night sitting. They pro- 
tested that they had already worked 
throughout almost the longest day of the 
year. But the Prime Minister insisted, 
whereupon they downed portfolios and 
marched out of the House. Their action 
was endorsed by the Executive Council 
of the N.A.G.M.O.P.O.H.U., and a 
strike declared forthwith. The order 
was obeyed by all Members save a few 
Under-Secretaries. 

The first act of the strikers was to 
form up with banners in Palace Yard 
and march to Trafalgar Square, where 
they held a demonstration. The Lord 
Chancellor, who presided, congratulated 
his feEow-toilers on their magnificent 
display of solidarity, which would pro- 
foundly impress the nation. Except for 
an insignificant half-dozen of under- 
lings, they were unanimous in their de- 
termination to resist the t^nranny of 
their employer. They had no personal 
animus against the Prime Minister, but 
employees had their inalienable rights, 
and, alas, employers had their ineradic- 
able vices, even when they derived their 
power from the proletariat. 

The demands of the N.A.C.M.O., etc., 
would, he ventured to assert, astonish 
the public by their moderation. They 
claimed a working day of six hours 
from signing on to signing off; no 
man to work on night-shift more than 
once a week; double rates between 
6 P.M. and 9 a.m., and free Windsor 
uniforms. They also demanded the 
abolition of overtime. It was scandal- 
ous that men should be asked to work 
overtime when a million of their bro- 
thers were workless. 

The Lord Chancellor was supported by 
the Under- Secretary for Foreign Affairs, 
who referred to the recalcitrant Under- 
secretaries as mutinous cabin-boys. If 
there were others who felt inclined to 
describe them as blacklegs^ scabs or 
ti'aitors, he for one would not set him- 
self up as a censor of nomenclature. 
He was only too painfully aware that 
the language of diplomacy had its 
limitsd^ns. 

The Attorney- General followed with 

an exposition of the term ‘‘peaceful 
picketing,” and described the masterly 
plans made by the Secretary for War 
for picketing the appi'oaches to both 
Houses ; and the meeting dispersed 
after passing a number of resolutions. 

When questioned in the Commons on 
the strike, the Prime Minister took a 
strong line. The King’s Government 
must be carried on, and carried on it 
would be. These men had abandoned 
work without giving the statutory 
notice, and he was confident that the 
House would support him in every step 
he took, however drastic, to uphold the 
sanctity of contracts and the continuity 
of administration. It was his intention 
at once to demand from the strikers 
their seals of ofifice. Pie asked for a 
vote of confidence. This ’was accorded 
by an overwhelming majority, wdiich 
included a considerable number of Mem- 
bers who conceived themselves to be 
pre-eminently fitted to hold high of&ce 
with distinction. It was pointed out 
by a Communist that many of the 
strikers had been earning about one 
hundred pounds a week, a sum appre- 
ciably in excess of the standard rate in 
other semi-skilled trades. 

To the Prime Minister’s demand for 
their resignations the strikers returned 
a curt refusal. The peaceful picketing 
continued. It was quietly effective, and, 
after two Under-Secretaries had met 
with serious accidents, the other black- 
legs willingly rejoined their comrades. 
The deadlock was complete. 

A further discussion in the Commons 
on July 1st disclosed a change of temper. 
It appeared that no Member of the 
House had received his quarterly salary 
cheque, owing ' to the action of the 
Paymaster-General in declining to sign 
the necessary documents. Sympathy 
for the strikers marked every speech. 
The Prime Minister wound up the de- 
bate by bowing gracefully to the unmis- 
takable sense of the honourable House. 
He asserted in the most unequivocal 
fashion that the Edng’s Government 
must be carried on, and carried on it 
would be. After all, when dispassion- 
ately considered, the point at issue was 
merely a matter of detail, he might 
say trivial detail, regarding wages and 
hours. There was no question of prin- 
ciple involved. He would immediately 
take steps to adjust such small differ- 
ences^ as had militated against a settle- 
ment. 

The same evening he waited upon the 
Executive of the N.A.C.M.O'.P.O.H.U. 
and negotiated with them. Their reply 
was, “ All or nothing.” With states- 
manlike promptitude he said, “AH.” 
A ballot of the men was then taken, and 
within three days Ministers and other 
holders of offioe were back work. 

THE PROFESSOR IN THE NURSERY. 

[Dr. James Glovek, lecturing on recent 
advances in tlie relations of Psycho-Analysis 
to Education on January 8 th, declared that 
“many cases of clumsiness, inability to play- 
certain games or learn certain lessons, slack- 
ness and lack of interest, were, after analysis, 
follo'wed by satisfactory talent in the direction 
originally blocked by ah inhibition. The result 
of new' researches into the hidden mental life 
of the child, and the emphasis now laid on 
what happened in its earliest y^ears, w’ould 
reverse the prevailing opinion that the teach- 
ing of young children was the least important 
stage of the educational process, and could be 
safely delegated to poorly-paid or badly- 
trained people . They now knew that a nursery- 
maid could do more harm in ten minutes than 
a professor could remedy in ten years.”] 

How oft;, alas ! are chikihooers years, 

In spite of our repeated Gave, 

Marred by the terrors and the tears 
Caused by an ill-conditioiied slavey, 
Ten minutes of whose baleful sway 

May spread more heresies and fallacies 
Than a whole cycle of Cathay 

Or psychical analysis. 

But now, thanks be ! no longer shocked 
By terrifying superstitions, 

No longer thwarted, barred and l)locked 
By deleterious inliibitions, 

Emerging from malarious mists, • 

The coming race will ** jump to glory,” 
Freed by the psycho-analysts 

And Mistress Montessoui. 

Henceforth, securely guaranteed 

Against parental interference, 

The nurse-professor will proceed 

To make a wholesale mental cloaraiico 
Of all the lumber that repressed 

The soul of the Victorian hhnbo, 

And hurl it to its final rest 

In dark Oblivion’s lirnlx). 

Professors now will push the pram, 
Infuse the medicinal ladle 

With just apportionment of jam. 

And breathe “ suggestions ” o’or the 
cradle, 

Striving intently to “ release 
Potentialities ” humanely 

Till swan-like grace appears in geese, 
And “ morons ” reason sanely. 

It follows as the day the night 

That we must open wide our purges 
And very handsomely reqmte 

The skiff of professorial nurses ; 

But oh ! such outlay is not lost, 

For think of the immense reduction 

In the (at present) heavy'- cost 

Of subsequent instruction 1 

The Coming Child, unchecked, un- 
whipped, 

Strong, self-expressive, self-reliant, 
For all emergencies- e(|uipped, 

Will leave his nursery like a giant : 
And those who teach him in his school 
Or later academic stages, 

So light their task, will, as a rule, 
Beceive a nursemaid’s wages. 
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REUNION DINNERS. 

The geeat point about Reunion Dinnees is that they give you a whole jolly evening in which to heet and exchange 

NEWS with all YOUE DEAE OLD FEIENDS, "SVITHOUT INTEEEUPTION— 



EXCEPTING ONLY THE BEIEP SPACE 
BETWEEN 7.15 AND 8.45, OCCUPIED BY 
THE DINNEE ITSELP, FOR WHICH YOU 
HAPPEN TO FIND YOURSELF BETWEEN 
TWO TOTAL STRANGERS— 


A SHORT INTERVAL BETWEEN 8.45 
AND 9 5, WHILE TI B CHAIRMAN TALKS 
ABOUT THE DEAR OLD GUESTS — 


AN INTERREGNUM BETWEEN 
9.5 AND 9.20, WHILE Mr, 
Somebody sings a dear old 
SONG— 



A PAUSE BETWEEN 9.20 AND 10.0, 
WHILE Admiral Something talks 

about THE DEAR OLD ITAVY— 


another BETWEEN 10.0 AND 10.40, 
WHILE General Something Else 
TALKS ABOUT THE DEAR OLD AEMY— 


AND A SMALL ONE BETWEEN 10.40 
AND 11.0, WHILE Air Bear-Harshal 
Someone talks about the dear old 
Air Force— 



A BREAK BETWEEN 11.0 AND 11.15, 
WHILE Mr. Anybody entertains 

YOU AT THE DEAR OLD PIANO— 



A SHORT SPELL OF SILENCE BETWEEN 
11.15 AND 11.45, WHILE THE ET. HON. 
Anyone talks about the dear old 
Government — 



A BRIE^ RESPITE BETWEEN 
11.45 AND 12.45, WHILE SEVERAL 
GENTLEMEN — 



TALK ABOUT THEIR DEAR OLD 
SELVES— 


A BREATHING SPACE BETWEEN 12.45 
and 1.0 O’CLOCK, WHILE YOU ALL 
SING ABOUT THE DEAR “ OLD LaNG 

Syne ”— 



AND A FINAL MOVEMENT BETWEEN 1.0 
O’CLOCK AND 1,10 A.M., WHILE YOU ALL 
HURRY INTO YOUR DEAR OLD COATS AND 
I’USH OFF TO YOUR DEAR OLD HOMES. 
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THE MAN IN THE 

VIII. — ^Huns, Triangles, 
George, Etc. 


Hon. Member : Question ! ”) Then I that much, however, should be forgiven 
MOON, read, in a communication by Mr. Lloyd to a man who won the War, and that, 
Mr. Lloyd George to the Heaest newspapers in once a man has done that, lie is no 
America, that “ the Western skies are longer required to behave like a reason- 


Into the full circumstances of the already black with the flight of Capital able being. I will therefore pass on, 
Man in the Moon’s triumphant return seeking safety beyond the Atlantic, observing only that we have nothin 
to the present Parliament I am not The fright is real There has been quite like this in the Moon. [Sai- 
at the moment at liberty to go. Some nothing like it since horror filled the castie cheers.) Now, Sir, wliat is the 
day possibly the veil may be raised — streets of Eome at the approach of situation ? 

indeed there are those, I understand, Attila.” {Ironical cheers.) Mr. Pinole : It is a banana. (Lavgk- 

who are straining every nerve to raise Here again I am in a difficulty, ter.) 

the veil; but no one is likely to pay Attila, I am told, was the King of the ’ The Man in the Moon: I can ex- 
much attention to the spiteful recrim- Huns. And your principal enemy press it in a sentence. Tlie Prime 
inations of an unsuccessful can- j ^ i Minister, more tinned asrainst 


didate, whether they take the 
form of Petitions, suits for libel, 
or downright prosecutions for 
corrupt practices — aU of which 
are said to be pending. I speak 
therefore, or do not speak, sub 
judice and without prejudice ; | 
' we at any rate are ready to let 
bygones be bygones. 

At the moment my friend is 
devoting all his energies to the 
preparation of his speech on 
the Address. It is not likely 
that he will be allowed to de- 
liver this speech. And even 
if he is it is not likely to reach : 
the public. The Doped Capi- 
talist Press will suppress it; 
the Pure Socialist Press will 
not report it. He has, how- 
ever, practised it on me so fre- 
quently, and I have assisted 
with such realisticinteiTuptions 
and Parliamentary ‘ ^ sallies ’ ’ 
(based on examples in old 
Hansards,Mid designed to give 
the speaker confidence) that 
it has for me now the reality 
of an oft-repeated dream, and 
I think it should not be lost to 
the world. This was how it 
ran at the last rehearsal : — 

The Man in the Moon : Mr. 
Speaker, Sir, I am sure that 
this Honourable House will 
grant me the traditional indul- 
gence accorded to those who 
through no fault of then owm - 
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‘‘CURIOSITIES OP LITERATURE.” 
The Mercurial Squire. 


Mr. Pinole : It is a banana. (Lavgh- 
ter.) 

The Man in the Moon : I can ex- 
press it in a sentence. Tlie Prime 
Minister, more tinned against 
than tinning {S'U])ercilious 
cheers) f has been returned to 
power with a clear majority 
for Protection. {Uproar. *Ht*s 
Sit down!"' *^Boot- 
\ face.r^ Oyster ^^What 
about South Waltham, stoiu ? ” 
and other Paoiiamentary ex- 
\ pressims.) I say that deliber- 
V \ ately. {Bcnetved uimoav.) The 
'u j Conservative Party is the lavg- 
j / est party in the State. {More 
/ / uproar, and an Hon. Member, 

Utterly, Triangles.”) I will 
^ deal with that interruption. 
During theEleetion Mr. Lloyd 
George and others had a good 
deal to say wdth regard to tri- 
angular contests and the ad- 
vantage accruing therefrom to 
the Conservative Party, {Iron- 
ical jeers.) I observe that, 
with the single exception of the 
\ Honourable Member \vlio was 
\ so ill-advised as to make that 
/ interruption, tliey now preserve 
/ a cautious reticence upon tho 
y-;' subject. 

An Hon. Member (exnlosi re- 
ly): Hal 

The Man in the Moon : For 
w'hat are the facts ? 

^ - Mr. Pinole: They are a 

banana. 

The Man in the Moon : It 
’S true that in some 202 (singlo- 
j seat) constituencies a Member 
1 was returned by a minority of 


late w was the King the votes polled, and ohLse^^^ 
abi^e to speak. (C/teejs.) 1 of the Hup. And that Hun from Conservatives, 69 Socialists, and 44 


able to speak. {Cheers.) 

^ I am told, Sir, that in these days of ac- 


I am told, bir, that in these days of ac- whom Capital is seeking safety in this Liberals (General cheers ) But sincA 
faonyounoWrsetmuchstorebymere precipitate manner-Attila Ilt-is a thesTfigures S in 2ch%as^^^ 

TOids, and in this House, at any rate, Scottish schoolmaster named Eamsax one-thirdof the total number returned 
the first essential of an oration IS that Macdonald. {Up-oar.) And among for the respective do not ^ 

LneSthea1filMp?S«* followers of this Hun are many that any substantial advantage or injus- i 

S ^-r feUo^.-citizens who tice has faUen to any one of them, {au i 

^ army against Attila II. Eon. Member : “’Vide.") And ^hL T 


S ^-r y®"^’ feUo^.-citizens who tice has faUen to any one of them, {au 

/lOM.) m. bPEAKBE Sn I shall not fought m your army against Attila II. Eooi. Member ■ ‘"Vide "» And when T 
taointyou. AndthisisnotmyoMy You wiU pardon my inexperience, but obseiwe tSthe MembL wKo am^^^ 

unprecedented gravity; but I am told word for the Hbaest Press, for ma?y tli Mr. MAs^EMAN mie Viem of ! 
at this has Iiappened before. (An years the arch-enemy of this country; Manchester), Mr. Philip LowmENy M?! i 


I'CfQ 
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Genial Ventrilog ^ uisUCoitjurer . “Now is there any special trick you would like me to do, children?” 

Little Willie , “ Oh, please could you make a white rabbit come out op your mouth, without moving your lips, and pee 
:end it game prom Auntie’s?” 


Prank Hodges, Miss Bondfield, Miss 
Susan Lawrence and others, I marvel 
still more at the temerity of the Honour- 
able Member who interjected the word 
“Triangles!’* (Mr. Pingle : “Bana- 
nas.”) 

Since, however, the subject has been 
raised, I am sure that he would wish 
me to pursue it to its conclusion. 
(VenomoiLS cheers.) I note with par-, 
ticular interest the case of the unfor- 
tunate city of Cardiff, which returned 
one minority Conservative (Central), 
one minority Liberal (East) and one 
minority Socialist (South). Each sec- 
tion of this unhappy city, therefore, by 
Liberal arithmetic, has disfranchised it- 
self. But when I add up the total votes 
polled in that city I find the following re- 
sult: Conservative, 25,247; Socialist, 
24,274; Liberal, 21,933; so that Cardiff, 
as a whole, seems to have spoken with 
no uncertain voice after all. {Cheers, 
some ironical, some not.) And that, Sir, 
throughout the country is, I venture to 
assert, the whole truth about triangles. 

An Hon. Member: That’s the stuff 
to give ’em. (Uproar.) 

The Man in the Moon: I return, 
therefore, to my original contention. 


that the Conservative Party is the 
most powerful in the State. Its near- 
est competitor — ^indeed its only serious 
competitor (Upnvar) — is the Labour 
Party, which is Protectionist to a man. 
(Beneweduproar. ‘‘No ! ” “Yes /” “No r 
“ Yes I ” a7id Mr. Pingljb, “ Yes, we ham 
no bananas.'') Speaking as an indepen- 
dent observer, I repeat that it appears to 
me that the bulk of the supporters of that 
Party are ringed about, from the cradle 
to the grave, by a Protectionist system a 
thousand times more rigid and drastic 
than anything that the Prime Minister 
proposes or other countries have yet put 
into practice. (“No I ”) Yes, Sir, from 
the cradle to the grave. (Cheers.) And 
it is that Protection which makes the 
new Protection imperative, as I see it, 
and as the Labom: Party will very soon 
see it. Por the more successful they 
are in furthering their own species of 
Protection the more surely wiU they 
be driven to adopt the other. There 
may be many admirable arguments for 
Nationalisation, or for this or that 
Socialist nostrum, but it is very certain 
that no Free Trade country could sur- 
vive them for a week. (Uproar.) 

Very well then. That is the situa- 


tion which the Labour Party will be 
forced to face so soon as they are in a 
position to erect the principal structures 
in the Utopian City which they have 
promised us so long. So far they have 
ingeniously managed to evade that 
issue, sliding away on a series of charm- 
ing polysyllabic generalisations con- 
cerning Capitalism and Nationalisation 
and so forth, which I for one do not 
begrudge them. (Uproar) But, Sir, 
is there any reason why they should be 
allowed to evade that issue any longer? 
(Cheers.) 

What is this talk of Conservatives 
“ dropping Protection ” ? Because, for- 
sooth, it does the Party no good. But, 
Sir, constant dropping will damage the 
stoutest pitcher and suggest at last a 
certain doubt as to the tenacity of 
the holder. (“Ha!") Indeed, if the Con- 
servative Party is never to put forward a 
constructive programme because of the 
^fSculty, serious, I admit, of prevent- 
ing a certain sort of Liberal from telling 
lies about it, then, Sir, the burning en- 
thusiasm with which I supported that 
Party at the recent Election will cool, 
I fear, to a merely tepid goodwill. (“ Oh ! 
Oh I”) I have always understood that 
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: we non-party men were to be despised 
: for kek of principle ; but it now appears, ! 
: on th-e authority of the warmest parti- 
; sans, that adhesion to principle or, at 
any rate, programme, is only admirable 
so long as it is accompanied by the 
enjoyment of Office, (“ri/z ! ”) 

No, Sir, if Protection, the panacea of 
November, is to be throwm on the dust- 
bin in January (Derisive cheers), I for 
one shall be tempted to transfer such 
allegiance as I shall ever owe to any 
particular Party to the Labour Party, 
who, with all their little childishnesses, 
i are very often right, like other children, 

; and at least remain loyally attached 
to all their patent remedies, however 
unpopular, ( Up'oa r) 

Besides, Sir, since Protection must 
inevitably come {Upivar) I should like 
to see the Conservative Party get the 
credit for it, instead of being in Oppo- 
sition when the Labour Party introduce 
it in about two years' time. (Uproar.) 
I repeat, Sir, without fear of contradic- 
tion (Uproar), that there is at this mo- 
ment a clear majority for Protection in 
this House, and I for one regret that no 
such proposals are foreshadowed in the 
Gracious Speech from the Throne. 

[A riot. The sitting suspended. 

' A. P. H. 


THE PLUS-FOUR JUMPER. 

The jazz jumper is a hard thing to 
bear, especially when it luts a quiet 
household suddenly, as it hit mine. I 
mean, for eight years Angela had realised 
that the proper function of a wife is to 
fade quietly into the background — ^to 
blend with her environment as it w’ere. 
Then all of a sudden came a change, 
and Solomon in all his gloiy was not 
arrayed like Angela. Not a bit like her. 

All over her top half-squares and 
crosses and half-circles and rhomboids 
and blobs crawled and twisted and inter- 
twined in intricate confusion, dazzling 
devastating colours and Shetland floss 
wool. Prom a domestic ray of sunshine 
(her normal condition) Angela blossomed 
suddenly into a bewildering compromise 
between a flash of forked lightning, an 
Oriental sunset and a fire in an oil fac- 
tory. But I bore it ; I even contrived 
to simulate a sort of equanimity. I sup- 
pose I am a bit of a Stoic really, though 
I don't make much fuss about it. 

But now the second and worst phase 
of the disease has succeeded the first. 
Prom wearing jazz jumpers Angela has 
proceeded to the making of them. As 
I sit quietly writing at my desk, neither 
doing nor thinking any harm to anyone 


— in fact, scarcely thinking at all- 
Angela sits by the'firo and knits at mo. 
That is the only way of putting it ; it 
is that aggressive sort of knitting; there 
is a veiled threat in every stitch. 

All this is bad enough, of course, hut 
there is wwse to follow, for Angola is 
knitting the darned thing for mo! It 
is a complicated story and I might as 
\vell lei you into tlie secret of the sor- 
did domestic details from ilie very he- 
ginning. 

It all began wdth a pair of plus fours. 
Now^ I like plus fours. Tltey always 
look so jolly up-stage and coirntry-liouso 
and that sort of thing, and ever since the 
War I have been hankering after a pair. 
But you wdll realise that it is a step 
which needs courage, and so up to this 
week I have just hankered. 

Angela regards the ^Yhole plus-four 
question from a different point of view, 
and from the first hint of a hanker she 
put her foot down. There was nothing 
nice about the way she did it either, 
nothing delicate, nothing considerate, 
nothing-- — But after all she is An- 
gela, and if she did suggest that a pair 
I of minus twenty-fours would more ado- 
; quately represent my golf handicap I 
must remember that eight years ago I 
took her for better for worse. But I was 
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wearing a liighly decorative pair of rid- 
ing breeches and field boots and spurs 
and swords and things in those days. 
If I had been wearing plus foru's, per- 
haps But it ’s too late now. 

Anyhow you can see that ever since 
I first began to toy with the thought of 
j)lus fours all the potentialities of pain- 
ful domestic strife have been present. 

This week things came to a head. I 
admit that I supplied the actual casus 
belli, but I did it rather as a reply in 
kind to Angela's jazz jumper than as a 
piece of gratuitous bravado. I felt that 
it was the only really effective gesture 
left to me. Besides, my tailor assured 
me that I had just the figure for them. 

After one hurried and horrified glance 
at my lower limbs Angela took the situa- 
tion calmly and began to talk of some- 
thing else. All through breakfast we 
were extremely casual and non-commit- 
tal. We touched lightly, even wittily, 
on a dozen different topics, but under 
the light mask of indifference we were 
nerving ourselves for the conflict. At 
any rate I know I was ; Angela has got 
nerve enough for anything. 

s;: 5!! i!s i]t 

It was not until this afternoon that 
Angela broke cover, and she did it in an 
unexpected direction. I was sitting in 
, my study lost in contemplation when 
' she came in ; I was contemplating the 
cunning little tassels which decorated 
■ my stockings. But Angela appeared 
not to notice them. She went straight 
across to her accustomed seat by the 
fire. 

• ‘‘ Hallo," I said, rousing myself from 

my work for a moment to take an in- 
' terest in my family. 

Angela made no reply, and I was on 
the alert at once. I dropped the hearty 
husband and became in a flash the wily 
scout in enemy territory. I stole a look 
at her out of the corner of my eye, and 
suddenly I sat up with a start of horror. 
In hideous contrast with the jazz jumper 
which she was wearing Angela was 
holding an armful of skeins of vividly 
coloured wool. They seemed to be 
yelling at me, at one another, at the 
universe ; I mean that was the general 
effect. 

‘‘ I hope you like the colours," she 
said in that dangerous dreamy sort of 
voice which she reserves ior these occa- 
sions. “ Anyhow, I 'm sure they will 
, suit you." 

■' “lie?" I said. 

“Of course," said Angela. “I'm 
going to knit them nto one of those 
jolly jumpers for you to wear with your 
nice new suit." 

“ Angela, I couldn't possibly—; — " I 
began, and then I stopped. The hideous 
- significance of the thing was beginning 
to dawn on me. 



SQUIRREL NUTKIiM. 

Huntsman [arriving at Holloa), “Wheeb did he go, boy?*’ 

Boy, “’Twebe only a little *un, Misteb, and he buistned up yon tbee.” 


“Why?" I asked lamely. 

“ I thought it would just finish the 
whole thing off*,'’ said Angela, dimpling 
demurely. “ Of course they 're all the 
rage now, and" (with the merest flicker 
of an eyelid towards my crossed ex- 
tremities) “I thought that perhaps, if I 
made the pattern Mg enough and bright 
enough, then the — er — other part might 
not be quite so noticeable." 

>Jc JlJ 

Well, you see the diabolic cunning 
of it now, of course. I shall never dare 
to wear it, but when Angela has been 
so sweet as to make it for me I shall 
never dare, after it is finished, to ap- 
pear in my plus fours without it. 

- L. DU G. 

Cur Erudite Contemporaries. 

“ St. Paul wrote : * If any man will not 
work neithei let him eat.’ ‘ Mais nous Avons ; 
change Aout cela 1**0 Tempora, 0 Mores I ” 
Provincial Pa^er. 


Ifews from the Oldest Inhahitants.” 

** At Bayonne, also, fishing vessels were in 
some oases blown completely over in the river. 

Residents say that the storm was the worst 
experienced for 200 years.” — Welsh Paper, 


Commercial Modesty. 

Extract from a business letter : — 
“Before placing your orders in the usual 
channel for the coming term, we should like 
you to be thoroughly convinced that our ser- 
vices can be dispensed with advantageously.” 


“Two Hundred Gross Limpet Bachelor 
Button Outfits; clearing line.” 

Advt. in Provincial Paper. 

Even a limpet bachelor should be 
cleared in leap year. 

“ Nearly all the vague maladies from which 
we all occasionally sufier would be avoided if 
we were carefully ‘ run over * by a clever medi- 
cal man.” — Birmingham Paper, 

When a clever doctor runs over us in 
his car we hate his cleverness. 
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EASTWARD HO! 

V.— Old Magio. 

(India after Leave) 

When Minikoi’goes down the wake 
With the sinking sun, 

And the stars of the South their stations 
take — • 

Cross, Peacock, .Scorpion, - 
There will speak a new- voice stealthily 
Out of the East and the darkling seai 
Saying^, “ Come home, dear son.” 

-The exile gazes into the West . j 

Where t^henlow sun sets r 
His thoughts go forth like hounds at 
quest, - ' ‘ . 

His sad heart sorrows and frets ; 

But the new voice speaks him chal- 
lenging, 

Soft and swift as 41 * seabird's wdhg — 

“ Must it be all regrets ? ” 

The exile turns to the sunset blaze 
And the painted seas ; 

But, vague as the skyline's shifting 
haze, 

Light as the tropic breeze, 

The new voice calls for the heart to; 
hear — 

“ Mourner of memories fond and dear, ! 
, Have not I also these ? 


“What of the mornings I have shown, 
And the pearling dew, 

And the white clouds curtseying round 
the throne 

Where high in the crystal blue 
Upstood my hills of adamant, 

Lit by the red sun’s earliest slant 
And the white moon’s residue ? 

“ What of my evenings draped with mist 
In the level light, 

.Village and temple sunset-kissed, 
Eose-tinted, goid-bedight, * 

’When a spell was laid on the firmament 
And the sun vrent down in a sweet, 
content 

And the day marched with the night? ' 

“ What of the jungle days and nights, 
And the gentle drove | 

Of the forest friends, and the dear ' 
delights 

Of some sweet-scented grove 
Where the idle hours were murmurous 
With voices whispering, ‘ Bide with us, 
For here is treasure- trove ’ ? 

“ Forgotten all ? — with the charmer’s 
net 

And the lure I threw, 

With the song I sang and the stage I 
set 

And the garden of ease I grew? 


Nay, you have knowm my loveliness, 
You shall turn again to my caress, 

As long-lost lovers do. 

“ Lo, I had living magic of yore 
That is not dead ; 

Out of my never-emptying storo 
Around your ’wiiderod head 
I shall weave the old spells cunningly ; 
Again, again you shall walk with me— 
Enchanted, pixie-lod.” H, B. 

A Misfit. 

Prom a report of the Labour “ Victon’' 
Celebration ” at tlie' Albert Hall : — 
“After the principal apeochcs, thoh}Tinn ‘ Give 
us peace in our time, 0 Lord " was sung and a 
collection for the fighting fund of the party 
’was taken .” — Daily 


“Sussex Bownsmen” 

l\roVE:\rENT TO PRESERVE THEIR BKAUTV.” 

. . , Daily Paper. 

Quite rig] it. It is an extraordinarily 
handsome type. 

Prince at a Palmist ^s. 

Prince George paid a visit to the Pun Fair 
at Olympia last night. 

Beyond having his head read, however, ho 
did not patronise any of the side shows.” 

Provincial Paper. 

We suppose the phrenologist was too 
busy reading people’s hands. 
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creocMrvtr DADtiMvncrM-r couldnotseeMissJEwsoN) with nothing Capital Levy on which he has been 

EoociMOc Or PARLiAm tIMT, at all! The moral is obvious — ^nohats, enlightening the American public in 
Tuesday, January 8th . — ^It was a no revolution. the Hearst Press, 

cheerful crowd that thpnged the Ilouse The Liberals may or may not be Presently Black Pod appeared to 
of Commons for the informal opening prepared to put Labour in office, but summon the Commons to hear the 
of the fourth Parliament of King they are not prepared to give up their Commission read.” As the Prime 
George V. Even the Conservatives claim to a share of the Eront Opposition Minister and Mr. Macdonald started 
did not seem unduly cast down by their Bench. Sir John Simon early took off to head the procession, a Labour 
ranks being some ninety short of the up a strategic position opposite the Member called out, ‘‘Shake hands with 
number that faced the Speaker last Box, and was presently joined by Generali him 1 ” — a suggestion which the two 
November ; and Com- protagonists, like boxers 


November ; and Com- 
mander Eyres-Monsell 
(now a Privy Councillor) 
preserved his customary 
cheerfulness as he reck- 
oned up his forces, and 
did not wear a “give me 
back my legions” look. 

To be a Party once 
again, instead of a couple 
of mutually destructive 
sections, reconciled the 
Liberals to their continued 
inferiority to Labour ; 
while Labour itself was 
so jubilant at the pros- 
pect of getting into office 
that it did not stop to 
consider that even now 
it forms less than a third 
of tlie whole House. 

There was no echo in 
the House of those pro- 
phecies of EedEevolution 









A PBELIMINABY HANTDSHAKE. 

]Mr. Stanley Baldwin and Mb, Ramsay IMacdonald. 


before a great fight, sport- 
ingly adopted. 

On the return from the 
Lords the Clerk oe the 
House pointed to Sir 
/ Ellis Hume-Williams, ' 
^ who moved the election of • 
Mr. Whitley as Speaker 
in a speech which w'as 
^ compiendably brief and 
^ not without humour — 
as wrhen he mentioned 
among Mr. Whitley’s 
statesmanlike qualities 
the fact that he invari- 
g ably smoked a pipe. Mr. 
J. O’Geady, in second- 
ing, recalled for the bene- 
^ fit of new Members an 
^ occasion when, presum- 
ing on Mr. Whitley’s 
invariable kindliness, he 
had encountered the 


that have filled the Punk Press. I take Seely and Captain Guest (the new^ sterner side of his character and come , 
it as a good omen that the first of the House is haunted by revenants — Mr. off* second best. 

uewdy-eiected to arrive at St. Stephen’s Masterman is another),* and later by Pollowing upon a not very fortunate 
this morning (somewhere about 3 a.m.) Mr. Lloyd George, who, strange to precedent set % the late Mr. Ginnell 
w^as Dr. Spero, the Liberal representa- say, in all his thmty-four years of on the occasion of one of Mr, Speaker 
tive of Stoke Newington. The new Parliamentary life has never sat there Lowtheb’s re-elections, Colonel John 
Parliament might very vrell take for its before. His conversation with Mr. Ward thought it necessary to make a 
motto Spero meliora. Eamsay Macdonald was apparently protest on behalf of the private Member 

The intimate connection between hats amiable, and did not therefore (I infer) against the modern practice by wffiich 
and revolution has often been observed, concern the flight of capital from the the Chair relies upon the Whips’ lists 


Here again the omens are pro- 
pitious. In the last Parliament, 
ii will be remembered, there 
was a friendly rivalry between 
the three women-Members as 
to the headgear they should 
adopt, Lady Astor preferring 
the toque, Mrs. Hilton Philip- 
SON the cloche and Mrs. WiN- 
TRiNGHAM just an Ordinary 
“hat.” Now the new House 
is blessed by the presence of 
three women-Members of the 
Labour persuasion. What a 
chance for them to differenti- 
ate themselves from the others 
and at the same time to express 
the aspirations of their party 
by adopting some daring in- 
novation — say the bonnet rouge 
from Paris or the fess from An- 
gora ! And how, think you, 
were their heads adorned ? 
Why, in the case of Miss Bond- 
field and Miss Lawrence (T 








TPIE LIGHT THAT WAS PUT OUT. 

Me. Speaker Whitley and Colonel John Ward. 


of those who desire to take part 
in a debate, instead of allowing 
everyone an equal chance of 
catching the Speaker’s eye. 

In placing himself at the’ dis- ; 
posal of the House Mr. Whit- 
ley showed no trace of the 
nervousness that marked liis 
utterance at his first election, 
and was particularly happy in 
dealing wdth Colonel Ward’s 
grievance. 

Old Members also enjoyed 
his humorous allusions to the 
disappearance of Sir Preder- 
ICK Banbury, with his ruthless 
and effective hostility to the 
passage of the sort of Bills that 
keeps the House sitting on 
Pridays. I dare say he would . 
have been even funnier on this 
topic had he known that, al- 
most at that moment, the 
Gr^t Obstructor was threat- 
ening, in certain eventualities, 
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WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

IV.— Puppy and I. 

I MET a Man as I T\'enfc walldng ; 

We got talking, 

Man and I. 

‘‘ Where are yon going to, Man ? ’’ I said. 
^ (I said to the Man as he went by.) 

■ Down to the \illage to get some bread. 
Will you come with me ? ” “ No, not I.” 

I met a Horse as I went walking ; 

We got talking, 

Horse and I. 

Where are yon going to, Horse, to-day? ” 
(I said to the Horse as he w^ent by.) 
Down to the vHlage to get some hay. 
Will you come nith me ? ” “No, not I.” 

I met a Woman as I went walking ; 

We got talking, 

Woman and L 

“Where are yon going to, Woman, so 
early?” 

(I said to the W'oman as she went'bs^) 
“ Down to the village to get some barley. 
Will you come nith me ? ” “No, not I.” 

I met four Eabbits as I went walking ; 
We got talking, 

Eabbits and I. 

“ IVhere are you going in your brown fur 
coats ? ” 

(I said to the Babbits as they went by.) 
“ Do^m to the village to get some oats. 
Will you come uith us ? ” “ No, not I.” 

I met a Puppy as I went W’alking ; 

We got talking. 

Puppy and I. 

“Where are you going this nice fine 
day?’* 

(I said to the Puppy as he went by.) 

“ Up m the hills to roll and play.” 

“J’ZZ come with you, Puppy!” said I. 

A. A. M. 


1 m 
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OUR VILLAGE CHESS CLUB. 

Zealous Omo'^mxt “ ’Eeb, doan’t ’b leak boeward zo much, gappee. Ye moioht be movin’ all zoaets o’ things bb’oino 

THAT BEARD O’ YOUEN.” 


lowing are the details of this historic 
battle of words : — 

“Knib loosed a couple of Greek quo- 
tations, which staggered the Prattler for 
a moment, but the latter evoked loud 
cheers and cries of ‘Well scribbled 1 ’ 
by launching an upper-cutting rejoinder 
consisting of a technical report of the 
Medical Conference, which landed fairly 
onhis opponent’s right ear and appeared 
to daze him. At this stage he seemed 
to be sufifering from a touch of writer’s 
cramp and sparred gently for time. 
Knib then scored by sending over a brace 
of Ghesteeton paradoxes and a flaming 
jab of Jack Jones invective. Then for 
a period there was a languid interchange 
of Wilde epigrams, but with no appar- 
ent advantage to either contestant. 

“During the interval the Prattler re- 
freshed himself with a few stanzas of 
Omar while his seconds wiped his inky 
fingers with a sponge. Khib seemed 
the more distressed of the two, and 
feebly waved away a second who com- 
menced to "read a‘ Shavian preface to 
him. 

‘ “The Prattler seized his pen at the 
stroke of the gong, jabbed the paper 
viciously for thirty minutes and, to the 
delight of his supporters, produced a 


column of Lovat Fbaser which fairly 
bristled with dangerous italics. Knib 
retaliated with an awkward slab of 
nine, which his opponent only avoided 
by clever work , with his feet. Knib 
seemed full of life at this juncture and 
rattled the Fleet Street man with a 
jarring succession of Dean Inge para- 
graphs. He follovred up this advan- 
tage with an original sonnet, but was 
cautioned by the referee for ending a 
sentence with a preposition. Pugsby 
countered heavily with a rare poem by 
Dr. Bbidges, but Knib then drew sweat 
by a series of two-handed punches on 
his typewriter in his best style of orig- 
inal satire, quoting three X-Eay special- 
ists and a bonesetter. 

“The Prattler replied hotly with the 
prospectus of his aluminium factory and 
a detailed list of his mascots. To criti- 
cal observers, however, it was apparent 
that he was weakening. He split two 
infinitives in succession, and at times 
his handwriting was shaky. There were 
loud demands from the audience that his 
seconds should throw in the blotting- 
pad, but the game boxer shook his head 
and took a firmer grip of his fountain- 
pen. 

“The Knib was now full of beans and 


scored three dots on the oyo of his op- 
ponent with a sjjasm of H. G. Wells. 
It was plain that the end was not far 
off. The Prattler, who was now wearing 
a wet towel on his bi'ow, was stumbling 
over a Bedtime Story when the Knib 
flashed across with a sharp Sitwell, 
which shook his opponent severely. 
Flushed with success, he then sent 
across a staggering quotation from 
Henry James, and, before the Prattler 
could rally, his opponent was on him 
with a knock-out treatise on Pragma- 
tism. The Prattler found the mat and 
took the count. 

“ After receiving the congratulations 
of his supporters, Knib, who appeared 
as fresh as ever, sat down and dictated i 
his ‘ How I Won ’ article, which wuli 
be found on pages 8, 12 and 16.” 

“Lord Curzon, the Poreign Minister, will 
celebrate his sixty-fifth birthday on Friday by 
entertaining the officials and messengers of 
the Poreign Office to dinner at the Cheshire 
Cheese, in Fleet Street, which their contem- 
poraries [si&j frequented in the latter part of 
the eighteenth century.” — T^aihj Fa^cr. 

How his Lordship will enjoy his 
veteran guests’ reminiscences of the 
days “ when George in pudding-time 
came in ” ! 
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THE LAMBS AND THE ANGLER. 

While the year is sleeping yet, 

Ere a bud beguiles tlie sallow, 

And the badger in his sett 
Dozes on his Autumn tallow ; 
Though the morn is shrewd and surly. 
Hark 1 I hear, a-nigh their dams, 

In the cotes the little early 
January lambs. 

And I say the watch is done 
(Very nearly done) this minute ; 
Spring, I venture, has begun — 

Here ’s a fold and lambs are in it ; 
Lamhs ! What though the sky ’s still 
arching 

Glumly o’er a world of stone, 

Surely Winter ’s beat and marching ? 
Lambs are April’s own. 

Surely grass must soon grow green ? 
Don’t those whickering maas declare 
it? 

And a martin might be seen 
Very shortly now — I swear it ; 
Swiftly are the moments ticking, 

Soon ’s a time of meads and rills, 
Soon will Proserpine run picking 
Upland daffodils. 

Have you seen your rods of late ? 

Better put ’em up and try ’em. 

Flies ? I ’d not procrastinate, 

Better hurry up and buy ’em. 
Gracious, here ’s a pulse unsteady ! 

Better write at once to Town 
Or he ’ll hatch before you ’re ready — 
He, the first March Brown. 

1$ the season sleeping yet ? 

Ne’er a nesting daw doth chatter ; 
But here ’s pulse with Spring a-fret, 
Here ’s a heart goes pitter-patter ; 
Things are pressing, tilings are urgent 
All at once since, next their dams, 

I have heard ’em, small, resurgent, 
January lambs. 

A FORWARD STRIDE IN SCIENCE. 

Bobbie and I are frigl it fully excited 
about it. 

We always used to wonder what they 
were for, and how they made them so 
sharp, and got them right in the middle ; 
and now it appears, from an advertise- 
ment I saw^ the other day, that they 
needn’t have been there at all. Bobbie 
saddens when lie thinks how many of 
his balloons liave died of them ; and I 
wonder how many new valves we might 
have bought with the pennies that have 
gone in replacements. 

Because when you bang a balloon up 
to the ceiling it ’s certain to hit one of 
them one day and go off with a pop or 
collapse reluctantly, like one of those 
expiring pigs. I gather that JenldnS; 
too is pleased about the idea of doing! 
without them, because they used to 
tear his duster, and a round smooth: 
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GUth Bore, ‘'Were you here when I told my yarn about the bottle-nosed 

SHARK ? ” 

Sufferer, “I was.” 

Club Bore, “You remember the sequel? ” 

Sufferer, “I do. I lost my train.” 


surface is much easier to clean. But, 
owing to the traditional dignity of his 
profession, the depth of his feelings is, 
of course, difficult to plumb. 

Anyway Bobbie and I are agreed that 
a great industrial advance has been 
achieved which will contribute enor- 
mously to the pleasures of the nursery ; 
and even if in our joy we are tempted to 
forget the sad case of balloon-makers, 


threatened with imminent ruin, we must 
try to comfort ourselves with the reflec- 
tion that no really efficient business man 
should be brought down by neglecting 
to foresee a discovery like this. 

The extraordinary thing, to my mind 
and Bobbie’s, is that it should have 
taken all these years for people to find 
out how to mal^ electric-bulbs without 
those funny little spikes at the top. 
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THE SECRET. 

Although not in tlie running for any 
of the prizes that await those who 
claim to enjoy political prescience, I 
have made a discovery such as might 
easily escape the observation of your 
statesman of genius, wherever he is, 
and provide its enunciator with a re- 
putation for far-sighted sagacity second 
to none. 

Let me tell you. 

But not just yet. 

I want first to have the plea- 
sure of saying a few words on 
another theme ; I want to sound 
the praises of those marvellous 
brothers known to the frequent- 
ers of the Cirque Medrano on 
Montmartre, in Paris, as Les 
Peatellini, the three clowns. 

What the names of thePnATEL- 
LiKi are I have no idea. I dis- 
tinguish them , when I visit their 
abode of mirth — as I did again 
the other day — not by name, 
but by appearance: the brisk 
and masterful one, with the 
clown’s classical white face, 
touched with black and red, and 
the stiff short hair, and the firm 
legs in white stocking ; the mild 
diffident one, with the eyeglass 
and the top-hat, who is rarely 
a match for the other and suf- 
fers accordingly ; and the dazed 
one,with the clothes stolenfrom 
a scarecrow, and long hair and 
a nose inflamed and enlarged 
by potations, who is often the 
dupe of both his brethren (al- 
though he has been known to 
laugh last), and who would be a 
millionaire if he could exchange 
for ha'pence all the kicks he has 
received from his kinsmen’s 
feet. How these glorious buf- 
foons fard themselves — make 
themselves up — ^you may read 
in the new issue of that aston- 
ishing medley of information, 
more interesting than any novel, 
the Agenda des Galeries Lafayette 
^our 1924i^ for there they confess. I 
don’t know which of the three held the 
pen, but he can turn a phrase no less 
neatly than a somersanlt : “ Dans sa 
loge, tout en grimant son visage, le 
clown se retrouve dans Tatmosphere 
du Cir<]^ue . . , En m6me temps que sa 
figure, il farde son ^me.” 

Well, the Peatellini, with their souls 
properly farded, are an irresistible in- 
stitution at the Medrano, and have been 
so ever since I can remember it. They 
never grow any older, never any less 
supple and gymnastic ; they never fail 
to keep the place in a roar ; they never 
scamp their work, and they never omit 


to keep in touch — ^for they are musicians 
too and play strange instruments of 
their own devising — with the latest 
tunes. Whatever else may be in the 
bill — and the Medrano likes sensations 
— -the turn of the Pratellini, about 
hatf-way through the second half, is 
the most eagerly awaited. 

These little circus farces, which sug- 
gest the spontaneity of a charade, are, 
I imagine, the result of very careful 
preparation and rehearsal. And since 



Mother (showing child her infant sister). “So, vou see, 
you’re not mother’s only little girl now.” 

“No; B— BUT I A.M 

VERY . - 


Child (observing its diminutive size). 
lY NEARLY , AREN’T I, MuMMY?” 


they so often involve a sequence of 
two similar calamities, they differ from 
ordinary dramatic sketches not only in 
being performed for the audience, but 
in a sense with the audience, for the 
audience is also in the plot. It first 
knows what is going to happen and 
then sees it happen, and its impact on 
the butt — a treble joy. These Peatel- 
LiNi dramas are in the nature of con- 
spiracies, and we aU take part. Every 
circus keeps clowns to do something of 
the kind, but none carries them off with 
such an air as these grotesque brothers 
or shows such fertility of comic invention. 

The other night that excellent motif 
for a knockabout drama again cropped 


up — the substitution of a real man for 
a puppet. We began with the first 
PEATELLI ^'0 receiving a gift from a dead 
uncle — a great mysterious casket. The 
second Peatellino at last ventured to 
open it, when up sprang a full-sized 
Jack-in-the-Box on springs and the 
approj)riate panic set in. Later, into 
an empty ring sauntered the dissipated 
one, with his nose like a lantern and all 
his rags a-flutter, and a bottle in liis 
hand. Lurching towards the casket 
he released the spring and 
received the shock of his life, 
which a thousand Parisians 
relished, and at least one Eng- 
lishman. Then, of course, how 
natural for him to take theplace 
of the Jack-in-the-Box, and on 
the return of his brothers give 
them the shock of their lives 
too ! The groundwork of all 
such elaborate jokes as these is, 
I suppose, the same, but the 
Pbatbllini elaborate them 
with iofinite fancy. How often 
have I started forth after dinner 
to witness tins and that more 
pretentious programme and 
finished up in their innocent 
nonsensical company ! 

The Pe.ati5)Llini 

‘‘But what,” you ask im- 
patiently, “is the wonderful 
political secret which you made 
all that fuss about at the be- 
ginning of this article *? ” Well, 
it is this. I have discoverecl 
that the real reason of any 
Prench soreness with England, 
such as one gets a hint of now 
and then in the Erench Press, 
has not, as most people have 
supposed, the least connection 
with Germany, or reparations, 
or Mr. Lloyd Geoeoe, or any- 
thing trivial like that, but was 
really caused by Mr. C. B. 
Cochran, the Ix)ndon theatii- 
cal manager, who will never be 
forgiven by any Prenchinan, 
from M. PoiNCAHi?; downwards, 
or any Prench woman, or any Prench 
child, for lining the Peatellini away 
from Montmartre and their nativo-^aw- j 
dust arena to the Pavilion, and putting 
them on an alien stage in a revue, with 
almost nothing to do when they got 
there, and, finally, for keeping them thus 
idle for several months, with the result 
that the Cirque Medrano was the liome 
of lamentation and Montmartre a waste. 

That is what the Prench cannot for- 
get or forgive ; and I sympathise with 
them. E. V. L. 

At Troy-super-Mare. 

“The animal was being driven along King’s 
Koad, and it contained throe passengers,” 
Brighiwi Payer. 
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The Victim [indignantly)* ‘‘Trying to be jfxjkny, ain’t teb? How bo yeb reckon I ’m coin’ ter .get me feet ,on that?” 


LINES TO A LITTLE ZEBRA. 


Child of the velvet nose, O small but obstreperous stripling ! 
Thou whose diminutive hooves pine for the populous 
veldt, 

Covered once with a coat all tawny (according to Kipling), 
Now with protective intent multistriated of pelt. 


What Ill-omened gust of circumstance blew thee hither 
To skies of lead in a grey jungle of rain-battered bricks. 
Where round thy paddock bucolics foregather and ogle and 
blither, 

Ply thee with futile nuts, poke thee with pestilent sticks? 


Surely a sigh must escape the bosom, no matter how brassy. 
Thus to behold thee pent, that once on the wings of the 
wind 

Spurned the unlimited waste in the wake of thy parent 
(alas ! he 

Pell to the hunter’s gun, leaving thee helpless behind) I 


Here the reverberant plain rings hot with ostrich and eland; 

Blesbok, bontebok, gnu, sassaby— sable and roan— 
Troop not at dusk to the pools or start from their browsing 
to wheel and. 

Taking their time from the left, vanish to regions un- 
known. 


Large is thine eye and melting, and my bosom were melted 
instanter, , . 

Thinking of all thou ’it miss as the years of captivity 

NevOT to sweep up wind in a wild glad gallop or canter 
Over the jocund plain, seeking the juiciest grass. 

Only the thought recurs that, extolling -this excellent 
freedom I 

Sentimental souls mostly commit tlie mistake 


Of quite overlooking the troubles that, howsoever you heed 
'em, ■ ^ 

Fetter the feet of the free, follow in Liberty's wake. 

There where the high bush veldt; rolls North to the rolling 
Zambesi 

Leoparde lurked in the grass eager to carry thee off; 

Deep in desirable pools huge crocodiles waited to seize 'ee ; 

Nightly thou shakedst with fright at the lion's rever- 
berant cough. 

Flies with their murderous sting and parasites nameless 
but awful 

Harried the wandering herds ; black men pursued them 
with spears ; 

Pythons suspended from trees had deemed thee a succulent 
mawful; 

Seasons of famine and drought threatened the length of 
thy years. 

Here in thy pen well-appointed no enemies wait to con- 
found thee ; 

Milk in a bottle is thine, hay in incredible piles ; 

Keeper is kindly though stern ; thy kinsfolk are gathered 
around thee ; 

Man but pursues thee with buns, shoots thee with amiable 
smiles. 

Therefore, my blithest of babes, kick and was fat and be 
merry ; 

Also stop chewing my coat ; though threadbare it Iras to 
suffice 

One who, a captive like thee of Circumstance, isn't so very 

Wretched nor ponders too much Fate and her frivolous 
dice. . ' AlooIj. 



70 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI [January 16, 1924. I 

ENFANTS TERRIBLES. 

“ Oan*t possibly lunch V7ith you to- 
day,” he said as I came ^ 

“ Busy, of course,” I replied ironically. 

“ You City men ! I expect to find you 
hard at work, and here you are with 
your desk covered with photographs 
of vour nephews and nieces. Must be 
twenty at least. You seem a pretty 
wholesale uncle.” 

He glanced at the pictorial kinder- 
garten on his table. “No relations of 
mine,” he protested. 

Ouriosity banished good manners. 

“ But you never told me you ran an 
orphanage — or is it a baby farm ? ” 

“ Look here,” he replied. His face 
wore that expression which the Ancient 
Marmer must have exhibited w^hen he 
jeopardised the wedding. He was warm- 
ing up for a confession. “ You never 
knew how I lived, did you ? ” 

“No; but if these are part of it,” I 
said, running my hand through the pile, 

“ I should like to.” 

He picked out a portrait of a prodigy 
in a lace creation, held together by a 

1 gigantic sash. One leg was bent in a 
gymnastic evolution, caused by a fierce 
. infantile desire to devour its toe. “That,” 
he said, “is Lord Al’oysius Oiareneeux.” 

■ I recalled the fellow. Bew youths 

in Debrett are more richly gilded. He 
owns three seats ; one in Berkeley 
Square, one in the country, and one 
; in tijfi stalls of whichever theatre the 
: loveliest chorus-girl in London conde- 
' scends to adorn. 

“ You see this child in its birthday 
dress ? ” A chubby infant was sprawl- 
ing on a hearth-rug, crowing with de- 
light in the face of a sleepy and resentful 
pug, “ That is Miss Brmyntrude Fitz- 
choimondely.” 

Her furs are a byword even at the 
Hilarity. Two peers of the realm, so 
it is said, have taken to Mah-Jongg to 
drown the memory of her hauteur. 

“This,” said my friend, as he produced 
a grave infant, its eyes fixed on infinity, 
its thumb enveloped in a rose-bud 
mouth, the whole a picture of the 
earliest stages of philosophic doubt — 
“ this is Mr. Sigismund Binkthwaite- 
Jones ; an early photograph.” 

A vision of the rising young politician 
about to woo a new and critical con- 
stituency rose before me ; Binkthwaite- 
Jones, whose views on Tariffs are laid 
down daily in TJie Morning Post with 
an emphasis that galvanises the break- 
fast-table of thousands. 

“Here” — he produced a Grinling 
Gibbons cherub, cabinet size, bathing 
a gollywog, his face crinkled into a 
smile that would make the fortunes of 
any baby food — “ you may have heard 
of Mr. Hannibal Gayne.” 

Who, indeed, has not ? Does not his 
melancholy smile fill the pit to over- 
flowing? Are not his trousers the last 
word in the art of Savile Bow ? 

“This,” he said, “ is Mr. Hannibal 
Gayne, aged 14 months.” And the infant 
he showed did not even wear trousers. 

“ That ” — he swept the pile of por- 
traits into a drawer — “ is how I make a 
living.” 

“ I see,” I said. “ Early portraits of 
celebrities — ^you collect these photo- 
graphs, and when the originals arrive 
at fame you sell them to the weeklies.” 

“ Something far subtler than that,” 
he replied. ’ 

“You cannot mean to tell me that 
you sell them to the proprietors of patent 
foods ? ” I gasped. “ You surely don't 
mean to put Miss Fitzcholmondely on 
the hoardings as a Giganto Baby? You 
aren’t really going to ascribe Glaren- 
ceux’s smile to daily doses of Popple’s 
Pepsin Powder for Infants ? ” 

“ If I were to publish these photo- 
graphs,” he said, “ my livelihood would 
be gone. I am a blackmailer de luxe. 
Do you think Oiareneeux is proud of 
himself as a juvenile contortionist ? 
Don’t you suppose the beauty chorus 
would make his life a burden to him if 
that portrait ever came to light ? 

“ He is just about to be engaged, I 
hear, to that tall girl in the front row. 
This is my chance. He will receive a 
polite note and a reminder of the photo- 
graph, which no doubt he will recollect 
with familiar loathing. And if he waots 
to keep it out of the papers he will send 
me fifty pounds, and I shall send him 
the photograph. I shall give him good 
references, because I have done business 
with half the famous people in London. 

“ Take Miss Fitzcholmondely, She 
is supposed to be angling for young 
Judgrove, the millionaire pillmaker’s 
son. Could his affection survive the 
sight of the fair Ermyntrude wallowing 
on a hearth-rug ? Could her queenly 
dignity stand the shock? Bather a 
hundred times will she send me twenty- 
five pounds — ladies half-price — for the 
embarrassing portrait. 

“Young Binkthwaite- Jones, again. 
If I were to sell this photograph to 
the Liberal agent it would cost him 
the election. Imagine this portrait, 
with the legend underneath it — ‘ Bink- 
thwaite- Jones trying to solve the Tariff’ 
question.* Or picture Hannibal Gayne 
without trousers. Why, if this photo- 
graph were published in half-a-dozen 
papers he would be playing^ to half-a- 
crown.” 

A maid entered with a letter. He 
read it and threw it across to me. 

“ Colonel Sir Hotspur Damierize, 99th 
Hussars, agrees to pay fifty guineas for 
the portrait of himself at the age of 

two in a starched linen petticoat astride 
a rocking-horse, but at the same time ' 
he wishes to express the opinion that ; 
of all the 

“ I get a deal of that,” he said ; “ but 
there are drawbacks in every profes- 
sion,” 

THE MOST UNKINDEST CUT. 

[“ I wish the word * super ’ could be abolished 
by law for at least ten years.” — Sir IIenuy 
Hadow.] : 

Though, to ray shame, I habitually i 
use such expressions as “It’s me” for 
“It is I,” I regarded the recent notable 
protest of the Vice-Chancellor of 
Sheffield University against the current 
misuses of the English tongue as one of 
the most courageous and inspiring pro- 
nouncements of our time. Especially 
the sentence quoted above fills me with 
a holy enthusiasm. Ardently would I 
work for a league for the promotion 
of legislation to suppress that detest- 
able word ‘ ^ super. ’ ’ Any political party 
which will include such a proposal in 
its programme will command my un- 
swerving support in all things. 

I knew that one effect of sucli a 
measure would be to plunge the Cinema 
world into the profoundest perplexity 
and dismay. But that, above all, was 
what appealed to me. What a joyous 
and elevating experience it would be to 
visit a picturc-houso which did not 
offer a super-attraction in the form of 
the super-production of a super-film, 
characterised )}y super - photography, 
with a super-star filling tho sux^or-rd/c 
of the su];)er-hero, and so on. 

Not easily, I felt, w^ould tlio Movies 
be persuaded to sacrifice \vhat has be- 
come tho very breath of tlioir life ; 
but I looked for a bettor response from 
the Press, with its higher sense of 
academic fitness. Judge then of my 
horror at seeing, in my local weekly 
paper, a comment on Sii* Himiiy Hado w’s 
views, with this heading : — 

The Super-Purist. 

CALEDONIAN MADRIGAL. 

When with Maid Margit on tho lea, 

Gin I wad pu’ for her sweet floo’rs, 
She ’d cry, “ Ah, hand yer hand, let be ; 

Sweet Nature’s art is mair nor oors ; 
They’re bonnier there whaur she dis- 
plays 

The colours as she likes tae choose *em 
Than they wad be in cheeny vaise, 

Or even in my bonny bosom.” 

When with my guidwife in the toon 
(An’ Margit is the name they ca’ her), 
She stops afore some braw new goon 
An’ covetous wee thochts befa’ her, 

I cry, “ Look ye what bonny hair 

The model has, an’ hoo fine-skinned 0 ! 
The shopman’s art is wondrous rare ; 
Juist let it hide there in the window.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr. Puneh's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The pleasant and innocent pursuit of seeondhand-book- 
iiunting is at the bottom of most of the dozen essays of 
Books in Black or Bed (Macmillan), and Mr. Edmund 
Lestee Pearson has encountered all the more modest and 
amusing variants of the sport except hunting with a pack — 
a form of entertainment which I can personally recommend 
to parents of young bibhophiles. Short of this, he seems 
to have savoured every mode of approach to the book- 
dealers of New York and of several European capitals; 
and his stories of their personnel and possessions are full of 
gusto. “ The Litera-ry Hoax ” contains an intimate account 
of the “Eortsas” Catalogue of 1840, which alliu'ed on a wild- 
goose chase to a remote Belgian village the most ardent 
collectors of its day. And “ An American Eccentric,'’ the 
paper least open to the charge of dilettantism which might 
be brought against some of the rest, sheds grateful new 
light on Timothy Dexter, a New England profiteer of the 
eighteenth century. TixMOTHY is chiefly noted for having 
provided the second edition of a more or less unpunctuated 
original pamphlet with a whole paragraph of ^ assorted 
stops, so that his readers might “peper and solt" Ms per- 
iods as they pleased. But all Ms traits are, in his own 
words, Drole A Nouf ” ; and so is his portrait— one of the 
best of the book’s five-and-thmty excellent reproductions 
of rare or forgotten prints. 

In these deracinated days it is pleasant to find a novel 
which tells you how to be happy though homeless ; and this 
The Souse Made ^vitll Hands (Arrowsmith) does, though 
the grand secret is not arrived at until the last page but one, 


and nothing will induce me to give it away here. I will go 
so far as to hint that Jonathan has an inkling of it all along; 
that it is finally revealed, in a Pauline flash, to Barbara and 
that the hope of discovering it lured me through four-and- 
thirty yeai's of Barhara^s uneventful life — ^the pot-bound 
existence (if I may so horbiculturally express myself) of a 
petted, neglected, younger daughter in a rich, ^fted and 
leisinely pre-war family. An old house overtaken, but not 
spoilt, by London suburbs is the scene of the story. It offers 
to Barbara and Barbara's beautiful mother, to her scholarly 
father and to Lawrence, Lily and Jonathan, that visible ex- 
tension of their personalities which feudal magnates find in 
hereditary estates. To the visionaiy Barbara the house is 
the family, and consequently the better half of her own soul ; 
and it takes the Great War to disillusionize her. I congratu- 
late Barbara's anonymous creator — for this is a nameless 
and, I think, a first novel — on her delicate, if somewhat 
diffuse, rendering of this long dream and its disintegration, 
and on her austere evasion of a makeshift “ happy ending.” 


From the dedication of The Hare of Heaven (Melrose) 
I am relieved to learn that when Mrs. Leonora Eyles is 
older and problems of the spirit have ceased to interest her 
she proposes to write a book of “happy fragrances.” By 
then I trust she will have grown out of this fatal preoccu- 
pation with complexes that has of late affected so many of 
our novelists, and may possibly present us with a malepro- 
tagoMst more congemal to old-fashioned readers than Adair 
Billion. To be frank, this unfortunate young man made me 
feel seriously unweU. So thorough .a sensual coward has 
seldom been presented in a novel. Even Hilary, the too 
generous heroine, is forced to admit that Ms mind wants 
cleaning up. There are “ all sorts of horrible little appendices 
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in it, full of decayed stuff.” Eeaders, I suspect, will regard Horace was recently dismissed by a reviewer in The 
with astonishment the havoc he contrives to bring about, Spectator as destitute of the true poetic quality. Punch, 
for it seems hardly credible that he should have inspired however, undismayed by this censure, adheres to the view 
not only compassion but love in so many feminine breasts, of the great majority of critics. Though Horace lacked 
Having said tliis, let me add that Mrs. Byles compels re- the lire and passion of Catullus and the golden music 
spect by her couTESge. She is not going to be deterred from of Virgil, to deny the name of poet to the author of 
dealing with any subject on account of its unpleasantness, the Eegulus Ode — to mention no others — seems to him 
nor does she seek timidly to confine herself within the inexplicable. So he gives a cordial welcome to Mr. G. H, 
circle of personal knowledge. She even plunges into a Hallam’s charming little volume, Horace at Tibur and the 
sentence of Latin~-^7u imp^erkm Bahylonieni mm'i is its SaSiwe iThm (Harrow School Bookshop: J. B. Moore). It 
remarkable conclusion. None the less, when she attempts has grown out of a lecture, one of a series illustrative of the 
the idyR of which she speaks, I for one shall open the book Classics, given under the auspices of the Roman and the 
I with pleasurable anticipation. Hellenic Societies, for the purpose of attracting boys and 


ith pleasurable anticipation. Hellenic Societies, for the purpose of attracting boys and 

girls in secondary schools, to whom Latin and Greek have 

I fomd The Bravo Mystery and other Gases (Lane) much hitherto been a sealed book. Mr, Hallam brings not only 
ore interesting than I anticipated when I took it up. ripe scholarship but intimate local knowledge to his task 
3rtainly if I had, as a | ^ — — 1 Por over thirty -five 


more interesting than 
Certainly if I had, as a 
conscientious reviewer, 
to pass judgment on the 
story told by Major 
Murray in regard to 
his encounter with Ro- 
berts, . the' infatuated 
moneylender, in ‘‘The 
Northumberland Street 
Tragedy,” considered as 
fiction, I should have 
felt bound to observe 
that such things don’t 
happen. An unarmed I 
man who has a pistol 
pressed on to his neck 
(and fired by a pei’son 
who has been practis- 
ing marksmanship for 
some weeks), and a 
second charge delivered 
point 7 blank at his fore- 
head, does not subse- 
quently overwhelm his 
antagonist with a mere 
pair of tongs, jump from 
a first-floor window into 
an area, and live, not 
I merely to give evidence 
at the inquest on his 
assailant, but for five- 
and-forty years after- 
wards. Yet there is no 
reason to doubt a single - 









AT AN AMATEUR PANTOMIME REHEARSAL. 

The {to th^ Author). “I say, that’s, a tedioxis Loua speech op Bed 
Midikg Hood’s, Couldn’t you cut it ’down?” 

The Author {coldly). ‘'Well, you may not appreciate it, but the 

AUDIENCE WILL.” 

The Wolf. “Yes, but they won’t have to listen to it in this position.” 


years he has known S. 
Antonio — the ruined 
Franciscan monastery 
built over the site of 
Horace's villa. It is 
a genial and informa- 
tive little book, wholly 
free from pedantry, and 
with itsbeautifulphoto- 
graphs forms a worthy 
act of homage to “the 
careless bard of hu- 
man need.” For thus 
Horace is happily and 
truly described in the 
admirable poem by the 
late Mr. Medd, of Har- 
row, Balliol and All 
Souls, which forms the 
preface to, and sets the 
keynote of, Mr. Hal- 
lam’s discourse. 

Stray Becollections 
(Arnold) are very plea- 
sant to read at one’s 
leisure. Major-General 
Sir 0. E, Call well, 
K.0,B., has lived every 
moment of his life since 
he went to Haileybury 
inl871,andinthecourfce 
; of it has acquired various 


?o^ariicuL?^2t ? John Hall with prejudices, which he has set forth without vIXS, exc^p^^^ 

no particular ait, and therefore, perhaps, with a greater perhaps, when he speaks of politicians. He may however 

radiated a first-rate be excused for being more angry than reasonable’ when his 
t nil from Balham through the whole of England in the thoughts are turned on people who, during the War made 

Sus’e^imMlved*^^mrt°'^^^^ interesting mainly themselves ridiculous by interfering in matters of ’which 

because unsolved. Who muidei'ed Mr, Charles Bravo, they knew little or nothin*^. Whether he is wriHnrr nf i-La 
the not very attractive barrister? Mrs. Bkavo for her Boer Wars, of India, of theStaff College, of the- Intefligenoe 
e derly liwer s beam yem, or Mrs. Cox, her companion, Department (1887-1892), or the War Office (1903-1907) he 
WeH% lie take poison is always a sLrewd and^mnsing compaS He does ’no? 

/T i common practice of stuffing his reminiscences 

laid caUous) balancing the pros and cms with anecdotes, but those which be does tell are diverting 

laid before ns. The murder of ttie Duke of Cumbeeland’s enough. I like especially the tale of the Federal leader 
vae , the crooked running of the First Gentleman of Europe’s General Sbdgewick, who, when asked whv he kent an 
horses at Newmarket, and a duel, which was little else abnormally thick-headed officer on his staff replied “I 
than a con^toved murder, between two French journalists — find him uncommon useful. If I write out an order I never 
these are the “other cases.” Sir John Haul’s witnesses know if the other fellonill get me 

ivSing tS**“JutTe“eYa’“°* content with to read If he can make oft what it is^I w^ant, anybody 
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CHARIVARIA. treatment than the old method of < 

We understand that there is no truth timially assassinating their leader, 
in therumourthat Mr.*TACK Jones, M.P„ 

is to be raised to the Peerage with the The Decimal Association makes 
title of Baron Silvertongue. proposal that we should have’ a : 


penny shilling. This would be an im- 
Erom a paragraph in a contemporary provement on the present sevenpenny 
we gather that ripe loganberries have ones. ... ... 

been seen growing in an open garden at 

Paignton. The political significance to Men who suffer with indigestion 
be gathered from this is that Mr, Eam- have a club of their own in New York. 


censured. This is a much more humane A new book entitled Half-hours toitJi 
treatment than the old method of con- written by a well-known en tom - 

tinually assassinating their leader. ologist, is to be published next month. 

But surely in the case of a mosquito 
The Decimal Association makes the this is at least twenty-nine minutes too 
proposal that we should have’ a ten- long. - .. 


provement on the present sevenpenny “ A Lloyd George Bust in New York 
ones. ... ... was a recent headline. We feel sure, 

' " however, that Mr. Lloyd Georoe would 

Men who suffer with indigestion be the last to wish his name to be asso- 
have a club of their own in New York, ciated with so flagrant an infringement 


SAY M-A.CDONALD caniiot scare logan- This will be good news for the others, of the “ dry laws, 
berries. ... ... - 

A eorrespondenfe writes to The Daily Attention is, drawn to the perform- 
Among new inventions, we read, is asking if any reader' could tell ance'at a music-hall of a Boy Scout, 

a child’s suit which grows with the him how to brew beer. If forthcoming', who lifts a heavy iron ^ bar with two 
wearer. In view of political develop- the recipe should be forwarded to our men swinging fromit. Of course this 
ments it is to be hoped that this device brewers. counts -every- tjme as -the lad’s daily 

will shortly be adapted to men’s hats. kind action. 

The Corporation having decided to * ‘ 

Mr. Henry Ford has purchased over scrap them, five statues have been re- A beautiful specimen of the golden 


wearer. In view of political develop- the recip 
ments it is to be hoped that this device brewers, 
will shortly be adapted to men’s hats. 


a hundred head of Ayr- 
shire cattle as a founda- 
tion herd for his farm. 
So much for the rumour 
that he was about to 
place a cheap motor - 
cow on the market. 

** When all else has 
been said and done,” 
commences a leader in 
TheOhsermr, But sure- 
ly with a leader-writer 
all else has never been 
said, ... ... 

‘JK 

Someone has discov- 
ered that, the Crystal 
Palace can be seen from 
the Strand. It is only 













‘Ah, winter bathing! Another op those young hotheads,” 


bittern, which is stated 
to be a very rare bird 
in this country, has 
-been shot in Sbrop- 
:shire. But for the vigil- 
ance of our marksmen 
the country might be 

overrun by these pests. 

* ‘ 

A bronze hand-mir- 
ror, supposed to have 
been used by a Celtic 
lady of fashion at the 
time of the Eoman in- 
vasion, has been pre- 
sented to the British 
Museum. This settles 
the problem, long de- 
bated by antiquarians, 
of how smart Ancient 


fair to say that others have noticed this moved from Brighton. There is just Britons satisfied themselves that their 


‘ ' Mention is made of a hairdresser who 

W^hatever is the outcome of the trains and rides his own racehorse. 


but didn’t like to draw attention to it. the faintest of hopes that this action woad was on straight. 

'J- may provide the germ of an idea for 

A club for women whose husbands the Brighter London League. It is impossible to speak of Mr. 

stay out late at night is suggested by %•'* Sidney Webb without mentioning Mrs, 

a weekly paper. ’ What is the matter After forty-four years’ service the Sidney Webb,” says a .writer in a con- 
with the old weapons— -the poker or head-keeper of the elephant-house at temporary. This is the kind of rash 
the tongs?' -.j. ... the Zoo has retired. During the whole assertion that puts us anti- Socialists 

’ of that time he has never mislaid one on our mettle. 

The Lord Mayor of Manchester re- of his charges. ... 

gards Wembley Park as an ideal site " Mention is made of a hairdresser who 

for an exhibition. Something of the “ W^hatever is the outcome of the trains and rides his own racehorse, 
sort seems to have been at the back of Mexican Eevolution,” states The Los This brings us no nearer the hairdresser 
the minds of the British Empire Exbi- Angeles Gazette, “ the position of the who can cut his own hair. 

bition promoters. But then, of course, country in the world will remain un- ' ■ : 

what England thinks to-day, Manches- altered.” We sincerely hope so. We ^ Spreading Disease, 

ter thinks next year. want no more new atlases. Prom the wireless news-service : — 

A E,is(ol w.li.d two Mv. 

hundred and twenty miles from Bristol “ it is everybody’s ambition to appear in hand.” 

to Norwich in order to see a football print nowadays.*’ Except our domestics, Margaret Bondfield, M.P., and I worked 

match. A really enthusiastic follower who still seem to favour crCpe-de-chine. together in a West End Store,’ writes a Welsh 
of the ffame wants to know why he - "S,." ' novelist, . . . ‘She sold fancy yarns-; Isold 

didn’t run. ... ... ” Six feet in his boots ” is part of the women’s stockings.’ Weekly Fa:per. 

. description of a man wanted by the And now they have exchanged jobs. 

At a conference of the Oommunisb police. Serve him right if he’s caught; He sells fancy yarns, and she has just 
Party in Moscow Trotsky was severely he should have been content with two, helped to give the Government socks. 
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TO OUR MASTER-ELECT. 

[Thoughts on the lyrospect of Labour' & 
house being divided against itself) 
You fear no foe in Liberal armour ; 

Not Asquith, ambling round the field, 
Causes your nerves the least alarm or 
Threatens to shock j^our virgin 
shield ; 

Nor will the Tories need much braving, 
So you but serve your country’s ends; 
But you will want a deal of sa\dng 
From those you call yom' friends.' 

When on a dove-like note you ’ve stated 
Your temperate resolve to preach 
The very doctrines adumbrated 
By Stanley ‘Baldwin in the Eoyal 
Speech, 

What will you do if Jack Jones bristles, 
Or Kirkwood raises hell and Cain, 
Or Glasgow’s lot goes mid and whistles 
The Euddy Flag’s refrain ? 

When Labour,” rearing on its back- 
legs, 

Is out to plunge the land in strife, 
And classes you among the blacklegs 
If you defend. the nation’s life, 

Will you with folded arms sit numbly, 
Fearful to play ft leader’s part, 

While — as ' you murmur, Et tu, 
Bromley”? — 

They strike at Ciesar’s heart ? 

Fair play ” in every other quarter - 
Is pledged you; but within your 
walls-- 

Your house of brand-new bricks and 
mortar — 

The shadow of betrayal falls ; 

When ceilings sag and tiles are shifted, 
Trust not to Asquith’s finger then;' 
That awful digit won’t be lifted 

To put ’em right again. 0. S. 


‘‘NOT WANTED.” 

I AM not wanted, I mean by the 
police. Of course there are lots of per- 
sons who do want me at one time and 
another. My mother thinks the world 
of me, and even my wife likes to have 
me about when there are new curtains 
to be hung or anything like that. But 
as far as the police are concerned I have 
always been, and I trust I shall always 
remain, one of the Great Unwanted. 

The police themselves have told me 
that I am not wanted. In fact they 
have told me so no fewer than three 
times during the last ten days. That 
is the real reason why I am making 
this pubhc statement. 

It is, of course, a comforting thing 
to know that one is not wanted by the 
police; I am not objecting to that. 
They may call at my house every morn- 
ing if they like and tell me that I am 
not wanted. They will always be wel- 
J come. I am a reasonable man, and I 


recognise that the police have few plea- 
sures; their lot is proverbially not a 
happy one. 

But they don’t do ifc like that. Three 
times during the last ten days they have 
taken me along to the police-station 
and had a good look at me. On each 
occasion they have examined the laun- 
dry-marks on my collar and asked me 
where I was last Thursday fortnight at 
3.47 P.M. At first I used not to be able 
to remember, but I am getting better 
as time goes on. 

These formalities concluded, they tell 
me that I am not wanted ; and we part 
— not, I flatter myself, without some 
latent hint of disappointment on their 
side. But. that is as it should be. The 
perfect host is always he who gives 
the departing guest the impression that 
he will be missed.' 

But all the same the thing has its dis- 
advantages.' Passionately as I love the 
cheery, homely welcome of the police- 
station, and fond as I am of having the 
colour of my eyes inspected by police- 
men who are apparently dieting them- 
selves exclusively on onions, yefc there 
are times ^ and , reasons when ifc is not 
convenient for me to indulge in these 
pastimes. 

But the police don’t seem to realise 
that. In fact they don’t bother about 
my point of view at all. Dining the 
last ten days they have been looking 
for a gentleman who introduced arsenic 
(alleged) into his employer’s cough mix- 
ture, and on three occasions they have 
triumphantly an^ested me in mistake 
for the gentleman in question. 

Now I may or may not resemble this 
particular malefactor (alleged)* The 
circulated description represents him as 
“of gentlemanly appearance and cul- 
tured speech,” and to that extent I 
admit that the police are justified. I 
have always suspected that I was of 
gentlemanly appearance and cultured 
speech, and to have it piwed in this 
way is very gratifying. But it can be 
proved too often. 

^ Besides, I am not alone in the dis- 
tinction. My daily paper tells me 
(when I can snatch a moment between 
arrests to read it) that in dozens of 
other towns up and down the country 
the same thing is happening to other 
men. In each case I read “ the man 
was not detained.” But my paper 
gives me no details of the feelings of 
the gentlemen themselves. Perhaps 
their speech was too cultured to be 
adequate as a vehicle for the expression 
of their views. 

But the present is not the only case 
in which this sort of thing has happened. 
Every criminal investigation of the past 
has produced its crop of innocent sus- 
pects who were “ not detained ” Some- 


times it becomes a regular hobby with 
particularly zealous officers. They will 
arrest practically anybody wlien they 
feel in the mood. 

Obviously something must l^e done, 
and I have decided that we, the har- 
assed doubles of these criminal gentry, 
must organise in our own defence. I 
would call it, I think, the Society of 
the Unwanted. There is something 
pathetically appealing in such a title ; 
it is a name which would be worth 
hundreds of pounds on a flag-day. 

Poor things (’’people would say. ‘‘The 
Unwanted, eh? Well, well, here’s a 
shilling.” And we might have banners 
and a procession now and then. Or local 
lodges, perhaps. Of course we should 
need a General Secretary (me) and an 
Honorary Treasurer (myself) . Naturally 
I should be the President, and I think 
just a little committee of three ex-officio 
members ought to be able to get through 
the necessary routine work. I must 
think it all out. It is just a question 
of organisation, and then we shall have 
the whole business on a proper footing. 
It will double our efficiency. 

I can see a great future before us as 
a Society. There is only one tiling 
which could really stop us, once we get 
properly into our' stride. There migdit 
come a time when detection will follow 
instantly upon the heels of crime. But 
I don’t think that is very likely. 

In the meantime here we are, a body 
of men set apart as it were, raised 
something above the common herd. 
We are not wanted by the pohce. We 
have their word for ifc ; wo are officially 
innocent of anything. We walk the 
earth modestly, indistinguishable from 
our fellow-men perhaps, but inwardly 
we are glowing with virtue. Tliere is 
nothing, positively nothing whatever, 
against us. The police linve looked at 
the laundry-marks on our collars and 
they can find nothing criminally wrong 
with them. We all of us know where 
we were last Thursday fortnight at 
3.47 p.M. ^ 

; And we are a growing body, we who 
are Not Wanted ; we increase in num- 
bers every day. Moreover, some one 
or other of us is always before the 
public eye. Whenever you read in your 
daily paper that “the man, having 
established liis identity to the satisfac- 
tion of the police, was not detained,” 
you will know that our society is cany- 
ing on, quietly and unostentatiously. 

Until ultimately there will come a 
day when, as an organised and properly 
constituted body, we, the Unwanted, 
will be a power in the land. We may 
even be represented in Parliament itself. 

But on second thoughts I dare say 
that we are pretty extensively repre- 
sented there already. L. du G. 










'6 









ANOTHER LITTLE LETTER. 

The epistle whicli follows can never 
have been intended for my eyes^ alone. 
The style, apart from the matter, is suffi- 
cient evidence that it was destined for 
publication in the Press. I am unable 
ta consult the author’s precise wishes, 
since the notepaper on which it was 
WTitten (of a large hand-made quality 
and violet in hue) bears no indication 
of place, but in the circumstances I have 
not the slightest hesitation in* repro- 
ducing it here. I need scarcely add^ that 
I do not myself endorse all the political 
arguments wdiich Miss Lente uses, nor 
the conclusions which she derives there- 
from. I would ask her to study the 
model of those admirable letters^ which 
are appearing every morning in Tlie 
Times, and which to me shc)w a far 
juster estimate of the jeopardy in ■which 
we stand. The spirit of optimism is all 
very well in its way, but w'^e must not 
try to carry it too far. 

SiE, — Has not the time come for all 
moderate men to band themselves to- 
gether and form one self-effacing and 
single-minded party to oppose immode- 
rate views ? Surely the mental differ- 
ence bet\ve8n those who counsel a 
policy of hot-headed violence, and those 
who areready to make compromises and 
consider the views of others, lies far 
deeper than any mere party classifica- 


tions. In every walk of life, yes, even 
in the Churches, you may find a man 
who tries to settle a discussion in a few 
brief words opposed to the man who 
goes steadily and soberly and seeks to 
listen to every side of a point of view. 

As I look at the political situation 
to-day there seem to be in reality in 
this country not so much three parties 
as five. 

Taking them in their natural order, 
that is to say from right to left, and not 
like the photographs in the newspapers, 
we have first of all the Die-hard or True 
Blue Conservative Pailiy, with which I 
have much sympathy when it says the 
country is going to the dogs : but I must 
say that it uses most misafe and- intern- 
perate language about it, especially after 
dinner, when the wine is red. Then we 
have the Moderate Conservatives, wdio 
seem to me, I must confess, to be very 
like the Liberals, except that they be- 
lieve in protecting our goods from the 
foreigner, which I have always held to 
be a right and proper thing to do. The 
Liberals, who are the third party, are not 
now considered to be so wild and wicked 
as they were when I was a girl, and Glad- 
stone ruled, currying favour with the 
Irish. It may also pass, therefore, as a 
party of moderate men. My dear father 
used often to say, '‘We are all demo- 
crats nowadays,” and what was true 
then is true at the present time, though 


my cousin Erastus often tells me tliat 
the Liberals have no 2 n'ogramme at all. 
But I do not think this can be true, 
since I read that Mr. Asquith spoke 
for nearly an hour in Parliament only 
the other day. . . . 

After that we come to the Moderate 
Socialists. It may seem strange to talk 
of any Socialists as being moderate, but 
I am told that in other countries there 
are so-called parties who bear this 
name, and it does seem to me tliat Mr. 
Macdonald Eamsay has abjured many 
of the terrible old ways which the 
Fabians used to have, including the 
atheistical capital levy, and the giving 
up of everything to the State, including 
land, though, as I have just sold my 
own little pied d terre in Eadnorsbire, 
I do not so very greatly cai’e about this. 

Last of all we come to the fifth 
party, who are called the Communists, 
and simply wish to abolish everything 
in the land and set up a sheer reign of 
anarchy. 

Now, cannot the three Moderate 
Parties which I have named put their 
heads together and form a united 
Government, in which there should be 
posts for Mr. Baldwin, Mr. Asquith, 
Mr. Eamsay Macnamara, and iDOssibly 
even for Mr. Lloyd George as w^ell, 
though I cannot quite forget the words 
whicln he used about pheasants many 
years ago ? Would not the effect be that 
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ihism ode rate mdpriiJentGdhmet would 
merely have in oppositi*(>ri to it the 
men of yiolence, who seem to wish 
things to come to blow 6, a.nd would no 
doTibt form a united party of liigh- 
handedness on their own? It might so 
happen, of course, that in time this 
violent party would draw others in 
the House of Com moms to their side, 
attracted, as men often are, bold 
views, until they defeated the Moderate 
Government. But even so I should 
not despair of our political sagacity, 
which has done sucli ivonders every- 
where, especially in trojical climes. 

Now suppose that a Sovernment of 
immoderates were to Toe formed, with 
the posts eq[uaily divided between the 
Communists and those Conservatives 
who arc called the Bieiiar-ds. Suppose 
that Mi.Maston went tc t he WarOffice 
and Mr. Kikkwood to the Admiralty ; 
they could do nothing much except pre- 
vent a war at any cost, which surely 
would be all to the good, whilst they 
could not possibly introduce any of their 
wicked plans for. doing au'^ay with the 
Army and the Navy wKile post's in the 
Cabinet vrere also held by sueli men as 
Sir Fbedeeick HANBunv — I shall al- 
ways think of him as fclat — the Duke 
of NoRTHUMBEErAND and Lord Birken- 
head, For the same i*6a son the fatal 
capital levy would iievei’ be allowed to 
be put on. 

I know that there might be some very 
bitter dissension inaOaliaet composed 
in this way, and many hot words, no 
doubt, would pass ; nor <aai I quite see 
who would be chosen as Prime Minister 
unless it were some mdemte man espe- 
cially invited from the noderate side ; 
but I feel sure that all these difficulties 
would be overcome in time to prevent 
an utter deaclloch and the c-omplete ruin 
of everything, which can only end in the 
ordering out of the military, and chaos 
and confusion throughout the land. 

I hope, in conclusion, tliat you wriil 
forgive this very long letter from one 
who is only a woman. But there are 
already , eight women 31. P.’s in the 
House, so that I thinlc our point of 
view deserves more attention than 
usual. We are always swifter than 
men to perceive that the* true differ- 
ence bet^veen different people lies in 
character and disposiiioa, and not in 
mere party views. My owm paternal 
grandmother, who was connected, 
though distantly, by descent with one 
of the former "Vicars of Bxay, was never 
tired of pointing this out. 

Yours very sincerely, 

Fesuina Lhote (Miss). 

P.S. — In the event of iuny such re- 
combination of parties talking place I 
should not care for my name to be 
used. I am only seeking t o advise. 



THINGS ONE MIGHT HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Fair Chatterer (to Jiighbroio Socialist II. F.), “And aee you going- to be a Cabinet 
Minister?” 

11. F, “I HOPE NOT.” 

Fair Chatterer (thoughtfully), “Ah— I suppose everyone feels liiob that.” 


This is at least the substance of the 
letter. I have omitted one or two 
references to the Disestablishment of 
the Welsh Church and to vivisection, 
which scarcely appeared to be germane 
to the general theme. I do not, as I 
say, entirely agree with Aliss Lente, 
but it WQuld be a pity at such a mo- 
ment as this for any proposals put 
forward in a spirit of helpfulness to be 
lost. Evob. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“NTot every day is the imposing spectacle of 
a Prime Minister transporting his. Tares and 
Penates to other temples vouchsafed.” 

Manchester Faper, 

“Not every day is the imposing spectacle of 
a Prime ^Minister transporting his wares and 
penates to other temples vouchsafed.” 

Same paper, another edition. 

Possibly in a still later edition they got 
it right. Meantime we gather that 
Mr. Baldwin is moving. 
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A CRITIC’S DIARY. 

“It was on the old chain pier at 
Brighton in the February of 1887,” said 
Fothergill suddenly, that my clear old 
friend, Henry Irving, told me a story 
of Tennyson that has not hitherto founcl 
its way into print.” 

“ Were you in your pram ? ” I asked. 

“ No,'" said Fothergill. “ As a matter 
of fact I wasn’t there — or anywhere. 
But that ’s the stuff people like. I saw 
how you pricked up your ears. Yes, 
and if I only knew a few of the crowd 
who get their pictimes into the papers, 
politicians ancl poets and professional 
pugilists, however slightly, I could 
keep a diary with a fair prospect of its 
keeping me in years to come. Wouldn't 
you like to know wdiat CojMPTON 
M.-V.CKBNZIE said to me about curates as 
we swam round and round the Island 
of Herm ? Or how" I once nearly per- 
suaded Mis.s Ethel Dell to write a 
novel about a puny and talkative little 
man who didn’t own a horsewhip, and 
couldn’t lift the heroine off her feet, 
though she only tnmed tlie scale at 
six stone seven? Wouldn’t you love 
to hear how Lord Curzon and I once 
spent a jolly evening sliding on tea- 
trays down the backstairs of the Park 
Lane mansion rented for the season by 
the Maharajah of Mugwump ? ” 

“ I shoulcl,” I said. “ But ” 

“ You are right,” said Fothergill, “ it 
wouldn’t be true. But cut out the side- 
lights on celebrities, and what remains ? 
True, there is the human document 
touch. Pepys added greatly to the in- 
terest of his journal by his rkerences to 
his poor wretch. I too am married — ” 
He paused. 

“I know,” I said (Fothergill happens 
to be my brother-in-^aw). “ But would 
Amy ” 

“Pepys wrote in cypher and kept 
his diary locked up,” said Fothergill. 

“ We* don’t lock up anything except the 
whisky, wdien Amy isn’t sure of the 
charwoman, and then she generally has 
the key. So, on the whole, to be on 
the safe side, wdves now-adays — ^what I 
mean there is no point in asking for 
trouble.” 

“Quite,” I said. 

“The human document being ruled 
out,” pursued Fothergill, “I decided to 
embark on a third course this year. I 
told myself that a perfectly frank com- 
mentary on the literatui*e and art of 
the day would be of some interest in 
the future, and that in any case I should 
be developing my own style. I resolved 
to devote to my journalistic labours 
the last half-hour before turning in. I 
foresaw difficulties. As head of tlie 
household I have to see that the down- 
stairs windows are shut and so forth. 

And I have to get the cat indoors. It 
is not easy to write an apx^reciation of 
the art of Galsworthy or hazard a few 
guesses at the possible meaning of the 
latest Sitwell poem while waiting for 
the cat to come in from the garden. 
And 1 knew I should get no encourage- 
ment from your sister. She is verv' 
keen on my using a hair restorer. I have 
to rub the beastly stuff into my scalp 
every night for fifteen minutes. But 
for the cultivation of m^- mind she cares 
nothing. Women are rank material- 
ists.” 

At this moment Amy came in . “ W'hen 
did we order those coals?” slie asked. 
“ The sixth or the seventh ? ” 

Fothergill replied that he luid not the 
least idea. 

“ I thought you were supposed to be 
keeping a diary,” she said. “ Those are 
the sort of things you ought to put 
down.” 

My brother-in-law, with the air of 
one humouring a child, opened a drawer 
of his bureau and produced a volume of 
imposing dimensions. T recalled tales 
I had read of Milton being interrupted 
by Mrs, M., of Lady Byron’s invasion 
of her husband’s libraiy, of her “ Do 1 
disturb you ? ” ancl the poet’s annihil- 
ating retort. And I felt for Fothergill. 
Amy is a frivolous young person, in- 
capable of understanding the sort of 
Work on which he had engaged. 

He was turning over the pages. “I’m 
sorry, dear. Nothing about coals under 
either of those dates.” 

“ What have you got ? ” slie persisted. 
“On the sixtii, the impression made 
upon my mind by tlie poetry, the pas- 
sion, the profound spiritual significance 
of Hcman. On the seventh my views 
on the Saharan School of Fiction.” 

“ He spends lialf the night over his 
long-winded old dissertations,” com- 
plained Amy. “Well, will you come 
and speak to the coal people over the 
phone ? ” 

He went. 

He liad left the diary open on the 
table, and during his abs4ice I was base 
enough to glance at it. The entries to 
which he had alluded were as follows 
January 6th. — ^Turban drama. Had 
a talk with Parkinson between First 
and Second Acts. He advises brassie 
for shot I missed yesterday. 

J mua nj 7 th . — Shall not get any more 
of these Sheik novels. Fed up with 
sand and sugar. 

From an article on calendars : — 

“ One looks in vain for an entry which has 
as much right to its place as the rather 
class-conscious ‘ Grouso-Shooiing begins’ of 
October 12.” — Northeiii J^aper, 

This date is often anticipated by really 
classy sportsmen. 

SIGNS AND OMENS. 

No doubt the prospect ’s somewhat blue 
And politics are far from pleasant, 
While influenza ’s overdue 

Or likely to be “reorudescent ; ” 

But why be glum ere ills arrive, 

Or pessimistic or sardonical, 

When “Julius Ojesar, mtat five,” 

Still babbles weekly in The Chronicle ? 

Though life is mostly froth and flux, 
Some things, amid the general welter 
Of Communism and Ku Klux, 

Give us a sense of rock-like shelter. 
Even in Fashion’s latest whims 

An element of sense is mingled, 

And hats are made with smaller brims 
To suit the chevelure tliat ’s shingled. 
Suburbanites continue still 

To buy and sell and swap two- 
seaters ; 

The prosodists who haunt Boar’s Hill 
Blandly remain immersed in metres; 
And, aided by the dyes and tools 

Of Vanity in bags and boxes, 

The tint of beauty’s ensign {gules) 
Outflames the hue of crimson pliloxes. 

The everlasting fight goes on 

Between the rebels and the fogeys, 

The undergraduate and the don, 

Who either flout or brandish bogeys ; 
Vice-Chancellors rebuke the young 

For laxity in life or diction, 

And youth, with shrill and strident 
tongue, 

Defends lubricity in fiction. 

Still, though pontificating pens 

Witli gloomy prophecies appal us, 
Dilos of prolific wives, or hens, 

Sent by some local scribe, enthrall us ; 
And still our leisure we beguile 

By scanning in the picture papers 

The actress’s eternal smile. 

The football “pro.’s ” aerial capers. 
Then let us consolation take — 

Wiien people talk of mobs and rifles 
And banks that may to-morrow brealc — 
From the stability of trifles ; 

We may regret that thoughtless folk 
Aspire not to a loftier level ; 

Their levity is past a joke, 

But panic is the very devil. 

“The Glories of our Blood and State,” 
The ends for which we strove and 
battled, 

Were largely gained by our innate 
Disinclination to be rattled ; 

Extremists mostly cancel out; 

And though to-day is dawning redly, 
There are more Englishmen about 

To make things safe than make them 
deadly. 

“Capable General wanted, 2 in family, 2 
children, nursemaid kept, good wages, good 
home, no windows.”— m Daily Paper. 

Good, but surely a trifle stuffy. 
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HOT STUFF. 


FEIEirD *EE,E SAID SOIVIETHING- ABAHT CONFISCATION. VERY TrELD. BUT WHAT DID LlOYD GEOBGE SAY IN *IS OLD LlME- 
JXnCE DAYS?” 


ONE UP ON PALESTINE. 

The Hassan whom I sing is no con- 
fectioner of Baghdad. He numbers no 
Oaliphs among his acquaintance; his 
knowledge of captains of military and 
chiefs of police is confined to the regret- 
table occasion when he was arraigned 
on a charge of smuggling hasheesh, 
and somewhat luckily acquitted upon 
a point of Turkish Law. The word 
“ Samarkand ” conveys nothing to him, 
and he would have to be convinced of a 
future of perpetual ease, with the coffers 
of generosity continually open, before 
he would set out upon any golden 
journey. 

In a word, he is a rascal, but a very 
pleasant one, and until quite recently 
a great friend of mine. 

He saw me one day admiring a pair 
of gourds, such as the Arab boys float 
upon when it is too hot to swim in 
these Near Eastern waters. He knows 
me for an inveterate bather, and his 
predatoryinstincts wereat once aroused, 


happy memories of lucrative campaigns 
flashing across his mind, 

“To-morrow I give you two like 
that,** he said eagerly, adding quickly, 
“for two shillings,*’ lest I should mis- 
understand his Oriental use of the verb. 
“Boucra, yes, to-morrow I come to 
your ’ouse.** 

His bright eyes gleamed as I added 
my pious “ If Allah wills.” 

This happened six months ago, since 
when I have seen my Hassan twice, 
but without result. Allah would ap- 
pear to be taking little interest in my 
gourds. 

Yesterday I met him again in the 
bazaar and requested him to explain. 

“ To-morrow 1 come,” the shameless 
fellow replied. “At ten.” This was 
something new, for never before had a 
definite hour been mentioned. 

But I am one up on Palestine. 

To-morrow, . if Allah wills, Hassan 
will come to my 'ouse at ten, my 
favourite bathing hour throughout the 
year. He will discover that, although 


haste, as every true Arab knows, com- 
eth from the L|vil, yet xmdue delay 
may have the same Satanic origin. 

Last spring I planted seeds in my 
garden, and now float upon the deep 
translucent waters of the Eastern 
Mediterranean, poised peacefully upon 
gourds of my own growing. 


“ Operation on the High Seas.” 

JSeadlme in Jersey Paper. 
We sincerely hope that it was suc- 
cessful and that now they’ll remain 
calm for some time. 

“Lion at Large in Train. 

When the express arrived the superintendent 
of the local zoo was summoned, and after a 
three hours’ struggle he was lassoed and pulled 
into a waiting cage .” — Sundmj Paper. 

We are still anxious to know what be- 
came of the lion. 

“Lonely man of 50 (worker) wants tedroom 
and board as one of small genial household ; 
plays violin.” — Advt. in Local paper. 

Yes, but how. long will the household 
remain genial ? 
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AN OPEN LETTER 

To a Director of the Southern 
Baihvay. 

Deae Sir, — I am moved to Avrite to 
you by reading the announcemejit that 
the two Victoria Stations are to be 
made one. Apart from the fact that 
lovers who vaguely appoint Victoria 
as a place of meeting, but don’t sj^ecify 
which one — London and Brighton or 
Chatham and Dover — are now less likely 
to miss each other, there are no doubt 
also less serious reasons for the amalga- 
mation ; but I can think of many 
improvements that are more 
urgently needed. 

1 wonder. Sir, if you have 
ever crossed the Channel ? 

Even more I wonder if you 
have ever, crossed the Channel 
on a wet and blowy day ? And 
still more, I wonder if, under 
those conditions, you have ever 
asked yourself, “What can be 
done to make things more com- 
fortable for our public ? ” 

The harder it rains the more, 

I have observed, do your offi- 
cials cling to the tradition of 
the single gangway. Few sights 
are more depressing than the 
first glimpse of a rough sea in 
a gale, as one gets it from the 
train at Folkestone and Dover. 

But there is one sight that is 
even more miserable and pro- 
vocative of that sinking feeling, 
and that is the solitary crowded 
gangway, slippery and set at 
an angle of forty-five degrees, 
by which all the thousand 
passengers have slowly and 
damply and wretchedly to gain j 
the ship. You, Sir, being a Dir- 1 
ector, no doubt can board her by | 
preferential routes; but not 
we who have paid for our 
tickets. For us the perilous 
incline and the long and chill- 
ing wait for our turn to take L 
it. Won’t you give us a thought? 
It will no doubt be a wonderful and, 
ecstatic moment when the wall that 
now^dlvides your two London termini is 
removed and nothing interrupts the free 
interchange of the noise of whistling 
and escaping steam between the two 
systems ; but how much better if a few 
more gangways were available at the 
ship’s side — or at least so I am eccentric 
enough to think. 

Again, I wonder if you have ever 
noticed the pleasure that your porters,’ 
loaded with luggage, take in using indis- 
criminately the steps from the top deck 
to the lower. Not only going down, but 
up. Couldn’t an order be issued making 
these steps “one-way” ? Being a Dir- 


ector, you probably have no notion how 
sharp the corners of suit-cases can be. 

And being a Director, you, Sir, are 
perhaps free from the vexatious inqui- 
sition of the Customs. But you can 
hardly have failed to notice the immense 
distance, without any protection from 
the weather, from the steamers to that 
inhospitable row of benches presided 
over by the amiable gentlemen who 
refuse to accept an Englishman’s word. 
I am thinking in particular of Dover, 
but the height of discomfort seems to , 
have been aimed at in all your ports. 



INCENTIVES TO INEUSTBY. 
Well-knowjs- author receives halp-a-crowh a woer 
j PROM HIS publisher. 


At the end of a bad crossing, to be again 
exposed to the elements, after what we 
have the right to think of as dry land 
is reached, can be the final ordeal ; the 
penultimate agony being the long wait 
on the deck in the crowd at the other 
end of the same solitary gangway whose 
loneliness I have already dared to de- 
plore. Is it possible that you have 
never come across the word “ awning ”? 

And here is another matter that 
might be looked into after you have 
come to a decision as to which are the 
more important people to please — ^the 
passengers or the crew. When we go 
to France by the Boulogne route there 
is a spot outside the harbour where the 
sea is roughest, at which the vessel is 


turned round, so that, by entering the har- 
bour backwards, it can be ready to come 
out again bows foremost. I have seen 
many persons who have just survived 
the crossing up to this point succumb 
during the painful process of turnin g. I 
have even felt very queer myself. Now, 
Sir, may I inquire why it would not be 
possible to steam straight into Boulogne 
harbour and come out again to do the 
turning after everyone has been landed ? 
Is this an impossible concession to^ ask 
of the captain and his staff ? Smely the 
vessel is not in such a hurry to return 
as all that, and surely also, if 
it can back into Boulogne, it 
can back out ! A similar man- 
oeuvre on approaching Dover 
has upset a good many delicate 
voyagers ; and the same ques- 
tions apply. 

Personally, I don’t mind 
whether the two Victorias are 
made one or continue as they 
are ; but I should very much 
like to think that a little more 
civilisation could be got into 
our Channel services. And 
you, Sir, are the man to do it f 
Believe me, 

Faithfully yours, B. V. L. 

Another Impending* Apology, 
“Since retuTning to England, pro- 
secuting counsel said, appeared 

to have travelled about the country 
like an ex-Cabinet Minister, stealing 
whatever he could find in hydros 
and golf club houses.” 

Manclmfer 

From a feuilleton : — 

“ * It 's an open cheque,’ said the 
cashier a few minutes later. ‘ You 
can cash it in Eleefc Street.’ Bastiaii 
gazed at his cheque with delight. 
Twenty guineas ! 

Before one o’clock ho was walking 
through crowded Fleet Street with 
twenty one -pound notes in his 
breast-pocket. 

It seemed a lot of money to him.” 

Daily Tajier, 

And it would have seemed still 
more if he had got the right change 
for bis cheque. 


“Order Coal from Slate Company.” 
Advt. on Provincial Trani’TicheL 
A reversal of the usual arrangement. 

“Three sisters, who are triplets,- took the 
parts of angles in tableaux in aid of thechtirch 
funds of St. ’s.” — North'Coimtry Pa])ei\ 

A very harmless representation of “ the 
eternal triangle.” 


From a broadcasting programme : — 

“9.30: — ^New«; Professor , ‘The Death 

of William the Conqueror .” — Daily Paper, 

A pleasant change, at any rate, from 
the obituary notice of Queen Anne. 
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WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

V. — Disobedience. 

James James 
Morrison Morrison 
AVeatherby George Dupree 
Took gxeat 
Care of his Motlier, 

Though he was only three. 
James James 
Said to his Mother, 

Mother,” he said, said he, 

“ You must never go down to the end 
of the town if you don’t go 
down with me.” 

James James 
Morrison’s Mother 
Put on a golden gown ; 

James James 

Morrison’s Mother 

Drove to the end of the town ; 

James James 

Mon'ison’s Mother 

Said to herself, said she, 

I can get right down to the end of the 
town and be back in time for 
tea.” 

Kingtlohn 
Put up a notice, 

^^Lost or Stolen or Stbayed, 
James James 
Morrison’s Mother 
Seems to have been mislaid. 
Last seen 

Wandering vaguely. 

Quite of her own accord 
She tried to get down to the end of 
the town . . . Forty shillings 
reioarcl ! ” 

James James 
Morrison Morrison 
(Commonly known as Jim) 

Told his 

Other relations 

Not to go blaming him, 

James James 
Said to his Mother, 

Mother,” he said, said he. 

You must never go down to the end of 
the towm without consulting 
me, 

James James 
Morrison’s Mother 
Hasn’t been heard of since. 
King John 
Said he was sorry ,* 

So did the Queen and Prince. 
King John 
(Somebody told me) 

Said to a man he knew. 

If people go down to the end of the 
town, well ! what can anyone 
do?” 

{Noxo then, very softly) 

J. J. 

M. M, 

W. G. Du P. 



Tommy [describing his exjperience of being U’p before the Colonel), ‘‘I was tellin' 
THE C.O. WOT ’APPENED YmiEN THE SeEGEAHT-MaJOH INTEBEUPTED MB, SO I TUBNED 
BOUND AN’ I SED, * NoW, LOOK ’EBE, SeBGEANT-MaJOB,’ I SEZ, ‘WHEN I’M TALKIN’ 
TO THE OBOAN-OBINDEE I DON’T WANT THE BLINKIN’ MONKEY TO CHIP IN.* ” 


Took great 



Said to his 

he said (said he), 

You - must-never-go-down-to-the-end- 
of - the - town - if -you-don’t-go- 
down-with Me I ” 


“Many fiends assembled at the Ghurch to 
witness the ceremony, both bride and bride- 
groom being well known locally.” 

Provincial Paver, 

Not a nice neighbourhood, we fear. 

Prom a winter-sale advertisement : — 
“ Hats, absolutely the limit, 1/lli.” 

Well, at that price what could you 
expect ? 


“Mr. , in broadcasting a talk on lions, 

said the lion was very fond of the ostrich and 
its eggs .” — Provincial Pajger, 

The last three \vords rather spoil an 
otherwise idyllic picture. 


Beneath a picture : — 

“One of the yoimg guests at^'the Lord 
Mayor’s annual juvenile fancy dress ball in 
the Mansion House, London, gets a gorgeously 
livered footman to assist in changing her shoes 
on arrival .” — Scots Paper, 

These gorgeous livers are the result of 
too many City dinners. 


At the State opening of Parliament : 

“A good brave company of Barter gentle- 
men appeared in their brilliant royal quartered 
uniforms .” — Evening Paper, 

We fear this will revive the rumours 
regarding the Sale of Honours, 
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trams, in pits and A.B'.G/s, who sit dismal set of verse, but a jolly, tripping, 
on juries and will go miles out of their though perhaps irrelevant, refrain : — 


THE MAN IN THE MOON, on juries and will go miles out of their 
IX. — ^The Courtesy. path to show a stranger the w^ay. In- 

The Man in the Moon, as a fraternal dividually, you may assume that they 


All are born equal ; counter this who can. 
Place in his cot some scion of the rich, 


delegate from a friendly planet, was are sensible until the contrary is shown. Lay at his side an infant artisan 
recently invited to a gathering big with But once a number of sensible English- And who shall say for certain which is 
the destinies of our race : and he kindly men form themselves into a Society w iic . , 

1 • 1 ‘ Ev vp.n.snn* not rnetior 


took me with him. there is no knc 

The proceedings were confidential, they will do.” 
not to say imaginary, and I can but We have i 


there is no Imowing what strange things to°the skles^’ 

they will do. ... ^ > The means of production 

We have no Societies in the Moon,” We nationalise ; 


We nationalise ; 

give you the barest outline,' The name said he. While rapture surprising 

of the Society I dare not even hint. Before the main business of the Bv natTo^iahsin^^^ 

But the place was Equality Hall, and meeting was reached there were a few means ofVchange. 

the company mixed ; the fair sex pre- trifling formalities to be carried out. ' 

dominating “as the papers say, though The Mnutes of the last meeting were k4“ s en oy 

a number of the ugly sex were noticed, read ; their adoption was moved, sec- polishes the brass, 

We -were not admitted without some ended and carried ; they were signed by And one is beautiful, the other not. 


How comes it then that as the seasons pass 
These equal babes enjoy a di^erent lot ? 


We were not admitted without some ended and carried ; they were signed by 
little formality. At the ^ront-door a the Chairman, pounter-signed by the- 
janitor barred the way ‘ r . ” 

wearing on the lapel of 

his coat three metal I 

badges., and a blue but- I I 

ton. One at least of I I 

these, I am permitted I I 

to say, was the Emter- . | 

nal Button of the Emus I 

of the World. m HjHI 

I AM AS GOOD AS you ^ 

ARE,” said the young Kv \ X rti 

man meaningly. I 

And ONE DEMON IS I ' V^v 

LIKE UNTO ANOTHER,” I ly \ \ J 

: replied the Man in the Iv ] \m 

Moon, for this was the V 

counter-sign. ^(1 B 

Pass, brother,” said 1 vj f 

the young man; ‘‘and \ yW 

wipe your feet on the — r / IT 

At the top of the I ^ 

stsairs stood another |/(* 

man, with three but- 
tons and four badges, 

and in his EMBAREASSMENT OE AN ARTIST WHO IS IN THE M 

leaMieroiai^UlIUrpin^- PORTRAIT WHEN HIS SITTER STARTS SHINGI 

ton, the well-known 

emblem of the International Brother- Vice-Chairman and formally blotted by 
hood of Siberian Yaks. the Secretary, The Chairman read out 

“ To ALL MEN PEACE,” saicl he. a fraternal telegram from the Indepen- 


le Chairman, counter-si gned by tlie l . By reason, etc. 

- < xAiicl who can doubt that in 

Aaj an ordered State 

^ harsh distinctions 

— I fTl ■ shoulddivide the twain? 

1 1 I Both, hand in hand, would 

I rule the vessePs fate, 

I yf\ And both be beautiful (or 

High flies the eagle; sweeter 

Ji AT? sings the wren. 

7 m thankful, smil- 

\\ through our tears, 

i, That Heav’n lias made us 

// I simple honest men, 

\ Instead of manufacturers 

Yet even these wo pit} more ' 

7WrlS^m 1^ All envious thoughts wo 

/ easily subdue 

/ /m When we remember that 

the rich and great, 

/x . yS With all their faults, arc 

women too. 

Bv reason, not ruction, 

We soar to the sides; 

The means of production 
We nationalise ; 

EMBAREASSMENT OE AN ARTIST WHO IS IN THE MIDDLE OF A While rapture surprising 
PORTRAIT WHEN HIS SITTER STARTS SHINGLING. We bring within range 

By nationalising 

ice-Chairman and formally blotted by The means of exchange, 

le Secretary. The Chairman read out The Chairman then called on Sister 
fraternal telegi^am from the Indepen- A., a charming old lady whom I loved 


the Secretary. The Chairman read out 


“And DEVIL TAKE THE FOREMOST,” dent Elks of Lithuania, and the fraternal at sight. She read her remarks timidly, 
replied the Man in the Moon. telegram which it was proposed to send with an occasional nervous glance at 

“ Pass, brother. Sign here, please.” in reply. ^ Brother A. moved an amend- Brother A., the beetle-browed man who 
We signed oim names in a book; the ment that the fraternal reply be sent by had moved so many amendments, 
man knocked thrice on the door in a post; the amendment was put to the “We have met,” she said, “to decide 
peculiar manner, then once in a veiy meeting and I’ejected on a card- vote by a question of profound importance to 
stran^e^-manner, then twice in the ordi- 37,000,000 to 25,000,000 ; the previous our Cause and therefore to the whole 
nary way. We were admitted. question was then moved, opposed, and human race — a question which, it is not 

The people in the room, about thirty ruled out of order by the Chairman, too much to say, strikes at the very 
in number, were simply dressed, but three members were formally expelled root of our Movement. For principle 
their breasts were as the Milky Way and the whole matter referred back to is our bedrock, our bulwark, our sheet- 
with badges, buttons and emblematical tlie Drafting Committee. A letter of anchor, our mariner’s compass. And 
brooches, and one or two wore the in- protest was sent to the King of Spain, if we deviate by a hair’s-breadth from 
signia of office suspended from their the Secretary moved a vote of sympathy principle where are we ? ” She looked 
necks by simple scarlet ribbons. ^ with the tortimed Croats, which was about her pathetically, but nobody 
“What sort of people are these?” put, amended, negatived, re-drafted and seemed to know. 

- asked the Man in the Moon. referred back; and the Vice-Chairman “The question is” — and her voice 

“ They are ordinary decent English read out the Motto of the Month. fell to a whisper — “ ‘ If, and when — ^we 
mai and women, the kind of people We then rose up and sang the Song go to a Certain Place — arewe,or ai'e we 


you meet about the world, in ’buses, in I of Equality, which has a somewhat not, to eurfcsey to a Certain Person ? ’ 




** Sisters,” she continued, “I for one 

— I for one ” She faltered. She 

glanced at her notes, she drew herself 
up, she looked defiantly at Brother A., 
and slie sat down amid great applause. 
Brother A. rose. He had far more 
fraternal badges and w^as far less agree- 
able than anyone present, and I saw at 
‘ once that he meant business. He spoke 
with much rhetorical emotion, and now 
and then knocked out an imaginary 
brother with his fist. 

Brothers,” he said, you know my 
wife, and you laiow me. I am not a 
lawyer,” he went on, in a voice so 
charged with scorn that any lawyer 
present must certainly have shrivelled 
up and turned into a postman. ‘'And I 
am not a banker. And I am not a 
stockbroker. And I am not a truckling 
parasite, making the best of both worlds. 
But I am a working nail-hammerer,, 
and as good as any man that breathes 
— if not better. And my wife is as good 

as any woman that breathes ” 

'‘Or man?” put in the Man in the 
Moon mildly, 

“Woman,” said Brother A., glaring. 
“We are out,” he continued, waving 
his arms, “ to sweep away the obsolete 
' rites and ceremonies of an effete era. 
And I say — I say that there is no man 
or woman born to whom niy wufe shall 
bow the knee.” 


He sat down — ^to, I thought, a rather 
tepid applause — and there was silence. 
The ladies eyed each other uncomfort- 
ably, keeping their knees very straight. 

“ ]Bxcuse me;” said the Man in the 
Moon suddenly, in his mild high voice. 
“You spoke with some contempt of 
those who make the best of both worlds. 
Can you tell me why ? It has always 
seemed to me such a sensible practice. 
It is what I am doing myself. After 
all, one is put into a world to make the 
best of it — and if you have two, well, 

why not ? ” He finished a little 

vaguely. 

Brother A. made no reply beyond a 
fraternal but truculent growl. 

“Then I was wondering,” continued 
my friend, “whether in the sweeping- 
away-of-rites- and - ceremonies process 
you would retain any of the charming 
little customs and formalities I have 
observed at this gathering. I for one 
should be very sorry to lose the Badges 
— not to mention the Buttons.” 

“ These things have a meaning,” said 
Brother A. brusquely. “I spoke of 
meaningless ceremonial — drugging the 
democracy — doping the proletariat. 
That 's what we ’re out to sweep away.” 

“ Ah ! ” said the Man in the Moon 
reflectively. “ I rather think you’ve for- 
gotten the ladies. Do you ever kiss your 
' mother ? ” he continued irrelevantly. 


Brother A. scowled. 

“ Did you ever take your hat off when 
a funeral passed you ? ” 

“Nothing to do with it,” said Bro- 
ther A. 

“Well, well,” said the Man in the 
Moon patiently ,* and suddenly he put 
on his hat. 

There were loud cries of “ Order ! ” 
“ Take it off ! ” and so on ; and Brother 
A., with sudden passion, cried, “ Where ’s 
your manners ? Think you can come 
in here and insult us, do you? ” 

“ It may be that I am as good as you 
are,” said the Man in the Moon mildly ; 
“I do not know. But I do Imow that 
I am in the presence of ladies, and in 
another man’s house, and I am anxious 
to observe the customs of that house. 
And I am glad indeed to take off my 
hat” — and he made a low bow — ^“to 
your gracious wife.” 

iii sK ^ 

I believe the Ayes had it. A. P. H. 

“A feature of the Empire Exhibition at 
Wembley will he a carved Maori House of 
Peace. There will be an exclusively Hew 
Zealand bill of ware, which will enable 
Londoners to taste Taheroa soap, a favourite 
dish of the Prince of Wales.” 

Australiaii Paper, 

Prom the reference to “ware” we 
gather that H.E.H., has it served in 
the soap-dish. 







: 1 SOCIAL PROPRIETIES. 

Brunette (in a whisper), “Quick, MbuLiE — tell me—am I showing too much eau?” 


WAYFARERS. 

V.— The BEaGAR. 

Now, wlio comes a-horseback, now, wbp comes afoot, 
To cross the grey bridge where I wait in the sutf? 
If Dame Fortune so will and my luck be noHll, . 
They will come one by oiie. 

To them that come trudging I spare not a thought, ^ 
Poor pedlars or pilgrims or jongleurs' they be ; 

But the traveller that moves to the clatter of hooves . 

To f.vair/allov •fm’ ITlP. ! i 


Is the traveller for me I j ’ • 'pc 

Yet not every comer a beggar may hail • ' 

In dolorous accents, with hands lifted-high ; j . ’i 
If he *s wise, he has guessed whether kiience were best iv 
As the horseman draws nigh. o 

When from tourney or tilt comes a Khiglit homeward bound?, 
Humming low in his gorget or jesting apart 
To his Sc[uire and his Page of some challenge or gage, 

You may speak with good heart. • 

But beware if he ride with his brows knotted close, . 

If his charger be lame and he I'ail at his Squire ; ^ 

Not from liim who has* kissed the red sand in the list 
Shall you have your desire. 

The Merchant whom some fellow-merchant has tricked 
Will pluck at his beard and his spur will be wet ; 

Then if you raise your palms and implore him for alms. 
They are curses you get. ' 


But mark— if he trot with his rein swinging loose, 

And jerk up his chin and smile somewhat aside ; 

Fear not then ; seek his grace with an impudent face — 

You will not be denied. 

For each man a tale. - To the Merchant declare 
That Barbary pirates were cause of your plight ; 

That you come from the wars and are latticed with seal’s, 
You will say to the Knight. 

ijs ;ii 

io,"’ now with much creaking a litter draws near 

Through whose broidered curtains some lady may glance. 
Now I would I could tell, is she Dame, Damosel, 

Or a Grand-dam, perchance ? 

“ 0 Lady, have pity, for pity, I wis, 

‘ 'To all ladies is dear— save the ugly and old ! 

Ha ! a hand is out-thrust, a coin spins in the dust, 

And a good coin of gold I D. M. S. 

“ To Let, Booms', would suit kindly mother and daughter iu love.” 

AdvL in Channel Islands laper. 

And therefore not disposed to* be too critical ? 

From an examination in bankruptcy : — 

“In 1918 he was appointed business manager of the Great War, at 
a salary of per week .” — West Country Paper, 

Some may think that he might have done his work better, 
but no one can say that he was overpaid. 
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CJmrch Cleaner, “Popular preacher, hstdeed! I’ve ko patience with ’im. We nicvlr ’ad are this mud in the church 
AFORE ’E come.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Tuesday ^ January 15th . — Those who 
regard the probable advent of a. Labour 
Government as the beginning of the 
end of all things should take comfort 
from the fact that the King opened the 
new Parliament with the usual ceremony 
and read without a tremor in his voice 
the last dying speech and confession ” 
of his moribund Ministry. 

The Address in the Lords was moved 
by Lord Daeyngton and seconded by 
Lord Kylsant, two sons of Anak, who 
first met as opposing Candidates in a 
Parliamentary election five-and-twenty 
years ago. 

Lord Geey is still a firm believer in 
Anglo-Prench co-operation, but admits 
that Prance, as judged by her action on 
the Ehine, is becoming a very difficult 
bedfellow. As for the domestic situa- 
tion, he was not afraid of a Labour 
Government so long as it acted consti- 
tutionally; but he gave fair warning 
that he would not hesitate, at the call of 
conscience, to vote against it, even if it 
meant ejecting his friend Lord Haldane 
from the Woolsack. 


Loi'd CuRZON made a spirited defence 
of his foreign policy — ^more spirited, in 
the view of his critics, than the policy 
itself — and welcomed the prospect of 
having his despatches published ; being 
confident, apparently, that wdiatever 
records leap to light he personally never 
will be shamed. Domestically, he de- 
clined to admit the argument that the 
country was expressing a desire for a 
Labour Government when it gave more 
votes to the Conservatives than to any 
other Party. 

Lord Haldane improved his claim 
to the Woolsack by deprecating alarms 
about a Labom: Government, - which 
would have an ample area to -work in 
without doing anything revolutionaiy. 
Indeed, one or two passages in his 
speech rather suggested that some of 
tire wool had got into his eyes already. 

There was, perhaps, some justifica- 
tion for Lord Birkenhead's doubts as 
to Lord Haldane's present political 
position, but not, of comrse, for his in- 
quiry as to whether he was at the 
Albert Hall the other night, and joined 
in singing ‘‘The Bed Flag." 

When the Prime Minister moved that 


Mr. Hope and Captain Fitzroy should 
be re-appointed as Chairman and De- 
puty - Chairman, he intimated that 
these gentlemen, in view of the unusual 
circumstances, were ready to resign at 
any moment. He was willing, however, 
to postpone the motion if the House so 
desired, Vvdiile pointing out that such a 
postponement would leave Mr. Speaker 
without anyone to take his place dur- 
ing the debate on the Address. As the 
Leader of the Opposition, not desir- 
ing a division at this stage, preferred 
postponement, and the Speaker said 
that he would do his best to remain on 
duty continuously, Mr. Baldwin with- 
drew his motion. 

More time was taken up with a long 
discussion, initiated by Mr. Pringle, 
with much citation of precedents, which 
he produced like a conjurer from his'hat, 
on the question whether the continued 
detention of Mr. Cahir Healy, M.P. 
for Fermanagh and Tyrone, by the 
Government of Northern Ireland should 
be treated as a breach of privilege. At 
last Mr. 'Whitley closured a debate 
which was beginning to degenerate into 
an unseemly wangle. 
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The ^vay was now clear for the Wednesday, JamutryUth.-Thei^^t- I'rom the ingenious of earUer 

Address moved by Mr. Mitchell- fruits of the House’s strange refusal to daysinParliamenti^.EoNALDMoNEiLL 
BufKS and seconded by Lord Apsley in aUow Mr. Whitley the assistance of a has developed mto the TOrmetofegrauzs. 
fnSSesTuite deserving the usual com- deputy in the Chair is that, alter a In bis sohd defence of the Govem- 
p^ents,\ulv paid by the Leader op lapse of some twenty years, “the ment’s foreign pohcy oMy a pungent 
THE Opposition. NoLault was to be Speaker’s chop ’’ has been revived. No phrase or two recalled his pugnaeiOTs 
found with Mr. Eamsay Macdonald’s man could be expected to sit still from youth. Of all the critics, he smd, oidy Mi . 

openmg_ chatt .of the whn.thewmilddomtheir 


- V what he would do in their 

Speech from the Thrane ^ 

which, from the ^nety L ^ ^ 

of its contents, remmaed. 'uS i n » ® 

himofthesto^k-in-ti-ade M heel ’’ meant that he was 

of a penny bazaar, and |l W^m 

Eo.id from Labour-; ""IcJmplSrchiifboth 

°'Bu?Sn h? went on ® 

to accuse Mr. B.1LDWLN, rLl^Sfconldered 

SrSe oSfaufflT tire!y out of date. Th^ 

cries. Mr. Macdonald l“^“®^I°''kffmid'*'be 

by\helt°reSgtirof"tlhs . someone more like’ Mr. 

denmnsh-ation.^ ^ehad, kw,®MrTl0R?LE!“was 

c3SS”moSn,aM when herejoiSdin “the 

for the moment did not 0„OE AGAIN f 

Iv-nnw what he was sav- vuuajj ujnujii aitaun. artificiality to realism. 

in« But he ouicklv re- Daeynoton pfe. Pxra Pease) and K^sant (Sir Owen Philipps) Thursday, Januanj 

ing. .dui ne qmcKiy le as the twin Colossi op Memnon. ,T,d’ 

covered himselt; and a ... « being the 

littlelater, when the Ministerialists took two-forty-five till eleven, listening to first day for Questions, the back- 
exception to his phrase, ‘‘The Nation’s “the dreary drip of dilatory declama- bench Labourites seized what may be 
Government must he carried on ” and tion ” without intermission. And, very almost their last opportunity of badger- 
called out, “The King’s,” he accepted the sensibly, the Speaker has determined, ing Major Tryon. He answered most 
emendation and neatly remarked that while he is about it, to have something of their inquiries with his usual thor- 
he made no distinction between patriot- more than a chop for his dinner, and, oughness and courtesy, but his inability 
ism and loyalty. just as if he were a first-class cricketer, to reply to some of the innumerable 

Mr. Lloyd Georg-e did not keep the to allow himself a tea-interval as well. “ Supplement aries ” roused the hecklers 


a broad foot and a big 


House in suspense as to the Lib- 
eral attitude. An Amendment sim- 
ilar to Mr. Macdonald’s would, 
he said, be put down by some of 
his hon. friends below the Gang- 
way. Hor the rest, he put a 
number of questions about foreign 
affairs, which apparently had been 
going from bad to worse ever / . 
since he left Downing Street. ^ 
I doubt if a Prime Minster in Y, 
Mr. Baldwin’s position has ever 
preserved his temper better. His 
brief speech was studiously unpro- 
vocative.* He did not even carry 
out his first intention to reply to 
Mr. Macdonald’s personal at- 
tack, but generously treated it as a 
temporary lapse. I think his sup- 
porters would have liked him to 
show a little more aggressiveness 
even in the preliminary sparring. 

But presumably he was waiting 
for the real fight. 



TM 

V y^r\ 
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A PEOMISmG PUPIL. 
Lord Haldane. 


to uproar. Mr. Macdonald 
looked thoughtful and unhappy, 
wondering, perhaps, which of his 
colleagues he would ask to under- 
take the thankless job of Minister 
of Pensions. 

We still manage to pay for our 
little luxuries. Poor as we are, 
during the last quarter of 1923 the 
number of wireless licences issued 
was over four hundred thousand. 

The Prince of Wales and the 
Duke of York came into the Peers’ 
(iallery while Mr. Clynbs was 
moving the ofidcial Amendment 
to the Address — “that your Maj- 
esty’s present advisers have not 
the confidence of this House ” — 
and showed great interest while, 
in his usual quiet argumentative 
manner, he stated his case against 
the Government. It seemed a 
pity that he should have gone 
out of his way to repeat the 



accusation of class-feeling that his 
leader had levelled at the Ministerial- 
ists, particularly as it led him to such 
sweeping and questionable generalities 
as that the mass of the people are poor 
not because they don't work but because 
they do, and that few of the rich owe 
their wealth to persistent personal 
endeavour. 

More than thirty years ago Mr. 
Asquith moved the Amendment 
to the Address (in almost identi- 
cal terms with that proposed to- 
day) which brought down Lord 
Salisbury’s Government. Then, 
as now, it was a case of two 
minority parties against one. Tho 
memory of his triumph on that 
occasion seemed to have spurred 
liim to special effort, and his 
speech was by common consent 
the best that he has made for 
years. It was full of neatly- 
turned phrases. Eeferring to the 
Government, he declined to waste 
time in “reslaying the suicides,” — . 
but was equally determined not T 
to resuscitate them, although, as 
his post-bag would testify, he had ^ 
been “cajoled, wheedled, almost 
caressed” to do so. His descrip- 
tion of the Peelites — “an excep- 
'tionally able stud highly-eliisive 


body” whom Palmerston and Eus- 
SELL “ did not want to live with, but 
could not live without — delighted 
everybody, though Mr. Macdonald's 
enjoyment was possibly tinged with 
I doubt. It would perhaps have been 
kinder, with Mr. Lloyd Georoe sitting 



beside him, to have refrained, in his 
ridicule of the panicmongers, from 
specifically mentioning those whose 
particular dread was that “British 
capital was going to take the wings of 
the morning and fly away from this 
tax-ridden country.” The conclusion of 
an admirable speech was that, 
while turning out the Govern- 
ment, Liberals had no intention 
of giving a blank cheque to their 
successors, but would, unfettered, 
help to enable the King’s Govern- 
ment to be carried on* 

Sir William Joynson- Hicks 
wondered how some Liberals, at 
least, were going to reconcile their 
present intentions with their elec- 
tion promises. One of them had 
said, “I stand as an anti-SooM- 
l ist.” Was he going to sit as an 

p anti-Socialist ? Even Sir John 

^ Simon, who described' Socialism 

^ as “only a form of intellectual 

g measles,” had apparently found 

g. it verv catching. 




THE ART OE PEINaLING. 
iaiE. Peinqle uses his hat to good account. 


^ A Pelt Want. 

^ From a catalogue of neW' com- 
7-^ panies:— 

Ltd. — ^To acqre inventions 
relating to apparatus or means for 
automatically stopping gramopliones 
and IWe machines.” 
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made me do it I am nofe, I may say, took it out aud fumbled with the 
A N IGHT ATTACK. ^hat you would call a nervous mau. I cylinder in the dark, trying to load it. 

To my mind it has been a good deal have in bygone days, or rather nights, A cartridge fell on the floor and rolled 
too hot for jam-making the last few explored my house from attic to base- away into a corner, 
days. (I wrote this during a heat- ment many times in search of the causes “Areyougoing to shoot him?” came 
wave and it is the Editor’s fault for of strange noises, but I had not been in a muffled voice from next door. 


wave and ic is tne.Jcidinor s laiuc lor 
not publishing it at the time.) 

Fruit, however, has been tolerably 
cheap, and, after all, it is Susan who 
has to stand over the fire and stir the 
cauldron. I wonder how she manages 
it, I confess. It cannot really be good 
for the temper. But she showed me, 
with a certain pride, a whole shelf in the 
store-room filled with a neat row of jars, 
covered over, tied down and accurately 
labelled. The day before yesterday that 
was. I forget what the method was, but 
it was something new, extracted by 
Phyllis from The Evening Gazette. You 
would be surprised at the amount of really 
useful information that young lady con- 
trives to discover in the daily Press. 

^ ^ ^ 

It was past midnight, and I woke up 
with the conviction that someone had 
knocked violently on the door." I hate 
being roused from my first sleep in this 
weather, for there is no knowing when 
I shall manage to get off again. How- 
ever, I believe I was just beginning 
to doze when there was a noise that 




■'j 7 isn;- 

y 





“A NOISE THAT FAIBLy MADE ME STAET 
UP IN BED.” 


“Are you going to shoot him? ” came 
in a muffled voice from next door. 

“Not unless it is absolutely neces- 
sary.” I said. 

“Do be quick. I sliall never get to 
sleep again till you come back.” 

In the old days, I refiected, she would 
probably have tried to hold me back. 
We grow more sensible with advancing 
years. Still, there were points about 
the past. 

I creaked solemnly down the stairs, 
exploring the shadows with more than 
common care, my finger on the trigger. 

It is never totally dark at this time 
of year, but the kitclien might be called 
shady at the best of times. I got there 
at last, after inspecting all the ground- 
floor rooms without result. There had 
not been a single sound since I got 
out of bed. Peeling my way cautiously 
down the two stairs that led to the 
kitchen door I opened it gently. There 
came a decided draught on my face. 1 
could see dimly that the further door 
was open, leading to the store-room. 
The breeze was coming from there. 
Clearly an entrance had been made by 


fairly made me start up in bed, followed called up for active service for some the store-room window. 


by a clatter as of a falling tea-tray three or four years, and I bad’ never I stepped cautiously towards the in- 
loaded with crockery. It was the sort hitherto taken a revolver with me. coming breeze. Then 1 saw the beggar, 
of noise that could never be explained I should not have done so on this lurkingjust behind the store-room door, 
away. It cried aloud for investigation, occasion, I think, but for the fact that I pointed my weapon at him. 

“What on earth is that awful noise? ” the thing was there, so to speak, eating “ Hands up, and come out of that ! ” 
It was Phyllis’s ' T • 


voice from the nexfc 
room, rather queru- 
lous in tone. She does 
not like her sleep dis- 
turbed in the hot 
weather, either. 

“I don’t know,” I 
said, feeling with my 
bare feet for a pair of 
slippers. 

“Do you think it ’s 
anyone in the house? ” 

“It might be, and 
again it might not,” 
I smiled grimly to 
myself, recalling the 
number of times I 
had adventured down- 
stairs in the early days 
of our married life. 
There never had been 
anyone in the house 
— that is to say, any 
unauthorised person 







*It was rather nervous work enterino that kitchen again. 


“ Hands up, and come out of that ! ” 
^ . I said. • 

There was not a 
' '■ sound in reply. You 
'.l! I did not like it 

. all. The silence 

was rather daunting. 
;■ Should I try the man 
iMfli again, onpull the trig- 
ger ? I felt the thing 

I W wavering in my hand, 
■j] ?ni;i Bang ! 
iQi: 'I j .. I knew how it would 

ij be. That fatal hesita- 
f| .-.h tion. I distinctly heard 
1 III the bullet whistle past 
f my head and strike 
■>' I behind. The 

! shock startled me into 
pulling the trigger. 
p'A '.i Bang! A crash of fall- 
plaster and a faint 
shriek from above. I 
had fired into the ceil- 
A r A TNT » wouldn’t do to 

let the fellow h ave an- 


J Ml 


•but Phyllis had never failed to sug- its head off. It is rather melancholy j other try at me. I don’t mind telling you 


gest the possibility. 


to think of a sound weapon like that that I pumped the other five baiTels into 


“Do be careful,” she added. This rusting away in a case without ever the space behind that door in double 
too was part of the regular formula. having a chance of hearing itself speak, quick time. In fact I didn’t stop until 
"5' ' It had hung there ever since I came the hammer clicked, and I realised there 

Honestly, I don’t quite know what back from Cologne, four years ago. I were no more cartridges in the cylinder. 




I refciL'ed swiftly but in good order, 
taking the precaution to lock the kit- 
chen door behind me, 

Phyllis, naturally, was outside in the 
passage as I returned. 

“ Great Heavens ! wdiat has hap- 
pened? ” she asked. 

“I propose to go down again and 
seo,” I said, “ when I 've put in a few^ 
more cartridges.** 

‘‘I thought the whole bouse was 
coming dowm,” she said. “Is it safe 
for me to come ? ” 

I did not think it likely that the man 
would show fight after what had hap- 
pened. Still you nevQr could tell. 

Phyllis followed at a reasonable dis- 
tance when I lit a candle and descended 
the stairs for the second time. It was 
rather nervous work entering that kit- 
chen again. But I got the shock of my 
life wdieii I raised the candle and saw 
a broad dark stain slowly widening over 
the oilcloth. The fellow must have been 
bleeding like a pig. 

“Wait a moment,’* I called out to 
Phyllis. “ Better not come just yet.*’ 

1 stepped gingerly over the dark 
patch and with the greatest caution 
penetrated into the store-room. There 
was nobody visible, but there were more 
patches of blood on the floor and even 
on the walls. The window was shat- 
tered to fragments. Probably the in- 


truder had dragged himself outside, to 
die in peace. Then I suddenly not ced 
that there was a hat and cloak hanging 
on the inside of the door. A chilling 
thought struck me. That was Susan’s 
hat. I stepped across and examined it. 
Touching the cloth, my fingers came in 
contact with some sticky substance. 

And at that moment another violent 
explosion took place, and a fourth jar 
of the fatuous jam despatched its con^ 
tents over walls and ceiling and my own 
person. 

“ .What are you doing ? ** came in faint 
tones from behind the kitchen door. 

. It took me a minute to recover my 
wits. 

“ I *m estimating,” I replied at last, 
“ what your new method of jam-making 
is likely to cost. Susan will certainly 
want a new coat and hat. Even by 
candle-light I can see four large holes.” 

Oonsideriiig everything, I think it 
was quite good shooting. 

“W'hen the wardrobe of a convicfced thief 
was searched some little time ago there were I 
found the complete uniforms of a policeman, 
water board inspector, and gas inspector. 

Bona-fide servants should boar in mind that 
callers who seek admission during the absence 
of their employers may be sheep in wolves* 
clothing.”— Paj^r, 

This seems rather a slur upon the 
policeman, etc. 


UNCLE JAMES. 

My Uncle James has sailed as far 
As lands w'here lions and tigers are — 
To Africa and back again, 

To India, Canada and Spain. 

Don’t you think it odd that lie 
Won’t play pirate games witli me ? 

It *s rather sad he never cares 
To shoot the rapids on the stands ; 

It 's such a w-aste of time to snore 
When he has heard real lions roar. 
Think, if he would keep aw’ake, 

IVliat an Indian Chief he ’d make ! 

My Uncle James has lived out East, 
Yet can’t pretend the very least, ^ 

My Uncle James has lived out 
But still I ’m sure that I know best 
Wliere adventures may be found | 
In a Happy Hunting Ground. i 

XTnconscious Humour at Manchester. 

To the question, “What is Green- 
wich Time?” a Manchester boy re- 
plied : “ Greenwich time is absolutely 
the correct time which we get from a 
place right-down in the South of Eng- 
land where the people can see the sun 
better than we can.” 

Smith Minch’s Latest : “ The pil- 
grims went to Canterbury to kill Joe 
Beckett.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Havoc ” (Hayacahket). 

I ONLY hope there were present at the 
first night of Mr. Habry Wall’s Havoc 
a goodly mimber of those astute and 
enterprising theatrical managers who 
have kept on assuring us that we were 
all bored wuth the War, and that no 
serious war play would have an earthly. 
They vrould particularly appreciate the 
storms of applause which almost over- 
Vvdielmed the players and must have 
made the author a proud and happy 
man. Havoc is a very fine piece of work, 
not because it is free from obvious 
faults — it isn’t, and it can afford not to 
be — but because it is finely felt, sin- 
cerely written and skilfully works up to 
. a climax which is, in a theatrical sense, 
entirely effective. And this 'in spite of 
the fact that one cannot believe that 
Captain Boddy Diinton, a capable and 
trusted soldier, would have been so 

unprofessional” — however deep his 
hatred of the friend who had supplanted 
liiin in the affections of his betrothed, 
and however demoralised he was by the 
brutality of the filthiest of all wars — 
as to leave tliat friend (and a brother- 
subaltern, together with a whole 
platoon, or what Avas left of it) isolated 
behind the enemy’s advancing line, con- 
cealing from him the orders for retire- 
ment, .and betraying him with a false 
promise of support. 

As a foil to the war scenes there is 
an opening and a closing scene at home, 
in the flat of the rich, beautiful, much- 
pjaragraphed Violet Herring, who is the 
cause of the havoc of this poignant 
personal tragedy which the author has 
outlined against the dark background 
of the immeasurable impersonal horror 
of the War. Dich Chappell ^ on leave, 
brings to Violet a message and a present 
from her betrothed, his friend. Her 

I answer is to, work upon the love which 
he has long felt for her and loyally tried 
to suppress for his friend’s sake. She 
is a light woman, without the excuses 
or dignity of "passion, who has nothing 
to give but promises, which she can 
easily withdraw by letter. 

One such letter she indeed gives to 
Dick to take back to Boddy, which 
kills the fine friendship of this David 
and Jonathan; anothei*, posted later 
to Dick, which might have healed the 
breach by showing up the worthlessness 
of the disputed woman , was delivered too 
late to prevent the soldier who had be- 
trayed his trust and his friend, and, worst 
of all, his men, from taking his own life. 

The woman, then, is important in the 
dramatic scheme, but it cannot be fairly 
said that the author has succeeded with 
her, or with her disappointed and em- 
bittered cousin, or witli Boddy’ s sister. 

It seems natural to suppose he was not 
fundamentally interested in any of 
them. 

But the War — ^the devastating all- 
jiervading horror of it, its tragic reac- 
tions in this and that temperament, 
the fine fellowship, the unbelievable 
courage, the gay camouflage of humour, 
even the routine and technique of 
soldiering — all this interests him im- 
mensely, and of it all he contrives to 
convey an unforgettable impression. 

The war scene opens in the compara- 
tive quiet of, a hut behind the lines. 
There is expectation of being moved up 
shortly. We are shown, together with 
the well-loved Boddy Dunton, Smithy, 
an elderly subaltern, not made for the 
trade of war, whose thoughts, when not 
on his work, are ^vith a wife and two kid- 
dies at home ; The Babe, a fledgling as 
yet unproved; a fine upstanding effi- 
cient, truculent, thirsty, misquoting 
Sergeant-Major ; and an imperturbable 
orderly. Into this group bursts Dick 
Chappell with his letter from Violet to 
Dunton. A jealous hate is to destroy 
this admirable fellowship. And from 
this moment there is a crescendo of in- 
terest : company headquarters changes 
to a cellar just behind the line, and, 
again, in a crisis of the great retreat of 
1918, to a room in. a shuttered villa, 
into which the two betrayed , officers, 
the one {The Babe) shell-shocked into 
what is technically called cowardice, 
and the other {Dick Chappell), wounded 
and blinded, come back from the jaws 
of death to confront Dunton with proofs 
of his treachery ; The Babe to denounce, 
Dick to shield him — ^from all but him- 
self. The stage management all through 
this was quite admirable ; the illusion 
of being actually in the thick of the 
operations most^ effectively sustained. 
Very sldlful and tactful, too, was the 
way in which the author lightened, 
made bearable (or did he rather make 
it the more intolerably poignant ?) the 
essential tragedy with a running com- 
ment of humour without conveying any 
effect of that mechanically and conscien- 
tiously introduced comic relief which is 
at once so tedious and so janing. 

I admire this piece of work so much 
and was so deeply moved by it that I 
dare suggest to ,the author that he 
should ask some discreet friend who 
has the true sub-editing talent to put 
a blue pencil through a purple patch or 
two of over-fine phrasing which occa- 
sionally spoils .a ^‘naturalistic” effect 
otherwise so competently sustained; and 
to break up here and there an over- 
long, over-elaborate and over-coherent 
speech, such as that so superbly de- 
livered by the shell-shocked Babe (Mr. 
Eiohaed Bird). 

This clever young actor received such 

an ovation as is rarely bestowed, and 
thoroughly deserved it. Mr. Leslie 
Faber played his difficult, unsympa- 
thetic if not impossible part of Dunton 
with skill and resource and a careful pre- 
paration which made the character all 
but believable. Mr. Henry Kendall’s 
Dick by no means played itself. It was 
a skilful and moving performance, en- 
tirely in a grave key ; and this talented 
actor is accustomed to the support 
of humour. Mr, William Kershaw’s 
seemed to mo admirably human, 
and Mr. Claud Allister played an un- 
satisfactory nerve-ridden adjutant with 
intelligence. The Sergeant-Major of Mr. 
Vincent Holman was to the life, and 
Mr. Forrester Harvey capably pre- 
sented the imperturbable Biddle. But 
such measured praise is inadequate and 
superfluous. All parts of tlie house were 
caiaied away by the superb acting of the 
three war-scenes. Jointly and severally 
the members of a fine team of players 
were called again and again before the 
curtain. Even Captain Dunton had to 
rise reluctantly from the dead. 

The Fourth Act brought an inevitable 
reaction. I am not at all sure that the 
play could not be superbly finished and 
withal sufficiently rounded off by a little 
modification of the end of the Third Act ; 
the first being left as a mere prologue to 
set the key. It seemed a pity that we 
could not have gone home for once in 
the mood of exaltation, of poignant and 
splendid memories, and of aostlietic 
satisfaction, to which tho sincerity of 
author and players alike had lifted us. 

The author made a most modest and 
appropriate speech of thanks— seemed, 
indeed, most unreasonably, the coolest 
man in the house- I quite agree with 
the interjection of an enthusiastic lady 
in the gallery. He certainly must 
“write some more.” T. 

TIBETAN LAMENT. 

The loveliest of our Lamas 

Has passed beyond the door’; 

He ’ll never wear pyjamas 

Any more, any more. 

Above the yawning chasm 

He tried to pass a yak, 

But it took a sneering spasm 

And blew him off the track. 

So the silent valley has him, 

And he can’t come back. 

The sweetest of our Lamas 

Has passed beyond the door, 

And he ’ll never wear pyjamas 

Any more. 

** There are two kinds of embroiderers — and 
it is not for she who wields the needle that this 
article is written,” — Woman^^ Paper. 

Nor, let us hope, for he who looks for 
a lesson in grammar. 


THE STORY THAT WAS TOO FUMNY 
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'ONLY THE BEAVE- 


expecticg a leisurely resj)onse, and over in to a late tea, Vera flushed and radiant, 
the bank they’ll go, or crump into George evidently relieved to be alive, 


I KNOW you think me a perfect something in front. Poor old George ! but pale. 


fooL” Let me come and say good-bye to him.” “ Hullo, George ; you look a bit sick,” 

„ No, George,” I said, not perfect. It was but too true. I said at once. 

FoobperhapSjbut not perfect, George.” “ Your brother-in-law is going to let *‘I’m perfectly all right, thanks,” 
George went off in dudgeon after that, me drive his ‘Hurricane,* ” said Vera, said George shortly, 
thinking no doubt that I was treating “Isn’t he a dear?” “You don’t look at all "well,” said 

with levity a solemn subject. And in- “You’ll remember you’ve got six Jane. 

deed it was a solemn subject. For little things called cylinders in front of “ Anything happened to upset your 
George was being ridiculously attentive you, won’t you? ” Lsaid guardedly. “ I nerves ? ” I asked with grave solicitude, 
to Vera, and George is forty-five and mean to say she nJay not seem to be “ You know that my nerves have 
Vera is twenty. Yet I could not treat moving quite so fast as she actually is.” always been excellent,” said George 
thematteralwayswjth complete solem- “I’m a very safe driver,” she said, aggressively. 

nity, as Jane did — Jane being! I But Vera was eyeing him 


3t me come and say good-bye to him.” “ Hullo, George ; you look a bit sick,” 
It was but too true. I said at once. 

“ Your brother-in-law is going to let “I’m perfectly all right, thanks,” 
0 drive his * Hurricane,* ” said Vera, said George shortly. 

[sn’the a dear?” “You don’t look at all -well,” said 

“You’ll remember you’ve got six Jane. 

tie things called cylinders in front of “ Anything happened to upset your 


my wife and George’s sister. 

“You don’t think the old 
thing’s going to get engaged 
to her, do you ? ” Jane asked me 
later, as she had been doing a 
dozen times a .day. 

“ A man of forty-five will do 
anything,” I answered sagely, 
being thirty-eight myself. “But 
what about Vera? Will she 
get engaged to him ? ” 

“ You never kno^v. Vera is 
romantic. She admires courage 
and unselfishness. She told 
me so. She may think she ’s 
found them in George. And 
she may have found them, of 
course.” 

“ You surely don’t think 
George is brave and unselfish ? ’ ’ 
1 asked in astonishment, 

“ In spots, no doubt,” Jane 
answered, “as you are, as all 
men are. And perhaps she ’s 
dropped on those spots. All 
men are mixtures of bravery 
and cowardice, selfishness and 
unselfishness — mostly cow- 
ardice and selfishness,” she 
added, seeing me rather up- 
lifted. “ But once in a way a 
girl may come on the other 
things, by luck, and then, if 
it ’s a young girl, ^Heaven help 
everyone 1” 


everyone 1 ^ labsorbiDg'hisseWliquW 

All this seemed feo pe jeryL ^ ^ J brandy and confiding to me 

diacultandmetapliysical(ordoImean “But it s awfully sporting of him to that be failed to see the fun of risking 
psychological ?) and quite unsuited to let me drive her all the same, and very your own and other people’s lives 
G^rge, who is just an orfmary heavy- brave to trust himself to me.” So this story, which ojened so oniin- 

ish prson of forty-five. But I left it at “ There you are, courage and unself- ously, ends quite happily. Vera is now 

a morn- ishness, J ace whispered as they drove engaged to a young man whose occupa- 
w + -u %u' > ® °®’^*ainty now. tion is flying about in the sky. He 

°‘^“® *0 “® ,a She s quite a nice girl, of course, but finds the lack of pace in land motoring 

?n an*°Sfi?tost "mice’" f “'"P”- soilaMe '«aoo4 lot v“ hL “him 

tt TT_ 1 j.i_ TT f ? 1 «» - J 


‘ Give me a first-class platform ' 


Bufc Vera was eyeing him 
with the cold and critical eye 
of youth. “ You do look rather 
pale,” she said. “It wasn’t 
that shave we had at Hang- 
man’s Corner, was it? ” 

“ No, certainly not. I wasn’t 
a bit nervous.” 

“Or that little affair at 
Pepper Bod?” 

“I assure you I’m quite 
all right. Eapid movement 
through the air always makes 
me pale.” 

Vera laughed a clearrippling 
laugh, aged twenty. “ You had 
rapid movement all right. But 
[ believe it was rather much 
for your nepes. I won’t drive 
so fast again. It was awfully 
good of you to let me drive at 
all,” she added. 

But Jane and I exchanged 
meaning glances. We thought 
— we did not know, of course, 
but we thought — that George’s 
number was up, or rather 
down. 

That evening Vera confided 
to Jane that she thought that 
George was the most unselfish 
man she ’d ever known. It was 
a pity he hadn’t more nerve. 
About the same time a slowly 
recovering George was just 


“ He ’s both. He ’s in love.” . ~ 

“ But Vera ’s never driven a big car,” These stars represent the exneriencp*! " of system of for- 

I said ntThnsf: «■ Rlin ®^®nences warding permits for the removal of cattle to 
ttu 4 .V 1 U m of Vera and George m the Hurricane Ireland by post— a very slow procedure.” ’ 

3'“^ “ot so inappropriately so far Irish Pape7\ 

as.Geoi'ge is Concerned ; he must bays And very awkward too, we should 
press her dainty foot on the accelerator, seen stars several times. They came think, for the postman 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, | 

j {By Mr, Pu7ich*^$ Staff of Learned Glerhs) 

I The Fir and the Palm (Hutchinson), in spite of its 
arboreal title, is cliiefiy concerned with ancestral mansions, 
<*gold and brown ’’libraries, family portrait-studded” draw- 
ing-rooms, cream and apricot ” boudoirs and the sensations 
and small-talk of their occupants. I cannot feel that Prin- 
cess Bibesco has added any peculiarly personal ingredient 
to the fornmlce akeady employed by Mrs. Elinor Glyn and 
Mr. E. E. Benson to make a marketable article of these two 
waste products; but, apart from an excessive use of adjec- 
tives— -their number and calibre are a continuous source of 
weakness to the narrative and weariness to the reader — ^her 
manner is more than adequate to the matter in hand. Heine’ s 
^^Fichtenhaum'' is the symbolic motive of the story — a fal- 
lacious little lyric gracefully translated by Professor Gilbert 
Murray for the title-page. Cyril, Lord Horsham, a chival- 
rous ascetic, is the snow-bound fir ; Helen, his wife, a child- 
ish sensualist, is the sun-scorched palm-tree; and Toby 
Boss, a coarse young egoist, very cleverly drawn, stands, I 
suppose, for the ^^brennende FelsenwandJ' which the palm- 
tree very naturally looks upon as its proper environment. 
Those who choose their extra-conjugal affinities for wffiat an 
art-critic would call their “tactile values” will follow the 
loves of Toby and Helen with unflagging interest. The re- 
mainder of the world will be inclined, I think, to find them 
too limited in scope and too unbounded in expression. 

The writing of detective stories must be a branch of the 
literary art possessing a curious fascination. Sooner or 
later we all try our hand at the game. And indeed it is a 
sort of game, akin perhaps to the construction of a jig-saw 
puzzle, wherein the maker first paints his picture and then 


cuts it into a confused medley of component parts. In 
The Fate of Osmund Brett (Hutchinson) we have, however,, 
something that does not depend solely on its ingenuity of 
construction. Mr. Horace HuTCHiNSONis ingenious enough, 
and starts off gallantly with an exhumation and the dis- 
covery of the wrong body in the coffin — a body too that 
was badly w^anted elsewhere. But he can also write, as 
indeed he proved long ago to those of us who are interested 
in golf or natiual liish^ry, and he has a sense of character 
which is not commonly discoverable in your Tales of Mystery. 
Furthermore he com^pels our respect by producing a ne^v 
variety of detective. I like Mr. James Barhston, with his 
round bucolic face and his large countryside boots and 
bis general air of a moderately prosperous farmer. It is 
true he defei's so far to the Holmes legend as to ceirry a 
large pipe, but it is rarely filled. Also he is of opinion that 
cleverness is the curse of the profession, and that men whose 
brains work quickly are always being misled by ingenious 
theories. He boasts that he is not a man of ideas ; his plan 
is to let a thing lie about in his head until something grows 
from it. But for aU that he gets there most satisfactorily afc 
the last. A very creditable experiment in the detective vein. 


When a mere humanist takes to journalism, the first 
thing he does is to persuade himself and the public that ha 
is also a prophet and a practical man — the first being, as a 
rule, something above his competence, the second below it, 
and the addition of the two to his original personality in 
anything like equal proportions a thing neither posBibla 
nor desirable. In The English Secret (Oxford University 
Press), that admirable writer, Mr. Basil de S:ifiLiNCOURT, 
has done his best to oonsubstantiate this uneasy trinity. But 
throughout the fourteen essays from The Times Literary 
Supple7ne7it which make up his book I think you w^iU ferf 
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that the prophet and the practical man are at loggerheads, Mother, talk freely with animals large and small. ^ hen I 
and that the humanist would be heartily glad to get rid of give a birthday party for animals I shall inwte no lats, even 
them both. Personally I echo his sentiment. The humanist if I am called a snob for excludn^* them, apart from 

is responsible for ail the best things— the penetrating expo- this difference, I can travel with The Wood Mother and these 
sition of English character and letters which gives its natmral and charming children all the way. Indeed I arew 
^ name to the series, the Da Maukieb nightmare of our bulky the greatest comfort and joy from this chronicle, delicately 
brainless civilization, called “ Meeting the Megatherium,*' and tenderly told, of their intercourse with nature. Mr. 
and the superb essay on Town Housing.** To the prophet Ohables PucHEii has made just the right pictures for a 

a beautiful but ineffectual angel— I ascribe “ Spiritual book which I warmly commend to everyone as an ideal 

Democracy.*’ And the finger of the practical man is visible gift for children of all ages. < 
throughout, endeavouring to “place** motor-cars, wireless ^ ; 

and other examples of “ miraculous modernity.** Perhaps Readers to whom incident, emotion or plot is an essential 
' the prophet and the practical man saved me from a surfeit of good fiction are hereby warned not to look for any one 
of agreement with the humanist. At any rate I thoroughly of them^ in Miss Una L. Silbebbad's latest volume. The 
enjoyed the whole book. Letters of Jean Armiter (Hutchinson) are addressed by a 

: pleasant spinster in the thirties to a sympathetic married 

It is the day of voluminous reminiscences. Our Victorian sister and to a Mr. Fortesque, a Government ojdicial from 

elders, feeling perhaps that :: : ^ 7 “ :: 3 :^:::: I Central Africa, whom she 

a new age has overtaken 
them unawares, are very 
properly hastening to show 
that the Arcadia of their 
golden prime had its own 
vanished and peculiar 
charm. Mr. Walteb ^ 

SrcHEi/*s The Sands of Ttme 
(Hutchinson) is a lively 
contribution to the social 
history of a period in which 
the men and women of the 
eighteenth century were 
already as antiquated as 
the Victorian people a-re 
to-day. Mr. Sichel’s grand- 
father knew Peel and Cob- 
den; his father was born 
in the same year as Queen . 

ViOTOBiA, and Mr. Sichel 
himself first went to school 
in the sixties,- He had the 
luck to be born into a well- 
to-do intellectual set, in 
which all sorts of eminent 
and distinguished persons 

met at one another’s houses ' 

soberly to enjoy ample Mild Passenger. “I was distinctly told that Bibmingham was having lived fully up to 

fare, sound wine and, in ^1^0 £^^0 implications of the 



'I WAS DISTINCTLY TOLD THAT BiBMINGHAM WAS 


Central Africa, whom she 
meets when she takes the 
first real holiday of a life 
chiefly devoted to “stop- 
gapping ** among relations. 
In between the letters, 
which chiefly chronicle the 
daily round and common 
task of their writer’s life, 
Miss SiLBERBAD has in- 
serted just enough expla- 
nation, leaving Jean to re- 
veal her own character in 
her correspondence. It is 
a very nice character and a 
very common one, being, 
with variations, that of 
thousands of middle-class 
Englishwomen. U aselfish, 
honest and brave, with very 
little self-assertion and a 
very strong objection to 
snatching anything for 
themselves, they are often 
rather “ put upon ** by 
their families, and seem to 
get remarkably little out of 
life beyond the satisfaction 
of having lived fully up to 
the fine implications of the 


Dr. Johnson’s phrase, good talk. The Halles, Sir Henry title gentlewoman. Jean, happily, is one of the lucky ones, 
Irving, Garibaldi, the Mannings, the Coleridges, Sir and her last letter tells us the thrilling news of her engage- 
JoHN Millais, masters — especially masters — and boys ment to the fortunate Mr. now Governor of the 

at Harrow, men at Balliol, the formidable Jowett, Bench Leeward Islands, where I hope she will enjoy herself. 

and Bar, Platform and Stage — Mr. Sichel knew them 

all. His generous dish is compounded of knowledge and Mr. Edgar Wallace does not seem to me as ingenious 
seasoned with a measure of wit, a spice of the romantic, a in The Green Archer (Hoddeb and Stoughton) as he was 
dash of sentiment, the whole' being ' infused with a real in The Clue of the Neio Pin, but as compensation he gives 
kindliness of heart. Altogether a delightful book of memoirs, us an amazing wealth of incident and a villain of a turpitude 
which the elders among us will read with* the sympathy of unsurpassed in sensational fiction. Once granted that any 
shared experience, and from which the younger generation man can be so inhuman as Ahe Bellamy, I have nothing 
will (I hope) receive the not unpleasant conviction that on but praise for the thoroughness with which Mr. Wallace 
the whole their Victorian parents did not do so badly. presents him. But my unqualified admiration is reserved 

for the Savinis. Fay and Julius Savini were crooks, but 

Captain Douglas English,- in The Enchanted NecJdace their crookedness was tempered by a great kindness of 
(Nash and Grayson), has brought off a double event. He heart, and a really clever study is made of this blend. The 
has written a story that will delight any imaginative child elusive ‘‘green archer” contributes mystery to the story, and 
who is fond of animals, an’d ’be has also given profitable fortherestwehaveseveral of the types apparently considered 
entertainment to grown-ups, being an expert in wild life, essential in this genre of fiction, men and women who play 
Fancy and magic are here delightfully mixed' with facts, their parts creditably enough and then vanish completely 
The ^wins who are the hero and heroine of this tale can, from the memory. But the day is still far off when I may 
I through the agency of a mysterious lady called The Wood hope to forget the infamous Abe. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A 'WRITER in a contemporary thinks 
the Labour Goyernment means the end 
of everything. Some people think we 
shall be lucky to get off with that. 

^ sic 

Owing to the strike of engine-drivers 
certain football matches had to be post- 
poned. ' Enthusiastic followers of the 
game are confident that Mr. J. Bromley 
could not have realised that his action 
would lead to any such upheaval of our 
national life. ... 

According to a contemporary, in 

spite of the strike, local trains 

ran from Wigan with regularity. 

Those who think they know 
Wigan’ have expressed no sur- 
prise at the direction taken by 
these trains. 

The latest novelty is a seeds- 
man's catalogue set to music. 

W"e have often thought that 
these suburban stories about 
mammoth marrows would go 
much better if they were orches- 
trated. ... ... 

We gather from a weekly 
paper that a period of tranquillity 
reigns in Moscow. Trotsky 
would like to find out who 
started that scandal. 

An explorer has discovered, 
in the Amazon region, a mys- 
terious drug called Yagc^ which 
gives people the power of de- 
scribing events which they can- 
not possibly have seen. We 
have often wondered how our 
journalists did it. 


It is widely felt that if the new Post- 
master-General does not restore the 
penny post this sort of thing will be 
likely to extend. 

Tennis trousers, we note, are expected 
to be dearer in the Spring. This decides 
us to play croquet in plus-fours. 

“200,000,000 herrings were landed 
at Yarmouth last year,” declares a daily 
paper. We hear of one cantankerous 
old herring which kept on giving itself 
up in order to upset these round figures 
and had to be throwm back into the sea 
no fewer than eleven times. 



It has been suggested that 
the members of the Kensington 
Borough Council should wear 
robes on ceremonial occasions, 
to distinguish them from the general 
public. It is not stated whether the 
general public insisted on this. 

A member of the Westminster City 
Council asserts that disease germs lurk 
in London telephone call-boxes. One 
theory is that they are afraid to venture 
into the streets for fear of being run over. 

I have seen nothing quite like your 
winter, observes an American visitor. 
He ought to sample our summer, 

A letter was recently taken on horse- 
back from the Lord Mayor op York 
to the Lord Mayor op London. This 
means that the Lord Mayor op York 
saved three-halfpence. 


TOWABDS UTOPIA. 

The Man (after a hard day's golf). “I ’m dead tired 

TO-NIGHT,” 

Tim Wife, “Never i^itnd, dear; perhaps the Labour 
Government will abolish golf.” 


“ Saxophone players,” says a medical 
man, “are seldom affected by chest 
troubles.” We feel sure, however, that 
there is some special punishment re- 
served for them somewhere. 

i'fi i'fi 

A grand exhibition of Eeminine 
Fashions is to be held in Los Angeles 
next month. Tickets will be issued to 
“ admit bearer and one husband.” 

❖ 

“ Is the Motor-car an Asset to the 
Church ? ” asks a weekly paper. One 
theory is that it brings a good deal of 
business to the churchyard. 

A recent steeplechase was described 
in a contemporary as having been won 
by the length of a cigar. Those who 


are familiar with the racecourse cigar 
will take this to mean “ won ea.siiy.” 

A Peeress has suggested that inter- 
national disputes should be settled by 
picked pugilists representing both sides. 
Our only fear is that they might come 
to blows. ... 

With reference to this we would 
point out that no really satisfactory 
method has yet been discovered of sett- 
ling disputes between pugilists. 

Private soldiers at Aldershot have 
been granted facilities for playing golf. 
Among the rank and file it is 
understood that a defeat of 
Colonel Bogey does not consti- 
tute a breach of discipline. 

Luxury has no fascination for 
Mr. Henry Ford, we read. 
Much the same seems to apply 
to the purchasers of his cars. 

A man named Othello Fab- 
BRi, of Terni, has been arrested 
by the police' for selling his wife 
to another man for five pounds. 
It is evident that the police are 
determined to stop profiteering. 

i'fi 

A weekly paper has discovered 
that playiojg chess makes one 
forget the cold. But it should 
be remembered that it isn’tevery 
man who can stand the excite- 
ment of chess. 

i'fi He 

A report from Newfoundland 
states that a ketch arrived at 
St. John's recently with a cargo 
of English whisky in a water- 
logged condition. We know the 
stuff. 

“Liberal Support for Llabour.” 

Headline in Daily Pa/per. ' 
It was, no doubt, the double “ L ” 
that captivated the “Welsh Wizard.” 

“It was a strikiDg sight to look from the 
Star windows down on the crowd. The light 
played on a serried mass of caps and hat^ that 
swayed and surged as they laughed at the 
humor of the cartoons or sang some of the old 
time songs that were flashed on the screen.” 

' Canadian Pajaer, 

This is a great improvement on the bat 
which can only be talked through. 


“ At the police court, in answer to a magis- 
trate, he said : ‘ I admit the charges, Sir. 1 
had had one more than I should have had,’ 
The Ohainnan of the Bench remarked : ‘ If 
a mamn of education cannot behave himself, 
a man of education cannot behave himself, 
education ? ’ ” — Provincial Pa^er. 

It almost looks as if the Chairman ot 
the Bench *had also had “one more.” 


VOL. CLXVr. 
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THE STRIKE AHD THE NEXT REVOLUTION. 

By a "Working Man. 

It is perhaps rather bard on onr new Prime Minister 
that he should have had to share his limelight of the past 
few days with Mr. Bromley, who is neither a Socialist Mem- 
ber of the House of Commons nor even a horny-handed 
Peer, like Lord Parmoor. But I am less concerned about 
the distribution of limelight than I am about the extraordin- 
ary inconvenience to which I, a labouring man, am put by 
this gentleman’s determination to exploit the mutual jealous- 
ies of a couple of Trade Unions lor his own satisfaction. 

* * * 

Mr. THOMAS—and not Mr, Thomas alone among Mr. ^ 
Macdonald’s Ministers — gets my sympathy. The position I 
of a poacher-turned-gamekeeper has this advantage, that 
he knows the tricks of the craft; but it has its delicate side. 
I cannot help wishing that he had been made Home Sec- 
retary, if only that we might have seen how he would 
handle the police in the event of disturbance arising out of 
those “peaceful picketings ” which were once so dear to his 
heart. No doubt Mr. Macdonald had his good reasons for 
sending him elsewhere; but still, as a student of human 
nature, I must nurse a little regret that over the door 
of Mr. Thomas’s office at the N.U.E, the notice is up: 
“Gone to the Colonies.” 

* * * * 

Mr. Bromley, wlio seems to have a cynical contempt 
for our intelligence, represents his strike as a struggle of 
Labour against Capitalism. Himself a member of an 
organisation with vast investments of Capital (possibly they 
are wise enough not to touch railway shares), he knows 
every bit as well as we do’ that railway directors are the 
trustees of an infinite number pi small holders — working 
men who have put their savings into railway stock, widows 
who draw from this source the precarious interest on a 
small legacy — people who would he glad enough to have a 
fifth of the income of a first-class engine-driver. 

* * * * 

But I am told that the drivers of express trains have 
great responsibilities and that I must not grudge them the 
reasonable pay which they earn. I don’t. It is true that 
I ought to^ be more grateful than I am when I get to the 
end of a railway journey alive and with the use of my limbs 
unimpaired. But then I ought also to be more grateful 
than I am when I escape from death or mutilation in the 
course of a ride in a taxicab or a motor-bus. Except that 
these vehicles accommodate fewer passengers than a train, 
the responsibility of their drivers is just as great as that of 
the drivers of locomotives and imposes just as heavy a strain 
on the nerves. They too have to watch signals, and, if 
t|iey overrun them, the policeman (assuming that he sur- 
vives) will take down their numbers. And they have one 
very arduous duty which does not fall to the engine-driver. 
There are no rails to prevent them from colliding, or 
deviating from the track; they have, in fact, to steer, 

* * ^ * 

I am told that the findings of the Wages Board carry no 
legal compulsion. But that is so with most of such findings. 
If you resort to arbitration by mutual consent of all parties 
its decisions are binding by the unwritten code of common 
honour — to say nothing of common sense — even though 
they may not be the result of considered judgment but 
only of the chances of a spun lottery wheel or a tossed coin. 
Now the railway managers acquiesced at once in the findings 
of the Wages Board, though at least seven-eighths of their 
demands were turned down. I scarcely dare picture what 
Mr, Bromley would have said about their sense of honour 


if they had ordered a lock-out because they hadn’t got 
what they asked for. He would have been deeply pained 
to think that anyone should dispute the sole claim of Labour 
to insist on the primitive principle of “ Heads-I-win-Tails- 
yoii-lose.” * * 

One hears great talk of the hardships put upon a few 
dozen engine-drivers whose salary was reduced to the de- 
plorable figure of £450 or so per annum by the findings of 
the Wages Board. But the total hardships suffered by the 
general public in one week of such a strike as this — apart 
from the resultant increase of unemployment and the set- 
back to our reviving trade — are greater than would be suf- 
fered by these few men during the rest of their natural 
lives. There seems to be something of the steam-roller 
in Mr. Bromley’s passionate devotion to the cause of down- 
trodden humanity. Woe to those who cross the path of 
this devastating philanthropist ! 

* * * * 

What I want to know is how long our stupid patient ass 
of a public is going to allow any one man, or any isolated 
body of men, to play havoc with our Essential Services. 
Men who join these services should have special privileges ‘ 
—wages above the ordinary standard and guaranteed pen- 
sions; but with these special privileges should go special 
conditions. ’ The findings of accepted arbitrators should 
have legal force, and defiance of them — in the form of 
sudden strikes — should be punishable by law. There 
is no conscription of Labour, and men need not join 
these essential services unless they choose, any more than 
they need join the fighting services. But, if they elect to . 
join them, then, as in the fighting services, they should be 
subject to discipline. All this could be easily contrived 
without nationalization, and it will have to come. 

* 5)c ic '* 

^ Otherwise, one of these wet days there will be a Eevolu- 
tion. We have heard much of the revolutionary measures 
which we are to expect from a Socialist Government. The 
Eat Boys of the Press (if my friend, Mr. Lovat Eraser, 
will permit me) are always wanting to make our flesh creep 
at the thought of that kind of upheaval of Society. But 1 
mean a Eevolution on the part of the General Public. It 
will he a sort of Eascist movement, joined by all classes 
of nien who bear goodwill ‘to their country. In its secret 
service there will be those who volunteer to devote them- 
selves to the learning of various forms of skilled labour, so 
as to be prepared at a moment’s notice to take the place of 
strikers who menace the national life. They will be called 
“ Blacklegs,” and they will take pride in their title, as 
the Eascisti of Italy take pride in their black shirts. I for 
one would gladly sacrifice my favourite evening trousers in 
that cause. Such a movement — and it is already afoot — 
could have no better encouragement than is gratuitously 
offered by Mr. Bromley’s strike — one of the most wanton 
in a long record of organised tyranny. 0. S. 


Mis-spent Ej0Ebi*t. 

« A great gathering of refrigerationists from all parts of the world 
will take place in London next June, when the Institut International 
du Froid will hold its Fourth International Congress of Refrigeration 
under the presidency of Sir Gordon Campbell.^’— Pa:per. 

Eefrigerationists, forsooth ! And do they think,” said 
June, 

Their art is needed to correct an English summer noon ? 
I’ll teach them all a lesson.” So she started , , , ^^Oma 
foil 

But we waste our time in England,^’ said the Institut du 
Eroid. 
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WAITING. 

There are doubtless sadder and more 
terrible things than waiting for some- 
body at Paddington station on the night 
of a strike. There is, for instance, 
waiting for somebody at Bnston station 
on the night of a strike. Or there is 
bubonic plague. But Paddington is bad 
enough. Only one small and secret 
shrine holds out a ray of comfort. It 
is a kind of tower with a dim green 
lamp inside, and it is called the train 
indicator. 

For some time it had read simply : — 
SPECIAL FROM FROME 
SPECIAL FROM READING- 

The suggestion appeared to be that 
some day and at some platforms trains 
fpm these places would arrive. A weary 
little group of people, some standing 
and a very few sitting down, read the 
wordsand re-read them, andthen prayed 
and re-read them again. Adding myself 
to the group, I helped it to read. After 
a time I put on the air of a man who 
knows all about Beading and Frome 


and needs a lai'ger intellectual scope. 
The hours rolled by. 

Very suddenly the two black Venetian 
shuttersof the train-indicator were flung 
apart and the head of a charming girl 
leaned forward out of the green-lit tower. 
She held a long narrow notice-board in 
her hand. I felt inclined to cry out 
to her — 

soft, what light from yonder window 
breaks ? 

It is the East ” (only it was the West, of course) 
and Juliet is the Sun.” 

She put up : — 

SPECIAL FROM WORCESTER 
and disappeared from gaze. 

What I needed was Special from 
Penzanoe, and I turned away in sor- 
row, murmuring — 

“ I am too bold : ^tis not' to me she speaks,” 
Then I went off and leaned against 
a milk-can. Along the interminable 
length of the platform trundled a petrol 
motor lorry with two porters on it, 
having a splendid time. More and more 
taxis with winking eyes came down the 
steep chute into the station and pulled 


up to wait. Their drivers gathered 
in a knot and talked. Stray porters 
stopped to join in .... It was then 
that the orator began. He was a taxi- 
cab driver himself, and I do not know' 
whether he sympathized particularly 
with the strikers of the A.S.L.E.F. His 
idea seemed to be to give a m-pidresnvi6 
of the theories of Kabl Marx, before the 
Worcester train was signalled, to the 
serenading crowd. If anybody tried to 
interrupt he pulverised him by shout- 
ing. He had a voice like a battle-axe. 

‘ Marx’ way,’ quoth Marx, and clove 
liim thro’ the brain,” I thought, drawing 
nearer to the group. 

I love listening to speeches out-of- 
doors, and I was W'ell up in “surplus 
values ” by the time the next w'eary green 
engine had steamed in. When the 
commotion had subsided, I went back 
and listened to him again. He was 
talking about the present Government 
now. He had no confidence, it seemed, 
in the present Government. 

“ Look at J. H. Thomas,” he said. 

What d’ you think of J. H. Thomas ? j 
He ought to be in the ’Ouse of Lords, 
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J. H. Thomas ought 1 What does J, H. 
Thomas's name spell ? You knowwhat 
’is name spells, don’t you ? It spells 
Judas Iscaeiot.” 

No one was bold enough to criticise 
this remarkable excursion into phon- 
etics. I longed to tell him that Judas 
Iscaeiot’ s character had recently been 
whitewashed by Mr. Stuege Mooee, 
just as JMr. Masefield has said a few 
kindly words for Jezebel, but I thought 
it better to refrain. He passed on to 
a denunciation of the daily Press. 

‘‘There’s a lot of the noospapers 
pretending to be friendly just now to 
the cause o’ Labour,” he said. “ ’Olding 
out the ’and to them and all that.- But 
do they mean it ? Gam ! We know 
better. Wot are they trjdng to do? 
Just leading of them on. And, when 
they’ve led ’em on far enough, wot 
then ? Why, reaction, of course. Ee- 
action to Capitalism. That ’s wot the 
noospapers are trying to do.” 

Juliet flung open her shutters and 
indicated that the train from Worcester 
would enter on Platform 11. I went 
and tried another milk-can. It had the 
same kind of edge as the last. I asked 
iin inspector about the train from Pen- 
zance. He told me she had been sighted 
off Bristol many hours ago, heading for 
the Bast. I returned to politics. One 
of the audience had developed an in- 
satiable curiosity — I cannot imagine 
why — to know what the lecturer had 
been doing during the War. 

‘ ‘ ’ Ave you ever ’ung on barbed wire ? ” 
he said. That’s wot I want to know. 
’Cos I ’ave. Can you look at me and say 
as you ’ve ever ’ung on barbed wire ? ” 

The lecturer brushed him impatiently 
aside. He was talking about State 
control, 

“Same thing when the State does 
control anything under the present 
Capitalist system,” he said. “Wot do 
they do ? Why, they makes a mess of 
it. And why do they make a mess of 
it ? A purpose, of course ; so ’s they 
can turn round and say, ‘See what 
comes of it when the Sliate controls 
anything.’ That ’s wot they did with 
the Ministry of Transport. That ’s wot 
they’re doing with Pensions. Makes 
a mess of them on purpose.” 

The Ministry of Pensions appeared 
to be exceedingly unpopular. A very 
tall pale man, who had not spoken 
previously, broke in. 

“I’ll tell you about the Ministry of 
Pensions,” he said, “ ’cos I ’ve seen .’em. 
There’s four thousand young women 
there, there is. All painted and pow- 
dered. Comes at ten o’clock and has 
tea and goes away at four. And here ’s 
men can’t get their pensions. I can 
tell you what the Ministry of Pensions 
is. It’s a ' 



To my unspeakable disappointment 
the orator got in again. No Marxian 
likes to be interrupted. 

“ We ’re a-coming to all that in course 
of time,” he said, “Wot I’m saying 
to you is that the whole government 
of the country is run by capitalists, 

I and it ’s going to be run by capitalists, 
whether there ’s a Labour Party in or 
not, so long as the vote’s a stomach 
vote, as it was at the last Election, and 
not an intelligence vote. Now you 
deny that if you can. You can’t, and 
you know it ! ” 

The window of the house of Capulet 
was flung open, and a hand appeared 
with yet another notice-board. 

SPECIAL FKOM PENZANCE 
it read. With the’ idea, no doubt, of 


making the most of it, Juliet added to 
this two further boards, indicating that 
the special from Penzance was a special 
from Plymouth, Taunton, Bath and 
Bristol too. It was almost impossible 
to resist a cheer. The lecturer’s audi- 
ence began to melt away. The certainty 
that West and East were about to meet 
after so many hours seemed to dissipate 
the enthusiasm for Maex. 

“Platform Number 9,” shouted a 
very red-faced man, who seemed to 
have suffered from no stint under the 
private ownership of beer. There was 
a general scurrying of porters. 

“Look here,” I said to the lecturer, 
“I shall want a taxi.” 

“Eight y’ are, guv’nor,” he replied. 

Evob. 
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“SAT, EVE-CAV. AND PAG/’ 

An Opeeatic Announcement. 

In tlie feubiirb where I occupy a modest habitation 

We’ve a coming week of Opera, a brave and gallant 
show, 

And my soul is being torn between a fond anticipation 
And the difficult solution of the problem, when to go; 

I have balanced the advantages of this eve and of that eve 
Prom the primary unfurling of the oiDeratic flag 
To the noble culmination that awaits us on the Sat. eve 
When the cockles will be gutted by the flames of Cav, 
and Fag. 

Yei-y standard” is the programme in its richness and its 
glory, 

Very moving is the repertoire from which I have to choose ; 
On the Mon., to start auspiciously, we trot out Trovatore — 
Can I miss my Miserere ? — ^there ’s the Butterfly^ on Tues. ; 
Mr. Balfb upon the Wed. provides a sympathetic solace 
With the Ciiii lie left behind him ; on the Thurs., if you 
apply, 

They will * ^ let you like a soldier ’ ’‘with the lively Mr.'W allace. 
And dismiss you with an appetite for Fa^bst upon thePri. 

I w'oulcl take the lot and cheerfully, but — by the way, I see 
I ’ve 

Made no reference to Mimi, who expires upon the Mat. — 
But unluckily my portion of the products of the bee-’ive 
Is a niggard once-and-only, and I have to stick to tliat ; 
And, tho. Mon. to'Pri. will each provide a profitless and flat 
eve. 

In the joy of looking foiwvard to the best of all the bag 
I shall build up a crescendo for the fulness of the Sat. eve, 
When my soul will spin to glory on the wings of Gav, 
and Pacj. Dum-Dum. 

DIET AND THE DRAMA. 

“Did you know/’ I said, “that when Charles Kean was 
going to play the part of a tyrant he ate pork ; beef when 
he wanted to portray a murderer, and mutton when he 
w-as going to be a lover ? I got this from the Conference 
of Educational ^Associations at University College.” 

“ Mutton,” saidBunce thoughtfully — “ mutton as a basis 
for sheep’s eyes. There is something in it; and it is a 
pity that his example is not more generally followed. We 
hear a good deal about the dearth of young actresses of 
promise. A faulty dietary is the root of the trouble. 

For anyone about to attempt the part of J%diet I should 
advise a lamb cutlet, with a ])eGlie Melba, to follow ; but 
Ophelia and Desdemona should be played on cold tapioc^ 
pudding, though I might concede a few ste'wed prunes to 
the daughter of Polonius. 

“ To any actress about to attempt the part of Medea I 
should recommend boiled rabbit with white sauce, washed 
down with neat brandy. The rabbit’s resemblance to 
the most unprepossessing type of infant, combined with 
the insipidity of its flavour, should cause a temporary 
atrophy of the maternal instinct, and the brandy wnll do 
the rest. 

“ For an adequate presentment of Hedda Gahler nothing 
could be better than bloaters and toffee. Tf an actress cannot 
convey a general atmosphere of blight and give a lifelike 
rendering of nervous irritability after that mixture she has 
mistaken her vocation. The macaroons brought home by 
her husband should suffice the heroine of A BolVs House, 
both on and off the stage. They are not sustaining, but a 
plump Nora is inconceivable. 

“ For a principal boy in a pantomime I should suggest the 


drumstick of one of those fowls that are tactfully described 
by poulterers as suitable for boiling.” 

Bunee paused here, but I encouraged him to proceed. 

“The majority of crook dramas are of Transatlantic 
origin,” he said. “The actors who play in them over here 
must be seriously handicapped by the lack of suitable food. 
Probably no actor, however talented, can say ‘ Yep ! ’ or 
‘ Teir that guy to beat it ! ’ without having taken a pre- 
liminary course of baked clams, or find the critics unanimous 
in praising his sketch of the State Governor, who has to 
sentence an erring son to the electric chair, unless he can 
take a slice of pumpkin-p e in his dressing-room every 
night before he goes on,” 

“ It seems hard that such tragedies should have to be 
enacted behind the scenes,” 1 said feelingly. 

‘ “Per ardna ad astral replied Bunee. “If a man really 
loves his art he will not shrink from any sacrifice that his 
Muse may require of him. On the other hand, the catering 
I for the cast in local products, such as the playlets of the 
Lancashire School, presents no difficulties. Their staple 
food would be sausages and mashed, if the outlook is purely 
urban and industrial, but, if a sex problem impinges, so to 
speak, on the eight-hour day, I should allow fried fish and 
chips in moderation ; while an agricultural interest would 
naturally lead to the inclusion of turnips in the menu.” 

“ And for the plays of .Shaw" ? ” I inquired. 

“ Oh, something vegetarian. Lentil cutlets with sauce 
piquante ; or a Brazil nut—the same as for Charley's AnntP 

“ Go on,” I said. 

“ That is all,” said Bunee. “ The people w’ho act in revue 
and bedroom farces can eat what they like. In their case 
the main thing is that the audience should have dined well.” 


A MOVING STORY. 

It may be all right, but I don’t like the look of things. 
He went off this morning after breakfast as usual, and I 
saw him to the corner in the ordinary way. I strolled 
back to the house by the side gate, merely stopping to speak 
to the nexfc-door cat, who with her usual impertinence was 
looking in our dustbin, and when I got into the hall they 
were standing there, six of them, perfect strangers, in their 
shirt-sleeves and smelling of straw. I just said, “ What 
about it ? ” when Missis picked me up and said I wasn’t 
to. The whole beastly day has been “ I wasn’t to.” Cook ’s 
as snappy as a Pom, Mary won’t speak to me, and Missis 
seeins to have lost her head. 

She’s sat on a chair in the hall all day, letting those smelly 
ruffians steal every blessed thing and carry off the lot into 
two big kind of kennel-things standing in the road. The 
baby’s disappeared from the nursery (not that that’s any- 
thing to growl about) ; 1 can’t see my whip hanging up any- 
where (which is rather larks), but— where ’s my basket, eh ? 

And she ’s just sat there and encoimged them, and hoped 
they wouldn’t leave anything behind. When he comes 
back, what shall I say ? He ’ll hold me responsible, and a 
nice fuss there ’ll be. Especially about that baby. It was 
bad enough when I lost my collar, but now Biscuits ! ! 

^ * i\t 

They ’ve gone, and eyeryfching with them. Misais and I 
have been round the house, looking into every room, and 
she seems rather sad. No wonder. What shall I say to 

him ? It 's not my fault, but I can’t tell him so, because 

(I’d have taken on the six if she ’d let me.) 

What ’s that ? We ’re going now to find everything, and 
never coming back here ! Never coming back ? Eight-o, 
Missis ; you go on, and I ’ll catch you up in a jiffy. ° 

Now where— WHERE did I bury that bone in the 
garden last night ? 





WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

YI. — ^The Kisg’s Beeakpast. 
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The King asked 
The Queen, and 
The Queen asked 
The Dairymaid . 

“Could we have some 
butter for 

Tho Royal slice of bread ? ’ ’ 
The Queen asked 
The Dairymaid ; 

The Dairymaid 
Said, “ Certainly, 

I ’ll go and tell 
The cow 
Now 

Before she goes to bed.” 

The Dairymaid 
She curtsied, 

And went and told 
The Alderney : 

“Don’t forget the butter for 
The Royal slice of bread.” 
The Alderney 
Said sleepily, 

“ You ’d better tell 
His Majesty 

That many people now- 
adays 

Like marmalade 
Instead." 

The Dairymaid 
Said, “ Fancy I ” 

And went to 
Her Majesty ; 

She curtsied to the Queen 
and 

She turned a little red : 






“ Excuse me. 

Your Majesty, 

For taking of 
The liberty. 

Bat marmalade is tasty if 

It ’s very 

Thickly 

Spread.” 

The Queen said, 

“Oh!” 

And went to 
His Majesty : 

“ Talking of the butter 
for 

The Royal slice of bread. 
Many people 
Think that 
Marmalade 
Is nicer. 

Would you like to try a 
little 

Marmalade 

Instead?” 

The King said, 

“Bother! ” 

And then he said, 

“Oh, deary me! ” 

The King sobbed, “ Oh, 
deary me I ” 

And went back to bed. 
“Nobody,” he whim- 
pered, 

“ Could call me 
A fussy man ; 

I cmlij want 
A little bit 




Of butter for 
My bread ! ” 

The Queen said, 

“ There, there 1 ” 

And went to 
The Dairymaid ; 

The Dairymaid 
Said, “ Theie, there ! ” 

And went to the shed. 

The cow said, “ There, 
there ! 

I didn’t really 
Mean it ; 

Hero ’s milk for his por- 
ringer 

And butter for his bread.” 

The Queen took 
The butter 
And brought it to 
His Majesty ; 

The King said, 

“ Butter, eh? ” 

And bounced out of bed. 

“ Nobody,” he said, 

As he kissed her 
Tenderly— 

“ Nobody,” he said, ' 

As he slid down ’ 

The banisters— 

“ Nobody, my darling. 
Could call me 
A fussy man— 

But , 1 .. r 
1 do Wee a little tit of 
huiter to 7ny bread 1 ” 
A. A. M. 
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THE IMAM IIM THE MOON. 

X. — Down to the Sea in Sips. 

“ I WILL show you,” I said, “ one of 


I make what was real theatrical and false with his gums ; and we saw various 
was done; but in spite of all' the ship subsidiary characters who looked cute, 

■ remained impressive and beautiful. mean, slimy or holy for long periods ; 
Then it was removed, and we had and we flashed from Morgan's jaws to 


the marvels of modem invention, one three-quarters of an hour of Dramma. Patience's cha,pped lips, and on to the 
of those mechanical contrivances by We saw the stern old Quaker, hero's sore gums, and back into the dis- 

which Art and Science, harmoniously who had started life with a harpoon tant childhood of all of them. {Patience's 
allied, are rapidly spreading among in his hand.” This singular precocity, lips have been chapped from her birth, 
mankind the minds of monkeys and the it seemed, had given him lock-jaw, or poor girl ! ) Click ! 
intelligence of sheep.” bad teeth, and we watched him working « tHEE IS NOT A QUAKER.” 

^‘What is that?” said the Man in his jaws with an expression of great pain. “BUT I’LL BE A QUAKER!” 

the Moon.“ '‘Why does he do that? ” said the “BUT THEE HAS NOT HARPOONED A 

"It is called a Siiner-Film. Or it is Man in the Moon. WHALE.” 


bad teeth, and we watched him working ; 


"What is that?” said the Man in his jaws with an expression of great pain, 
le Moon.“ "Why does he do that?” said the 


j the Moon.“ "Why does he 

j "It is called a Super-Film. Or it is Man in the Moon. 

! called A Monster Screen-Dramma. Or "He is registeri 
it is called The Greatest Reel- [TIU 

Thrill. Or The Most Stupen- ^ 

dous Negative Yet Exposed. 

The early Egyptians, you re- ] 

member, were only able to , A 

represent life artistically by ^ . , /fe .. _ 


"He is registering strict Quakerism I (The strict old Quaker does not mind 
“yXX 77^] i his son-in-law being a bogus 


crude and unconvincing draw- ^ , 
ings of human beings at rest, 
or at best in one position. We ' / 

however are alile to exhibit V. ‘ 
pictures, at once artistic and •' ;V. 
realistic, of human beings, ' ' 

horses and film favourites con- 
tinuously in motion. 

" It is true that about half ^ 
of our motion-pictures, as we ' ' ' ' 
call them, consist of more-than- /; 

life-size photographs of the 'j 

faces of beautiful men and wo- 
men in a state of immobility, J 
except for the lips and eyes, 

Which is one reason why I 
personally am not by habit a 
I film-fan. But this reel which 
is now to be unrolled is some- 
thing special. You are to see, 
for one thing, one of the most 
beautiful and thrilhng of the 
works of man — ^thc sailing ship, 
which we have now nearly 
succeeded in sweeping from the 
face of the waters ; a real sail- 
ing ship really sailing on a real . 
sea;^ and that is something F 
which not one man in a mil- 
lion has ever seen or ever will 
see. You are also to see a real 
whale-hunt, which is also a compar 








Quaker, but he must harpoon 
^ whale.) 

] And now and then we caught 

X ^ momentary glimpse of the 

^ J^a-sts of the ship in harbour, 

r And at last the ship actually 

moved off, and — thrilling mo- 
t. ment ! — we saw the men on 

‘ - ■ the yards, about to unfurl the 

- I ^ .V-. . : sails Click ! 

i ■ "'’''7 : INTERVAL. 

s )-■ JL-’- -'-•T' ^ should have liked to see 

- 'r-. ■ ^ V. that,” said the 

y ' . [x Man in the Moon, 

'1^ '■ ‘ .(1 - important,” I replied. 

\ y., tilling.” 

^ Twice, later on, we again' 

' U. -'iT ■ came near to seeing the actual 
•I '-i ■ i ■*- ’ i f ■■ process of making or shorten- 

for whicli, after all, 

X 'I " '■."’17 X''‘ X ' ^ about ships, a second' 

u-'"' '-‘.'v ‘ or two might well have been 

' • ' f - -1 ' -A spared, I felt ; but each time — 

j i I *-■ click ! — we were switched off 

' x-' i -- ^ Dramma, to the hero atti- 

■ 'Trr T^'-^ -'T'-xI tudinising in the crow's-nest, 

V . wdiere he remained apparently 
' J ^ withoutreliefforseveral weeks";' 

^ ^ to Jake F inner mouthing in^ 

s confinement, or back to Pa- 

tience and her dolls. 

- Meanwhile, however, there 

weresomewonderfulandthril- 

d Player . “Well, fob that matteb, war abe you °v*^t ' 

SOLE THnsTGs?” terrible — click! — Patience — 

— — 1 — r: — ; — T — porpoises, a beautiful— click ! 

and griei tor his dead son, combined I Sam Siggs — and once or twice we actu- 


SY 'vB 

/ jl.i 


mmi 








First Flayer, “ What ’s the idea of the fisherman’s 
JERSEY? You’re not a fisherman.” 

Second Flayer. “Well, for that matter, why are you 

WEARING GOLF THINGS?” 


tivelyimcommon spectacle in the streets with love of adventure and shrewd ally saw the ship itself— click' those 
f.v^f = • buMness capacity.” miserable doUs £gain. A dead whale 

Then we saw his charming daughter, being cut to pieees—unpleasant, but 
bar gemus of the film, ^rid I take oft Patience^ who was kissing some dolls, better than Dramma — clicks 
my hat to the promoters. There !" " remembrance of her childhood's play- tvtf-kdpp m t 

The curtain rose and we saw a “still” mate,” and sucking her lips. ' xr * i u • • 

picture of a sailing-ship riding the seas “Whatisthematterwithherf ’’asked click! 

under full sail. It was night, and her the Man in the Moon in astonishment ^ WHALE IS KO L.VRGEB 

starboard-lightwasshowing(realgreen), . “ She has chapped lips. And she is . ^ COW’S, 

and by some device she was made to registering Love, Maiden Modesty, In- Click! A page of the Bible — close-up. 
rock upon the waters, and someone be- genuous Sentiment and Filial Piety.” Click ! 

hind the curtain rolled shot in a drum We also saw Samnel Siggs, who had GRIM HERALDS OE AIUTINY. 

i^ule-mSon ts" SV^tMug andKS^^^^^ 

speed hp the sl^, the li^ts were lowered not to mention an admixture of yellow pictures now ! ThefwhalesheavLg^and 
andstage-thunderwasheard andevery- blood in his veins. And we sai the Lwing in the diilnce lou^^^^^^ 
thing that could possibly be done to hero, who had something the matter boats, hoisting sail (click’! black-out, of 
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course, before it was up) ; then after the 
whale — ^not much wind, and everybody 
paddles hard, except the hero, who 
does preposterous poses in the bows. 
Nevertheless this is great stuff. The 
tiny boat, the huge sea, the ninety-ton 
monster in the distance. Quotation 
from Moby Dick ! Close-up of the 
‘‘ monster ” — wallowing like a sub- 
marine. (Problem : Why does a whale 
eighty feet long' wait about till a few 
men come ujp in a roioing-boat and throw 
harpoons at it f Never mind. It does.) 
Nearly there 1 The hero is going mad. 
The Avhale remains unmoved. They 
are there. He has ffung. He has hit. 
The whale is off. The boat goes after 
it like an express train. The boat leaps 
into the air, crashes down to the water 
again, is nearly swamped. Wonderful ! 
But I am bound to say my heart goes 
out to the whale. 

The music stops. The whale is done. 
No, he is not. He is going to charge 
the boat. He does charge the boat. 
He overturns it, flinging the men into 
the water. And it is all photographed. 
Marvellous 1 What luck I But the 
operator turns the handle so fast that 
we don't really see it. Surely a case 
for a slow-motion picture. 

“ Here, do that again ! " said the Man 
in the Moon. That was thrilling.” 


^ * No good. N o Dramma in it. This 
is the stuff.” Click! Patience and her 
blessed dolls. Click! Morgan dying. 
Click ! A lovely view of the ship — just 
a sip. Then, click ! Jake Pinner es- 
caping. Click ! Night-time, a storm. 
Bam Siggs is going to marry Patience. 
Click! Jake Finner dives overboard. 
Click! Torrents of rain; the hero is 
wet through at the wheel. Click! 
Sam Siggs has a pair-horse carriage for 
the wedding ; torrents of rain ; Morgan 
sinking, the ship ditto. Click ! The 
hero; the horses; Patience; Morgan's 
jaw. . Click ! Quakers are married at 
night. Click ! The ship founders. 
Click! The hero swims half-a-mile 
and runs three. Click! The horses 
are wet through. Click ! 

“ I TAKE THEE, PATIENCE MOEaAN, 
TO BE ]SIY WIPE.” 

Click 1 Jake Finner is fighting ,the 
hero in the avenue. Click ! Patience 
sucks her poor lips. Click ! they are 
rolling on the groimd. Click! a tree 
is struck by lightning. Click! Patience: 

“I TAKE THEE, SAMUEL SIGGS, TO 
BE 3MY ” 

Click ! Jake Finner is struck by the 
tree. Just in time. Click ! The hero. 
The window. Crash! Siggs registers 
discomfiture. Love’s bliss. Click I 


On our way home I read to the Man 
in the Moon the following passage from 
the programme: '‘More than 150,000 
feet of film was exposed in photograph- 
ing the whale pursuit, out of which 
approximately 9,000 feet is used in the 
completed picture.” 

" Something to do with the Moon, I 
suppose ? ” he said. A. P. H. 


Our Ruthless Advertisers. 
“Wanted, Young Lady for cutting-up.” 

Local Paper, 

Prom a wedding description : — 

“ She had two grown up bridesmaids, and a 
child who was to be train-bearer, but she would 
not touch it .” — Daily Paper. 

Another “ sympathetic strike.” 


“ Men's Suburban Club, going concern, well 
established, for Sale, £2,000, all at. Worth 
£1,500. Valuation invited.” 

Advt. in Daily Paper. 

Yes, a valuation would seem to be de- 
sirable. — 

Prom the prospectus of a new Ladies’ 
Paper : — 

“Tell the Woman 
and you 

Tell the World.” 

If a man had said that he would have 
been accused of repeating the stale old 
gibe that a woman caimot keep a secret. 




“These mercies” mean three meals a day; 

We say a grace and then forget them ; 

A chefs chef-d/mivre or crust and whey 
Become as though we 'd never ate them ; 
Yet here and there one hits upon, ' 

Their jzest and bouquet all unbanished, 
Phantoms of feasts that still stay on, 


Though better ones — and worse- 


MEALS WORTH REMEMBERING. 

(To WimFRED.) 

reals a day ; Hail, phantom from a fisiiing inn ! 

^et them ; Late supper in the may-fly season ; 

rd whey Sbars and the white-starred jessamine 

r ate them ; In the wide window ; what 's the reason 

•n, ' I so recall our Berkshire food ? 

ibanished. Yet when was better broiled two-pounder ? 

ly on, ^ Did ever duckling taste so good, 


-have vanished. 


Do you remember, (words that seem 
The spell to raise all recollection) 
partridge — was it not a dream ? — 

A Fommard — was it not perfection ? — 
Served us on Soho’s dubious ground? 

So, if their charms too much I deem of, 
We 11 say they were so since I ’d found 
Yourself perfection, dream to dream of. 

Can tea be called a meal ? Perhaps 
If Caledonia ’s cold and muddy, 

And you ’ve not lunched, and there are bcqM 
And currant jelly, clearly ruddy ; 

And if it ’s dark at half-past three — 

And lis so in a Scotch December — 

And if a peat bmms goldily, 

And if Ah, tlien you do remember ? 


Butter more fresh or claret sounder ? 

And, though, no doubt, we both may view 
At times some purely personal spectres, 
These do but add a salt unto 
Our joint ambrosias and nectars ; 

And when such rose-wi-eathed wraiths appear, 
Menus, mayhap, from some old story, 

W’e were unfriendly churls, my dear, 

Could we not greet them con amore. 

But meals, past, present and to come, 

On these old Soeomon still wants beating — 
His Im'bs and his stalled ox; in sum, 

His is the inwardness of eating, 

That leaves me nothing to be said 

Save prayer sincere, if light as a feather — 

“ Give us,” I T1 pray, ** our daily bread, 

And may we eat it oft together ! ” 
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THE PSYCHOLOCY OF TROUSERS. 

You can quite understand why some- 
body or other said that he didn’t care 
a button who made a nation’s laws so 
long as he could make their songs. 
You only get four hundred pounds a 
year for making the laws, but for mak- 
ing a song, say about bananas, you get 
paid at the rate of about four hundred 
pounds a minute. For my part, how- 
ever, I think that the laws I should 
make would be even worse than the 
songs. If I wanted to do a nation a 
good turn I would elect to make that 
nation’s trousers. 

There is no doubt whatever that 
what we wear makes us what we are. 
Sir James Oantlie gave it as his opinion 
recently that the reason the modern boy 
is so unruly is that he is placed in bi- 
furcated nether garments — “ breeched ” 
— too early, which accelerates the de- 
velopment of his masculine instincts. 
In Victorian days the boy was kept in 
petticoats a year or so longer, and con- 
sequently was subdued for the rest of 
his life. The same thing applies to the 
stage-villain. Would he be as vile 
clad in ladylike plus-fours as he is in 
those carefully creased trousers ? No. 
W^hat the world is suffering from is not 
too much syncopation but too much 
trousers, 

I am confirmed in this belief by the 
erudite gentleman who keeps sending 
me interesting extracts from the Ency- 
clopcedia Britannica, He tells me that 
the skirt is a tropical type of costume, 
whereas the trouser is arctic. The 
petticoated Southerner is proverbially 
gentle, but the be-trousered Northerner, 
probably because of the trouble he has 
to keep creases down the things, is 
bad-tempered, savage and warlike. 
Looking back through history you will 
always find that a nation in skirts has 
been beaten by one in trousers. The 
Franks, who, if contemporary art is 
any guide, wore brown-paper wrappings 
round their legs tied with string, beat 
the skirted Saracens, while the Eomans, 
whose legs were mostly open to the air, 
were beaten by the Barbarians, who 
wore continuations. 

You may argue that the Scots, who 
in their wild state wear skirts so ab- 
breviated that they would shock the 
Eue de la Paix, are anything but effem- 
inate. But a sartorial expert of my 
acquaintance says that Scotsmen wear 
kilts because they are cheaper and be- 
cause they have no pockets, which gives 
them a good excuse for never being able 
to pay. Personally I am inclined to 
look on it as a merciful provision, other- 
wise the Scots would be so ferocious as 
to devour each other until none was left. 

On the other hand, what happens 


when you put a Scot in trousers ? He 
immediately starts South to conquer 
the world. Fleet S^eet is stuffed full 
of triumphant Scotsmen in trousers. 

To take another example, consider 
for how many years the Women’s Free- 
dom League agitated for the vote. As 
soon as the War gave women the oppor- 
tunity to don breeches they obtained 
their vote at sight, without having to 
burn down any more houses. 

Very well then. In spite of the fact 
that The Daily Mail wiU never forgive 
me for finishing off their most cherished 
stunt, I propose a solution of all our 
Peace problems. * Let us as the con- 
querors impose new sumptuary laws 
on the conquered. Let us compel the 
Germans to wear petticoats in order to 


curb their martial spirit. Gould the 
Green police shoot the Separatists, or 
the Separatists shoot the Nationalists, 
or the Nationalists shoot the Public, 
or the Public shoot everybody else, if 
all of them were dressed in garments 
that required doing up the back and 
prevented their running ? In a gener- 
ation or so, when they are all suit- 
ably chastened, we might allow them 
to resume their trousers. 

Meanwhile what we want is not a 
discredited Conference of Ambassadors 
but a reputable League of Leg-wear, 

Commercial Candour. 

“Natural Skunk Stoles in 3 and 4-strand 
width, full Winter skins of rich, lustrous ap- 
pearance. 14 Guinea value at ’s price, 

£18 18 OJ^^Scots Paper, 




RHYMES OF THE R.A.F. 

The Air Vice-Marshal, sits alone 
And gazes at his telephone 
With anxious eyes that seem to say, 
** I^hope it will not_ring to-day.” 
But* if the bell begins to ring 
With loud, insistent ting-a-ling 
He deals it one decisive punch, 
Observing, ‘^It is time forTunch.” 

Air Commodores are fearsome folk 
With whom if is not wise to' joke ; 
^eir fittest wo'rd must be obeyed, 
AM when they come upon parade 
Group Captains even get the breeze 
And tremble slightly at the knees ; 
But in their homes, most strange 
to say, 

Their stem demeanour melts away. 
You ought to see them after tea 
As blithe and playful as can be, 
They take delight in clockwork toys 
And romp like little wanton'boys. 

So altered are these fiery men 
That one might safely stroke them 
then. 

Your Squadron-Leader cuts a dash ; 
He sports a very fine moustache 
Which well repays his ceaseless care, 
It is so trim and debonair. 


The nicest girls at all the dances 
Eeciprocate his bold advances, 

Whilst Wing-Commanders, under par, 
Drink cocktails in an empty bar. 

In every way he sets the pace : 

He rides to hounds and heads the 
chase, 

He dominates the tennis-court, 

He buys a most expensive poi4 
And smokes a really good cigir 
(What lucky dogs his batmen are ! ). 

The Flight-Cadet is far from gay; 

He goes to lectures every day . 
Where grave Professors talk and talk 
About the properties of chalk, 

Or else are anxious to discuss 
Quaint iheanings of the calculus, 

Or why the sea and sky are blue, 

Or what a pilot ought to do 
When both his wings break off at 
once. 

It makes him feel a sorry dunce 
To hear these sage Professors speak, 
Day in, day out, week after week, > 

On subjects which himself he rates 
Among the milder opiates. 

The Sergeant bears a swagger cane; 

It is the symbol of his reign ; 

With this he rules the barrack-square 
And drills his little rookies there. 


The Sergeant has a pretty wit, 

And, though his jests are rarely fit 
For you to hear or me to tell, 

The Sergeants' Mess receives them 
well. 

Aircraft-Apprentices are young 
And therefore still remain uhliixng, 

A state which I regard as bad. 

Tliere 's really nothing more to add. 

‘‘Money Talks.” 

From a City article : — 

“War Loan remains dull at 99 and Conver- 
sation has further declined to 75.” 

WeJfili Paper, 

“Here the wren picks up a fat living when 
birds of the open are reduced by two days' snow 
to slceletons; and their tiny rounded wings 
and long hills frozen in the lark’s throat.” 

Morning Paper. 

Now we know why the lark does not 
sing in winter. 

From a musical criticism : — 

“We do not need to hear the words when 
emotion has gone beyond articulation — as when 
Tristan and Isolde are lying intoxicated in 
each other’s arms .” — Sunday Paper. 

When w'e last saw the opera, we are 
glad to say, this distx'essing scene was 
omitted. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, January 21st . — Members 


I so afraid of contaminating himself %Titli join-nal it was tliat prompted his own 
j Tory pitch that he was “plunging head- statement that ^‘Ireland has been trans- 






Monday, January 21st. — Members long into a vat of Turkey Bed.*’ He formed into a nation of prosperous free 
were so anxious to utilise their last would have pleased the country better men.” In the words ol the poet : — 
chance of interrogating the Conserva- had he taken office himself, relying upon «‘\yiiat do they know of Ireland who only the 
tive Ministers — do they expect only the support of Conservatives, with Scotland Division of Liverpool know?’' 

“ back-answers ” from the next lot whose views — other than fiscal, of As “ a historian trying to be honest ” 
that they had put 15S Questions on the course — he was in sympathy. Instead, Sir Chaeles Omak challenged the claim 
Paper. Not much information of im- he had sung the swan’s song of the of the Labour Party to represent the 
portance W’as extracted but enough to Liberal Party. nation, seeing that sixteen of its Can- 

sho^v that the incoming Ministers will After these bickerings of the big- wigs didates had failed to poll one-eighth of 
have plenty to occupy their minds, on the heights it was rather a pleasant the electors. Headvocatedtheforma- 
Mr. Macdon.ald, who is going to double relief to come down ^vith Miss Maroabet tion of a “Government of Affairs” 
the post of Foreign See- ^ composed of all tliree 

retary and that of Prime \ Parties. 

Minister, seemed especi- 'f y Ellis Griffith 

ally interested in Mr. ^ surprisedthosewhore- 

Clivf/s report on tlie © member him as a faithful 

I Separatist movement in ® ‘ ' henchman of Mr. Lloyd 

the Palatinate, ^ith its (t) WrMmti 

charge ot French eon- wU^lm ''C rote for the Amendment, 

nivance. f W ” xX ^ ( 7 I Where was the logic of 

To a Liberal Member’s \ J ^ turning out a Govern- 

suggestion that Parlia- mm mi ff jlK ^ /W ment in a minority of 99 

ment should be kept sit- 'm //'f/'W' /f in order to put in a Gov- 

ting during the railway I which would he 

strike the Prime Min- feA in a minority of 233 ? 

iSTEH, with an air of re- ■' Voung Mr. Buchanan, 

lief, replied that that who described himseU as 

‘‘\vhalever VovOTument , Clydeship,”gotabetter 

the hon. Member and his A hearing than cabm-boj's 

friends put in power.” | usually ^ from their 

After Mr. Asquith’s ( 8 ; J L He made some 

speech last week, it seemed /','JN rather wild assertions 

almost superfluous for "WlWm^h^ IBP^S ^ 

any other Liberals to jus- ^ WA^ 1 ^ “®'’®^’ ^®®^ 

tifj' their intended votes m m W/ms^ ^ (lo) enough to see “ the unem- 

for the^ Labour^ Party’s ^ ^t^ovdfd^gUn^Sv 

deavoured to prove, by 

kSSteriSspSe^tS hadbhe power should 

after the defeat of Pro- f ’^®® 

tection the Government SOME KEW BROOMS. the community, 

themselves could have no (i) Me. Mobgax Joxes, Parliamektaey Seceetaey, Education. (2) Me. bo lively was t lie k'BiME 

confidence in their cana- Pateick Hastings, K.C., Attoeney-General. (3) Me. J. H. Thomas, Col- Minister s opening, witli 


the xDOst of Foreign Sec- 
retary and that of Prime 
Minister, seemed especi- 
ally interested in JMr. 
Clive’s report on tlie 
Separatist movement in 
the Palatinate, witli its 
charge ot French con- 
nivance. 

To a Liberal Member’s 
suggestion that Parlia- 
ment should be kept sit- 
ting during the railway 
strike the Prijie Min- 
ISTEB, with an air of re- 
lief, replied that that 
ivould be a matter for 
“whatever Government 
the lion. Member and liis ^ 
Mends put in power.” # 

After Mr. Asquith’s m 
speech last week, it seemed ^ 
almost superfluous for 
any other Liberals to jus- 
tify their intended votes 
for the Labour Party’s 
x\mendment. Sir John 
Simon, however, was of a 
different opinion, and en- 
deavoured to prove, by 
elaborate quotations from 
Ministerial speeches, that 
after the defeat of Pro- 
tection the Government 
themselves could have no 
confidence in their capa- I 
city to govern. The c 




^TR.e.£T My 






— / 


SOME KEW BROOMS. 

(1) Mr, ISIoegan Jones, Parliamentary Secretary, Education. (2) Mr. 
Patrick Hastings, K.C., Attorney-General. (3) Mr. J. H. Thomas, Col- 


;i. J (Tovprn The okial Seceetj^ey. ( 4 ) Me. W. Adamson, Seoeetaby fob Scotland. (6) Me. its good-humoured chaff 
xr^-,,ac. 1,^0 0 \nr,vo I'ntm- Abthdb Hbndebson, HOME Seceetaby. (6) Jfe. Noel Buxton, Ministee and its literary allusious, 
Hou&e was moie intei- agbicultube. (7) Me. C. G. Ammon, Pabli.amentaey Seceetaey, , 1 . 5 . , oopwidbod bp could 
ested in lns“felme amen- admiealty. (8) Me. j. Wheatley, Ministbb of Health . (9) Me. V. Haets- one wished he co^d 

ities” at the expense of hobn, Postmastbb-Geneeal. (10) Me. T. Shaw, Minister of Labour, have mamtain^ that 
Mr. Churchill, who, (H) I*!®- Stephen Walsh, War Seceetaey. ^ ^ tone to the end. Mis 

with all his “coriiseating’qualities,” was Bondpielb to the praetidal question of serious defence of the Go-romment 
not, bethought, “the best authority on women’s imemplo}Tnent. She was a was by contrast a little flat. He made 
how to keep Labour out.” little shrill, the result, I imagine, of it quite clear, however, that Ins own 

Perhaps the chief merit of his speech much open-air speaking, but not in the judgment, and not the aUurements m 
was tliat it drew Mr. Austen Chamber- least shrewish. AiffiEX or anybody else, had caused 

LAIN from his tent to make the most Mr. Ambev commended his new to take thepl-^ge mto Protection, 
vigorous attack that he has delivered cruisers to the kindly attention of the He also claimed that he and his col- 
since the Carlton Club meeting drove incoming Government, but said nothing leagues had more nearly earned out 
him into seclusion. He hit out aU round, about his aUeged appearance m tue their programme than any previ^^^^^ 
Sii- John Simon was evidently about to rdle of the Protectionist LoreUi who mnistry, and had Idt no seiions out- 
fulfil the Labour Leader’s prophecy that lured Mr. Balbwin to his doom, ^is standmg prohlems— -Prance and unem- 
he would shift his ijolitioal caravan omission grea-tly disappointed Mr. T. P. P^'^y®?J®^®®P\®^ thraSt^Tharthe 
to Socialism “ wdien Socialism becomes O’Connor, who, of course, beheves aU Mi. Macdonald thought that the 
” Ac. f/M-Mv AsoTnTFT. he was that he reads in the newspapers. I two exceptions were quite enough to 


XUXXXX UXJd XJa)UV/l.l.X J-h-/wvxv.<x o ^ IT* • X J TV/r 1 X) 

he wmuld shift his political caravan omissiongreatly disappointed Mr. l. x. 
to Socialism “ wdien SociaUsm becomes O’Coraos, who, of course^ beheves aU 
As for Mr. Asquith, he was 


popular.” 


that he reads in the newspapers 


St ofVictorianTonrt^^^^^^^^^^ W^r, b7 the way. what ^Hibernian | go on with, and that no one who ever 






Examiner, What is the pabtioular process ih nature which causes rain ? ” 


stepped into the. Premiership was less 
to be envied than himself. In fact, 
the prospect seemed for the moment 
to have so depressed him that he was 
comparatively ineffective. , 

Quotations showing how little love 
was lost between Labour and Liberal- 
ism formed the staple, of a lively speech 
by Sir Douglas Hogg. It .had, of 
course, no effect upon the division. 
For the Amendment, 328; against, 256. 
Majority against the Government, 72. 

The Address disposed of, the Prime 
Minister, by arrangement with Mr. 
MacdonaIiD, moved' that the House 
should adjourn until February 12th. 
But this time ‘^Labour” found the 
Liberals less obliging. Brother Pringle 
ascertained from the Speaker that the 
motion could not be proceeded with 
unless unopposed; Brother Hogge, in 
hisraspingDoric, supplied the necessary 

I object ; and Mr. Whitley had to 
adjourn the House only till to-morrow. 

Tuesday, January — The House 

of Lords sat for twenty minutes, and 
in that brief space welcomed Lord 
Inchcape (on his promotion to a 
Viscountcy) and Lord Banbury of 


Southam ; received His Majesty’s reply 
to their loyal Address ; gave a First 
Beading to an Advertisement Bill in- 
troduced by Lord Newton, and learned 
from Lord Ourzon that, in consequence 
of a vote given last night ** in another 
place,” the Government had resigned. 

As no one responded to Lord Cur- 
zon’s invitation to any noble Lord 
“ who is entitled, or who is desirous, to 
speak on behalf of those who are likely 
before long to take our place,” the 
House then adjourned to February 12th. 

Proceedings in the “other place” 
ought not to have taken very much 
longer. But, after the few Questions 
on the Paper had been answered, there 
was a long wait while Members put 
down their names for the ballot for 
motions. During the interval Mr. 
Macdonald, who was this morning 
sworn of the Privy Council, came 
in amid the cheers of his colleagues, 
and sat down by Mr. Lloyd George, 

I who proceeded, judging by the expres- 
sion on his face, to give his now right 
honourable friend a few excerpts from 
his forthcoming work, Hints for Prime 
Ministers, 


Boy, “Father’s corns. Sir,” 

Mr. Leif Jones deplored the sad 
waste of time that would be caused by 
so long an adjournment. Eventually 
Mr. Baldwin was able to announce 
the King’s acceptance of his resign- 
ation and to move that the House 
should adjourn. All was not over 
even then. Captain Berkeley, amid 
cries of “ Agreed, agreed,” referred to 
the war-pensioners, and was rebuked by 
Mr. Jack J ones for his untimely inter- 
vention; and then, as the last straw, 
Sir Douglas Newton asked leave to 
refer to “the position of taxicab- 
drivers.” I expected to hear Mr. Jones 
retort that “ The position of taxicab- 
drivers is that they are out in Palace 
Yard waiting for ‘Who goes Home ? ’ ” 
but he missed his chance. 

At last the House was free to depart 
— ^the new Prime Minister to attend 
the LabourParty meeting and to receive 
the formal congratulations (and admon- 
itions) of his followers; and the rest 
to discuss in the Lobbies the strange 
turn of events by which another stage 
has been reaqhed in the unending 
Englisli^^volution that has been going 
on since the-«eveiiteenthrt^^ 
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Charming Lady, “My husband and I ake going to the dance, Mb. Simpkins, 

BUT it’s so DIPEICULT TO DECIDE ON APPBOPBIATE COSTUMES.” 

Simians , “Why not go as Beauty and the B eb— and the Beanstalk?” 


EEVIEWING A LA MODE. 

(In liumhle imitation of the best ex- 
2 )onents of the Neic School of Apolo- 
getics,) 

Mr. Lorenzo Muckley, it need bardly 
be observed, is a past-master of the art 
of visualizing those strange sub-eon- 
scious repercussions of love and bate 
which are felt in the blood before they 
are felt along the heart. In his pages, 
as in a fluorescent filter-screen, we see 
these emotional ganglia functioning as 
galliambic /ocf in one vibrating pullu- 
lating field of magnetism set up by men 
and women. We gaze enthralled on 
the spectacle of the psychic reflexes 
surging in endless endosmose and exos- 
mose through the supra -granular cortex 
of the neopaliium. 

In Chimpanzee Mr. Muckley em- 
bodies these and similar august vividi- 
ties with a passion which compels belief 
even when it excites disgust. Eor it 
cannot be denied that none of these 
stories is “pleasant” in the old Vic- 
torian sense of the word. They are in- 
sistently and persistently preoccupied j 
with the physical ; with the urge and | 
reaction of desire. But happily, as of ! 
old in the period of the Gorcyrean re- 
volt, the connotation of terms of eulogy 
and disparagement has been so far in- 
verted that, at any rate in literary 
criticism, we are free to use them with- 
out the danger of being misunder- 
stood. 

If therefore we are moved to apply 
the epithet “ugly*’ to some of Mr. 
Muckley’s fantasies we mean to con- 
vey that they are inspired by a noble 
virility, a transfiguring passion, suf- 
fused by a tender and mellow wis- 
dom. If we are constrained to admit 
that they are “ painful,” it is with the 
pain without which the quest of beauty 
can never be brought to ultimate 
achievement. And if finally we are 
driven by the unbridled realism of cer- 
tain passages to take refuge in the 
term “ stercorous,” we do so in recog- 
nition of the profound truth that pearls 
are to be sought in odoriferous places ; 
that, in the noble words of Carlyle, a 
man’s work lies not isolated or stranded : 
“ A whole busy world, a whole native 
element of mysterious never-resting 
force environs it, and will carry it for- 
ward or else backward. Always, in- 
fallibly, as living growth Qmas well-rotted 
mamire, the Thing Done will come to 
use.” The italics are ours. 

It only remains to add that in the 
inevitable gradualness of the develop- 
ment of Mr. Muckley’s genius a long 
preliminary process of self-disinfection 
will be necessary before it arrives' at 
the ultimate altitudes of cosmic deodor- 
isation. 


THE GEOGEAPHY HOESE. 

Past our little garden gate, 

Ahvays at a lively rate, 

Twenty times a Aveek at least 
Trots the nicest sort of beast 

With the butcher’s cart behind him — 
But a faii 7 horse I find him. 

Brown and white in spot and patch ; 
Eunny horse, his sides don’t match 1 
That ’s his magic ; that ’s how he 
Brightens up geography ; ^ 

Brown for land and white for ocean ; 
I Isn't that a pleasant notion ? 


South America he shows 
When to mount our hill he goes ; 

But it ’s Portugal and Spain - 
As he rattles down again — 

Proud, I know, to think I 'm staring 
At the jolly maps he ’s wearing ! 

========^^ W.KH. 

“Ic was stated by Mr. J. Bromley, yester- 
day, that a porter was firing on a train rumiing 
between Bridlington and Hull. He added 
that this was an important breach of trade 
union rules .” — Provincial Paper, 

We are glad to note that even Mr. 
Bromley has some consideration for 
the comfort of passengers. 
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Voice from beyond the big banJc. “Whax’s on the other side on et?’ 


1 1 

I " iillll — 

Irislvtmne “I am — thanks be to Hjven! 


THE INVALID. 

My old and not too easy friend 
Pernick was a few minutes late for 
lunch, and when he arrived he was 
pale and shaking. 

Long before I could ask him what 
was wrong he told me. 

I 've just come from Harley Street,” 
he said. “I’ve been to a specialist. 
It*s terrible. My heart’s all wrong. 
I might go off any minute. I ’m sorry 
if you find me a nuisance over my food, 
but I Ve got to be very particular, he 
said. Only the most easily digestible 
things.” He sighed. “It practically 
amounts to a death-sentence.” 

I shook his hand again, in sympathy. 
“Well, we’ve all got to die,” I said 
with the idea of being comforting. 

“That’s a very gloomy view,” he 
replied, frowning. “And that reminds 
me — I must be most careful never to 
get ruffled, put out, the doctor said. 
Any sudden rage might be fatal.” 

“ That ’s all right,” I said. “ We ’ll 
find something safe, and edible too, I 
hope; and of course you ’U have no cause 
for irritation. This is my lunch, any way. 
I^ave your hat and coat over there.” 

' He gave his things to the attendant, 
and I thought I caught the words 
“specialist ” and “ heart.” 


We went to our table and he seized 
the carte du jour. 

“There’s Lobster d VAmdricame,'' 
said the waiter, hovering with pencil 
poised. 

“Now,” said Pernick peevishly,“don’t 
tempt me. Lobster d V Amdricaine ! 
That ’s the most indigestible thing you 
can tackle. I’ve just come from a 
specialist in Harley Street, who says 
my heart ’s all wrong and I must be 
careful; and you offer me Lobster d 
VAmdricaine ! It ’s monstrous. And I 
adore it too 1 ” 

I put my hand on his arm to soothe 
him. 

“Yes,” he went on to the waiter, 
“and you’re making me angry. I’m 
losing my temper, and that may be 
fatal, he says. AU the same,” he re- 
sumed, “I don’t see why I shouldn’t 
have some of the claws. Lobster’s 
claws are about the most digestible 
things there are. It ’s the back that ’s 
so bad for you. You’ll see that no- 
thing but claws are served ? ” 

“ You shall pick them out yourself,” 
said the waiter. 

^ “ No, I ’m not up to that,” said Per- 
nick. “I ’mill. That specialist rattled 
me. You do it. You ’re sm^e you like 
hot lobster ? ” he said to me. 

“ Go ahead,” I replied. (I hate it.) 


“ And what will you have to follow ? ” 
the waiter asked on returning from 
giving the first order. 

“ Well,” I remarked gaily, “ what- 
ever you choose, it won’t be this I ” — 
and I pointed to the words “ Ganeton 
de Bouen.'' 

Never was a facetious warning less 
successful. 

“And why not ? ” he asked with 
some asperity. “ Why not ? Nothing 
so good, for you as a slice of a duck’s 
breast, if it ’s tender. 

“ Can you guarantee that it will be 
tender? ” he asked the waiter, although 
surely in a restaurant this is a question 
that answers itself. 

“ Certainly, Sir,” the waiter replied. 

“Then may we have duck?” he 
asked me. “Porgive me if I seem to be 
rather running this show, but on a day 
like this ... I’m not quite normal, I 
know.” He reached for the carte du 
jour with a look of infinite seK-pity. 

‘*Very well, then,” he said to the 
waiter ; “ duck, tender, sage and onions, 
apple-sauce and sprouts, and — ” he 
looked downthecar^c again— “ no sweet ; 
but, for a savoury, mushrooms and 
cream.” 

“My dear Pernick,” I began in re- 
monstrating tones. 

He held up his hand. “ Don’t cross 
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me,” he said. ‘‘Eemember I mustn’t be 
crossed. And what about a dry Sauterne 
with the lobster and a white Burgundy 
afterwards ? ” 

You order them,” I said, and he did. 

While w’e were waiting to begin, he 
saw Eichardson enter, and lie sent for 
him. 

‘'I’ve very grave news for you,” he 
said. "You’ll be bowled oiit by it. 
I’ve just come from specialist in 
Harley Street who says my heart ’s all 
wrong.” 

" That ’s bad,” said Eichardson. 

" Yes, but that ’s not the worst,” said 
Pernick. "I’ve got to give up eating 
anything but slops — ^it practically comes 
to that. Isn’t that awful? ” 

" Dreadful,” said Eichardson. " But 
if you’re wise you’ll go through with 
it. What I always say is, if you go to 
a specialist obey his orders.” 

"Yes, yes,” said Pernick, “I agree. 
I ’m going to.” 

He enjoyed his lobster claws so much 
that he had a piece of the back too. 

"No use being morbidly obedient to 
one’s doctor,” he said. "Yv^e’re all 
' different inside. A specialist seeing you 
for the first time can’t know every- 
thing.” 

Unfortunately the Burgundy was not 
right. 

" Corked, isn’t it ? ” he asked me. 

" I don’t notice it,” I said. 

He sipped and lield his head on one 
side with his eyes gazing blankly on the 
ceiling. Then he sipped again and held 
his head on the other side with his eyes 
closed, 

"Yes,” he said, "corked.” 

He called the wine waiter. 

" This wine is corked,” he said. 

Tho waiter prepared to pour some 
into another glass to test it. 

Pernick stopped him. " It ’s no use 
arguing,” lie said. " If a customer 
says it ’s corked, it ’s corked. Got an- 
other bottle at once.” 

" But ” the waiter began. 

"At once!” said Pernick. "And don’t 
make me angry. You haven’t heard 
that I’ve just seen a specialist, and he 
says that on no account must I be 
made angry. Get another bottle at 
once. You should have backed me up,” 
lie added, turning to me. 

"But I began. 

" No,” he said, " I was right. My 
palate never errs. But don’t lot ’s dis- 
cuss it any more, or I may get heated. 
They ’re very slow with that duck.” 

At this moment another of Pernick’ s 
friends passed and was stopped. 

"I’ve got very sad news for you,” 
said Pernick. "You ’ll be deeply grieved. 
I ’ve just come from Harley Street, 
from a specialist. My heart ’s all wrong. 
Seriously wrong. And I dare say yours 
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Isoiiveau BicUe {icliose man lias drop2)eclhis saii-case)^ "Confound xoul That was 

NOTHING BUT YOUR COMPLETE, BLITHERING, IDIOTIC CARELESSNESS.” 

The Perfect Servant " Yes, Sib : I was much annoyed at it myself.” 


is, if you only knew; but the point is 
you don’t know, and therefore you can 
go on having a good time. Where 
ignorance is bliss . . . But I know, and 
I’ve got to be careful. Self-denial is 
my line for the rest of my life.” 

"You’re beginning, like everyone 
else, to-morrow, I suppose,” said the 
new-comer wutli a glance at the table. 

"What do you mean ? ” Pernick ex- 
claimed, " To-morrow ! I ’m beginning 
to-day. Don’t be sarcastic with me ; I 
can’t stand it. The specialist told me 
that I mustn’t on any account be made 
angry.” 

"I’m sorry,” said his friend, and 
passed on, 

" Cynical beast I ” said Pernick. " I 
hate that kind of thing. And now for 
the duck 1 But I mustn’t eat more than 
a slice or two of the breast. See that 
I ’m sensible, w^on’t you ? ” 

If I could not make him sensible, I 
could at least envy him his appetite. 


And then the creamed mushrooms ! 
But to my intense relief he did not 
linger long after he had finished them. 

" I shall have my coffee at the Club,” 
he said, " if you don’t mind. There : 
are a lot of men there who 11 want | 
to hear about this. It ’ll upset them 
terribly, I ’m afraid.” 

And off he went. 

How little fun, I thought, can deaf- 
! and-dumb men have when they too are 
sentenced to death ! E. V. L. 

- » 

"Kiver Main Frozen at Cologne.” 

American Paper, 

Serves the Eiver Main right for getting 
out of its own bed. 

"Wanted immediately in higli-cla 3 S boys’ 
scFool, good Cook ; 70-80 boys ; four in 
kitclieii.” — Daily Paper, 

But no doubt the new cook will soon 
chase the young rascals out of her 
domain. 
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WHAT EVERY BANKER KNOWS. 

I PAID a New Year’s visit to Cathe- 
rine, my sister-in-law. She was lying 
on her big Chesterfield looking at her 
bank-book and some bills. 

“Don’t get up,” I said. 

“ I won’t,” she answered. “ I ’m try- 
ing to keep my heart steady and my 
brain balanced. Please sit down and 
talk. I ’ll put these under the cushion 
and try to forget a little.” 

“Did you have a jolly Christmas? ” 
I asked conventionally. 

“ No,” she said tersely. “ Did you ? ” 

“ No, of course not. One enjoys it 
all hugely in anticipation, and then it *s 
always the same hopeless frost. But 
didn’t the children? ” 

“Just the same as you. They revelled 
in anticipation and in buying things for 
each other, but when the day came they 
all got too much and ate too much and 
then quarrelled. I think tliere ’s some- 
thing wrong with human nature, and I 
don’t believe it’s due to Free Trade. 
I don’t think one can even blame Lloyd 
Geoege for it. I believe we’re idealists. 
We idealise Christmas, and then it 
doesn’t come off.” 

“It’s rather crowded, isn’t it?” I 
suggested. “If we let children have 
the day or gave it to the poor it would 
be all right. It ’s having to remember 
all one’s cousins to the tenth degree 
and one’s long-ago school-friends and 
all the postmen and one’s sisters-in-law 
and so on. It ’s too much.” 

“ It’s ruinous,” she said ; and the 
Bank agrees with me. I shall talk to 
that nice young man about my pass- 
book, Perhaps it ’s not really so bad 
as he thinks. But he ’s generally right. 
He ’ll be sorry for me ; he always is. 
Bank men are very kind and intelligent, 
but of course even they can’t alter 
facts. But I’ve got a system that 
saves a little.” 

“ Share it with me,” 

“Well, of course, I circulate. We 
all do.” 

“ How do you mean ? ” 

“ Well, people in these days don’t 
write on cards ; so I always send them 
on. And I never write on my own 
for the same unselfish reason. And 
calendars — I keep sending them on. 
Only I dp wish people would enclose 
large new envelopes with the big 
calendars. One never has any oneself 
and I don’t like to write on the old 
envelope. It ’s a little crude. Books, 
too. One can send them on.” 

“ I know,” I said. “ One has come 
back to me after many days.” 

“ Like your cast-off bread,” said 
Catherine very innocently. 

** There were turkeys too,” she said, 
“ and pheasants. If people would only' 

not send them all at once, or if I had a 
cold-storage place, it would be all right. 
We all love turkeys, but we don’t want 
three on the same day. I took the third 
turkey to Julia, my cousin at No. 6, and 
met her bringing me a pheasant. Well, 
we just laughed. She said she did 
want a turkey, so that was all right. 
But she said her charwoman wouldn’t 
pluck pheasants and that she daren’t. 
I couldn’t keep it for just the same 
reason. Mabel, our one and only 
‘bruised reed,* scowls if a pheasant 
comes near her. So you seeit had to go.” 
“ What did you do ? Bury it ? ” 

“ No. It WaS dusk ; so Julia and I 
brought it into her flat, and we wrote a 
label and tied it round the pheasant's 
neck. We put ‘From two Ministering 
Angels’ on the label and we took it to 
the house of the cross old man like 
Scrooge who complained of the children’s 
scooters. We thought it might soften 
his heart. I laid it on the mat and 
rang the bell, and we both ran away 
and hid round the corner. I really 
enjoyed that bit of Christmas. But 
the rest has been hearing from people 
I didn’t write to and giving things to 
people who probably don’t want them.” 

“Thanks,” I said as she paused, “ for 
your nice book.” 

“ Dear John ! I thought it was just 
your sort. And I was careful not to write 
in it so that you can give it away.” 

“Just so. I gave it to you last 
Christmas, so that I can hardly give it 
to you again next Christmas.” 

“Did you?” Catherine asked with 
no sign of contrition. 

“Yes. Eichard had given it to me 
on a previous Christmas.” 

“Ob, I’m so glad you didn’t lose 
over it, John ! Who do you suppose 
benefits by ail this ? ” 

“ The Postal Authorities. They ’ve a 
mean little way of spoiling their stamps 
so that one can’t use them again.” 

“Yes, that’s like the Government. 
I hate to help them. I’m going to 
start a society by next Christmas to 
be called ‘The Co-operative Christmas- 
keepers’ Association.’ Will you join ? ” 
“ Yes, if it means economy.” 

“ It does ; it means economy with a 
maximum of pleasure and good-will. 
You see, I write to you and say, ‘ Dear 
John, please credit yourself with five 
pounds, representing my affectionate 
good wishes to you. I have already 
credited myself with five pounds from 
you on the same score, so we ’re quits. 
Yours, etc.’ You can change the 
amount from five pounds to half-a- 
crown, according to the person you 
address and your estimate of their 
pockets and afections, 

,V That nice young man at the Bank 
has just sent me this,” she continued, 

producing her bank-book. “I’d like 
to give it back to him, just as I gave 
you your book again, but I ’ve a horrid 
feeling he’ll only make the overdraft 
bigger next time. You see, I gave my- 
self a hat for Christmas — from the 
Bank, because, of course, I hadn’t any 
money. They haven’t got the cheque 
in yet. I shan’t give them the book for 
a little while. I don’t think one ought 
to worry the Bank with one’s affairs 
just alter the New Year — do you?” 

“ I don’t know,” I said. “ The Bank 
has a way of keeping its own end up. 

I think you ’ll find they know all about 
the hat when you see them next. It ’s 
wonderful all they know about us at the 
Bank.” 

THE STRtKERS WE NEED. 

That strange “ perversity of things ” 

Of which the poet sadly sings 

Is clearly shown to-day alike 

By those who strike or never strike. 

The former — ^whether justified 

Or not, as the results decide — 

Contrive, as we have lately seen, 

To dislocate the old machine : 

The latter wound us by their stout 
Eefusal ever to “ come out.” 

Enough of preface ; here ’s a list 

Of those declining to desist 

From those activities unsleeping 

Which set judicious angels weeping. 

Italic-mongering ink-slingers, 
Inflammatory tocsin-ringers, 
Stunt-merchants, camei'a fiends, news- 
dopers, 

And irrepressible White Hopers ; 
Maidens who titivate their iaces 
Unhlushingly in public places ; 

Beauties whose photographs afflict us 
With their wide teeth-exposing rictus ; 
People who talk of “duds” and 
“ screams ” ; 

People who analyse their dreams, 

Or bellow, d la Boanerges, 

About their “ complexes ” and “ urges,” 
Or in the Freudian cesspools grovel 

In search of matter for a novel ; 

Poets whose genius finds expansion 

In rhymeless verse defying scansion ; 
Critics who taste seraphic joys 

In the nobility of noise, 
i Find “ uplift ” in the gloomiest scores 
And worship Epstein on all-fours, 

: And lastly, to complete the tale 
: Of those who never flag or fail, 

People, resilient when rebuffed, 

Who ’d “ look inimitable stuffed ” — 

1 Though living they affront the eye — 
Who “know it, but they will not die.” 
If all these futile feverish folk, 

Whose efforts mostly end in smoke, 
Would permanently “down their tools” 
And wholly cease to prey on fools, 

Oh, then in truth “it would be grand” 
For England’s green and pleasant land. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

‘‘Alice Sit-by-the-Pibe ” {Comedy). 

A PLAY twenty years old must have 
good stuff ill it to make its points as 
easily and incite to laughter as freely 
as does Sir J. M. Babbie’s Alice Sit-hy~ 
tlie^Fire, now happily revived to give 
Miss Marie Te^ipest better scope for 
her demure roguishness and accom- 
plished technique than a recent regret- 
table Y-enture, and to show forth an 
intriguing instance of hereditary talent 
in Miss Elizabeth Ibving. 

It isn’t, of course, as if anyone could 
really belieY’'e that twenty short years 
ago any young girl of eighteen, not spe- 
cifically imbecile, could have been so 
naive as Amy Grey (Miss Ibyung), who, 
from excessive frequenting of theatres 
like the Adelphi (old style) and Ly- 
ceum (new), sees life entirely in terms 
of the eternal triangle at its crudest and 
immediately assumes, on less than a 
shadow of evidence, that her mother, 
recently home from India, is guiltily in 
love with an old friend of the family and 
needs rescuing, even at the idsk of tarn- 
ishing her own girlish honour. She must 
forsooth, according to pattern, go in 
eY’ening dress, and late, to his rooms — 
“they always have rooms” — ^to “get 
back the letters,” and must not let her- 
self be baulked hj his “man.” 

It would be a pity, I think, if the young 
men and maidens of to-day, apt already 
to be a little uppish, were to think that 
their mothers were likely to have been 
in the least like Amy. They were, in 
fact — if memory serves — apart from the 
fashion of their hair, gowns, dancing- 
steps and current key-Yvords, pretty 
much what their daughters are. But 
I tliink we should be content to let Sir 
James make even more absurd assump- 
tions for the sake of the lively in- 
genuity with Yvhich this most compli- 
cated game of cross-purposes is played 
out. I should, it is true, have liked him 
to keep more strictly to its kennel that 
confounded mother-complex of his. But 
I suppose that is too much to expect. 
Amy^s young brother, the snotty, sup- 
plies you with a useful gesture when 
the thing becomes too uncomfortable. 
You softly and thoughtfully stroke your 
cheek as he does when his mother and 
father threaten to become more de- 
monstrative than the Osborne code 
allowed. 

In general the author is happily 
Yvaggish at the expense of plays and 
players, and keeps all his plates spin- 
ning with a masterly dexterity. There 
was just one danger-point, when the 
idiotic Amy's vagaries lead her parents 
to suspect the blameless 'jSifeve of the 
most impossible villainy, and plunge 
us into emotions too heavy to be sus- 


tained by the light structure. You haY^e 
just to gulp this bit down. 

Miss Maeie Tempest {Mrs. Grey) on 
her entrance had a most affectionate 
reception, Yvliich evidently touched her. 
She gives you still that entirely satis- 
factory impression of so thoroughly 
knowing her job. Miss Elizabeth 
Ieytng gaY^e a most interesting study 
of the dear young goose, Amy : perhaps 
rather a self-playing part, but com- 
petently and attractively done. Miss 
Peggy Eush made a very good thing of 
Amy's adoring and equally unsophisti- 
cated friend, Leonora. And I liked much 
Miss Helen Saintsbuby’s short sketch 



HIS CASE SEEMED HOPELESS— 



UNTIL HE embraced BOLSHEVISM. 


of a young lodging-house drudge. Mr. 
Graham Browne’s Colonel Grey Yvas 
a sound, skilful, delightfully easy per- 
formance, with his shameless pride in 
his latest-bom, his fine frenzy on the 
subject of the rupee and his under- 
standing of the gay little Yvife who so 
unplausibly, at the ridiculously young 
age of forty, determines to become 
Alice- Sit’hy-the-F ire and forswear flirt- 
ing. 

Mr. Herbert Marshall {Bollo, the 
supposed lover) was admirably natural 
! and whimsical as the inexplicable mad- 
nesses of the egregious were dashed 

over him. Mr. Leslie Prench gave 
an excellent imitation of the conven- 
tionally unemotional English boy. The 
play, admirably produced, ran on well- 
oiled bearings. Did my eyes deceive 
me, or did Amy really take three long 
white gloves to Bollo's rooms ? T. | 


THE ROAD HOG. 

“ Quite safe to go out by yourself,” 
the man had said, “ but don’t speed up 
for a week or tvro.” 

As I gave a last loving polish to the 
radiator I recalled his Yvoi'ds with pride 
— ^justifiable pride, I consider. “ Don’t 
speed up,” he had begged me. “ Safe ” 
driver as he knew me to be, he had 
detected the dashing devil-may-care 
quality in my nature and had warned 
me to restrain it, surely for the sake 
of those on the road more timorous 
than myself. 

It was a perfect afternoon, and the 
gleam of frosty sunlight and the sharp 
SYveet air went to my head like wine. 
Had I not emerged from the garage 
without scathe or scratch ? Had I not 
turned into the high road in a manner 
truly professional? And Yvas I then 
to crawl ignominiously along, just to 
please a garage man, when the white 
ribbon of a road lay empty and inviting 
before me ? ' 

Boldly I pressed my foot still further 
on the accelerator and hung carefully 
on to the wheel. The hedgerows ap- 
peared to be whizzing past me in a 
I shapeless blur. 

I must be doing about thirty, I 
guessed ; perhaps a little more. . If only 
1 knew ! Then, to my delight, I heard 
a toot behind me. Good ! If a roadster 
managed to passjjie^ could watch its 
pace in front of nieaBd^^;iV^ at some 
speed estimate from that, A- 

I felt no temptation to rabe, for did I 
not want to be passed?^ , . Another 
few yards of pursuit and then the object 
shot ahead of me. 

I managed to gauge my speed quite 
easily. It was a school-girl on a push- 
bike. -■ 

Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 

“The general theory . . . was that the cold 
si^ell is due to a sudden drop in the tempera- 
ture ." — Evening Pa^er. 

“Holland's Tangled Politics. 

The Ditch ship of State moves happily in a 
backwater . ” — Pro vmcial Paper, 

And a very suitable place too. 

Prom an Indian costumier’s catalogue : 

“Black Satin Douchesse." 
“Watered” satin, of course. 

“ I notice that a French clairvoyante * . . 
predicts for 1924 an unending catalogue of 
woe ... Well, as she would say, ‘ Que 
voulez-vou? ’ '^—Provincial Paper. 

Only she wouldn’t. 


“Young Lady, aged about 18, as Junior 
Assistant, intuition given.” 

Advt. in Local Paper. 

But the modern young woman of 
eighteen does not require intuition. She 
has it. 




Dentist { cliattily ). “Personally I should not fear the most reyolutionart Government, as I understand that in 
Russia, even DURiNCr the worst excesses of the Bolshevists, they always spared the dentists.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

There is a classic temper about Mr. Asquith's Skulies 
and Sketches (Hutchinson). He sips decorum like a vintage 
and is never so genial as when singing the praises of sobriety. 
Even when he discourses on Some Popular Frenzies in the 
Eighteenth Century” he rejoices to think that the era was, | 
after all, “a prosaic and serene one,” and “disposed of the 
two Stuart Pretenders, on the whole, with a minimum of 
noise and fuss.” These unfashionable preferences, and the 
scholarship and judgment with which they are sustained, 
make all the less occasional of his fifteen papers interesting 
and significant reading; and the manner of their origin — 
two-thirds of them are reproductions of the spoken word 
— ensures their lucidity and grace. The Eomanes Lecture 
on “Some Aspects of the Victorian Age” I had already en- 
countered as a pamphlet. But I am delighted to welcome 
it to a third lease of life, and the Eton address on “Eeading 
and Writing” — “the power of taking in and the power of 
giving out ” — to a second. This latter contains the pleasant 
legend of the schoolmaster who, commenting on the conduct 
of a boy with a tiresome father and mother, wrote: “Dull, 
but steady ; would make an excellent parent.” The book’s 
two political necrologies are, oddly enough, less pregnant 
than its literary chapters, but they undoubtedly lend a digni- 
fied completeness to a thoroughly representative volume. 


in general, Mrs. Ered Reynolds' Trefoil (Lane), like the | 
milBonaire's wife in Business is Btosm-ess, means well, but i 
has no grasp. As a chronicle of the matrimonial dilemmas 
of one particular flapper, it is a trifle lavish with tears, ; 
smiles and dialect ; but none of these factors, except per- 
haps the last, will be likely to baulk it of popularity. Gay 
Sardinge is the undamaged survivor of an accident which j 
has hopelessly wrecked hQxfiajice, Peter. Peter takes it for 
granted that the engagement is at an end ; not, however, 
without an unexpressed hope that Gay will contradict him. 
But Gay leaves Peter in the lurch and embarks on a New 
Forest dirtation with Ada77Vt a half-witted gipsy of sin^laiiy 
attractive physique. His passions proving more difficult 
to allay than to rouse, she betakes herself to Cornwall ; and 
here she is courted by an arid professor who is, I under- 
stand, her intellectual complement, just as Adam was the 
mate of her senses. Finding that the summit of her ■ 
personality is stiU without its consort, she proceeds to 
Scotland, where a fourth lover, a tragic young minister, 
nobly assists at her ultimate union of souls with Peter. 
This is undoubtedly an excellent “ curtain” ; but I trust that 
none of the admirers and ^well-wishers of Gay and her 
“threefold nature” will be so ungrateful as to pursue 
their speculations beyond it. 


As a dissertation on the whys and wherefores of marriage 


I can for once conscientiously borrow a pubHsher^s pre- 
liminary puff. Mr. Basil Macdonald Hastings' Faithful 
Philanderers (Long) is described on its jacket as “ a highly 
diverting novel of modern life.” Highly diverting it is, 
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and sMlfnlly characterised ; seasoned moreover with shrewd I rather like Mr, Albert Kinross, who is responsible for 
and witty comment on modem moods and manners. Arthur, Torc/i (Duckworth). He writes with ^est. Much may 
an unsuccessful but not stupid author, a distinctly amusing be forgiven a man who tells a story as though he believed 
talker, if, as distinctly, in the pipsqueak category, is wedded in it, and describes his characters as though he really had 
to Cicely, a healthy, wholesome, athletic young beauty, lived with them and liked them. Not that there is much 
Eustace, a rich young idler, hovers near, chivalrously and to forgive in this novel. It is short and slight, but the 
innocently enough, to supply Cicely with the companion- author might perhaps have let his infectious enjoyment 
ship winch Vanessa, a Golders-greenery-yallery young die down a bit if it bad been longer. The Torch was the 
widow, supplies to Artlmir, She also supplies that con- name of a weekly newspaper, run by a dubious gentleman 
scienceless young man with five thousand a year, which who took pupils at a handsome premium, The elder Mr. 
Cicely fondly believes, and Arthur allows her to believe, to Lushington, owner of twelve prosperous tobacco shops, had 
be the rewards of his delicate pen. All four are eon- decided that his son Geoffrey, who tells the story, should 
vinced of the um’easonableness of an arrangement which embrace the pleasant calling of journalism, chiefly because 
leaves Vanessa and Eustace odd-folk-out, Cicely and he had won a Prize Poem at school. I suspect the author 
Arthur equally odd-folk-in. Yet they have an unmodern of having done something of the kind himself in his youth, 
prejudice against adultery, especially that form of it which for he prefixes a more than creditable sonnet to his twen- 
is arranged to meet the requirements of the law of divorce, tieth chapter. He can also write prose, and in several 
They toss for the dishonour — Eustace loses ; so that man of manners. Now and then I can almost hear him say, How 


property (not in the Gals- 
worthian sense) plans a 
quite innocent elopement 
to Italy, which, as the law 
will naturally believe the 
worst, will eventually free 
them and make a read- 
justment of partners and 
of joint incomes possible 
and, according to their 
code, honourable. A slight 
enough story, but well told. 

Every book which serves 
to enlighten the public 
concernin g the houses they 
want — and never can get — 
should be made welcome. 
Mr. Manning Eobertson’ s 
volume of collected essays, 
Everyday Architecture 
(Fisher XJnwin), contains 
I much useful information 
and salutary advice on the 
subject. His work is geni- 
ally introduced to the reader 
by Mr. H. R. Selley, Pre- 
sident of the National 
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COLD COIVIPOET DUEING THE’ SXBIKE. 

Porter. “No, Sis, the 10.15 won’t sun till this afternoon. But 

IN THE MEANTIME YOU MAY LIKE TO LOOK AT OUR COLLECTION OF POSTERS. 

Quite a little Eoyal Acalemy, Sir, if I may say so,” 


about a real old purple 
patch here?’* or, “Shall 
we try them with a bit of 
Wells?'* But mostly he 
is bright and humorous, 
with an air of determina- 
tion and a good spriukling 
of slang. I enjoyed my 
short excursion with him 
back to the ’nineties, those 
strangedays when we took 
hansoms homewards after 
putting the paper to bed, 
when “ Jimmy’s ” still 
adorned Piccadilly and a 
new minor poet blossomed 
in Vigo Street every week. 
Quite a pleasant com- 
panion, Mr. Kinross, and 
the two ladies with whom 
he permits Geoffrey to fall 
in love do credit to his 
susceptible sensibility. 

The Defence of London, 
i9I5-i.9J8(MELROSE) is an 
illuminating book, even if 
we find ourselves unable en- 


Federation of House Builders, Avho confesses that he has tirely to agree with some of Colonel Rawlinson’s opinions, 
been ^gaged “ for the past thirty years in house building in In September, 1915, Admiral Sir Percy Scott took charge 
suburban London.” It is unusual, as Mr. Selley admits, for of the gunnery defence of London, and shortly after- 
a builder to recommend the doctrines of an architect, which, wards Colonel Rawlinson, at the time a Lieut.-Commander 
in the commerce of real life, are seldom acceptable to mem- R.N.V.R., was appointed to command a body of men “ who 
hers of the building trade. Mr. Selley however considers were destined in a very short time to develop into the R.N. 
that the sins of builders, which he acknowledges, are “due Anti-Aircraft Mobile Brigade.” At the moment the Metro- 
to the system.” People who thought the system was the polls was fairly easy fruit for any hostile aircraft that cared 
u mistaken. Evidently the builder is an to visit it, and honour is due to Colonel Rawlinson for the 

ideanst fighting against a mysterious system, moistening his active part he took in remedying our lamentable deficiencies 
bncks with his tears, and, as Mr. Selley admits, remorse- after his appointment, in May, 1917, to the Western sub- 
fully taking “liberties with architectural principles,” because command in London. His account of the Zeppelin raid of 
“the tastes of the people to whom the house has been sold” October 19bh, 1917, brings home, almost shiveringly, the 
will have it so. Thisds glad news, and architects in particular perils that hung over our heads. That ’ London escaped 
will rejoice m it. For the future they will ]mow that the destruction on that night he attributes to sheer good luck; 
builder, instead of trjung to scamp bis work, is really doing and here we may be permitted to agree with him, while 
nis i^st to eornply with the exactions of the most pedantic still thinking that be fails — he resigned his command early 
architect, defying alike the “ system ” and popular taste, and in 1918 — to appreciate the efficiency which our Aircraft 
1 * honest pi^de m constructing those charming (if Defence had reached before the War ended. To some people 

siigntiy expensive) houses so pleasantly depicted in the this may seem to be a provocative volume, and certainlv 
illustrations of Mr Manning Robertson’s discourses. Alas, the author’s pen is now and then dipped in gall; but it is 
theseeomelydwelhngs are not yet everyday architecture,” written with real sincerity and by a man whose experiences 
but only every other day, if that. are well worth recording. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Mr. George Bernard Shaw is of the 
opinion that Mr. Sidney Webb is one 


their crimes in other towns *in stead of The Nobel Committee will award no 
supporting their own Assizes. Peace Prize this year, we are informed. 

'-.J' For the coming year it is hoped that, if 

An East End man “who stole a letter any person should hear rumours of 


of the twelve cleverest men in the containing a cheque eventually returned peace anywhere, he will communicate 

in Tf-r Tn j • - _ J? 'i. 1 “i. et'Kr'Lj. i.1, ^ ^ 


world. He did not give the names of it because it was marked‘s Not Negoti- with the committee, 
the other ten. able,” If it had been a “Pay to Tlhef” ^ ^ 

cheque everything would have been all Incidentally it w^as at first thought 
According to Mr. Basil Dean no man right. that Mexico might apply for the Peace 

should write a play unless he has some- * Prize, but so far they have^ not^ been 

tiling to say. It sounds like breaking The British Empire Exhibition at able to fix the exact date in histoiy 
new ground, but it is an experiment that Wembley is to have its own fire brigade, when Mexico was mixed up in any 
might be 'worth trying. But should a fire break out at any time peace. .v ^ ... 

it is quite possible that other fire bri- * 

It lias been suggested that the public gades will be in'rfted to join them. From. Utah comes the story of a 

should organise a strike to end i ' .1. : - _ -- - - j husband w'ho was sold by his 


Incidentally it was at first thought 
that Mexico might apply for the Peace 
Prize, but so far they have not been 


strikes, so that we could all joinin. 

A newly-invented microphone 
is so sensitive that it will pick up 
the sounds made by tiny insects. 
Take one on your next seaside 
holiday and while away the long 
night hours. 

“ Early tuhps with their rich 
golden petals, which were to be 
seen in the parks last week, dis- 
appeared almost as quickly as 
: they appeared,” announces a con- 
temporary. It was found im- 
possible to keep the news of 
the change of Government from 


According to a personal para- 
graph Mr. Stephen Walsh, the 
new Secretary of State for War, 
knows Thelngoldshy Legends by 
heart. This should lilt a load 
of anxiety from those who have 
questioned his qualifications for 
the office. .j- 

A coin of the first century, 
A.D,, has been found at Cheam, 
SuiTey. It is believed to , have 
been dropped in an early Flight 
of Capital. 


WlTEttM 


BO 















From Utah comes the story of a 
husband who was sold by his 
S. wife for a silver ring. This is 
S a pleasing contradiction to the 
K general belief that husbands are 
K of no value in the States. 


An actress was recently robbed 
of several dresses and costumes. 
It is denied, however, that she 
ran after the burglar with her 
pearls, but failed to catch him. 

Mr. Epstein, the sculptor, has 
expressed, the opinion that the 
Nelson Monument ought to 
come down. Its apparent neg- 
lect of its duty is explained by 
the fact that it is stone deaf in 


A correspondent of The Times 
points out that there are five ex- 
Fxemiers living. We feel that 
he has done the right thing in 
ventilating this matter in the 
Press, but we are unable to 
suggest a remedy. 

Jlc 5l; 

Lecturing on “ Headache'” 
Sir Bobert Armstrong Jones 
warned sufferers to avoid pro- 
longed mental strain, irre^ar 
and inadequate feeding and ex- 
cess of alcohol, tobacco and tea. 
Nothing was said about lectures. 


Ot Uapitai. „ . Night-watchman (counting the stars). - Let ’s see If?"" 

- —where Dm I LEAVE OFF LAST mGHT?” Nothing WRS said about lectures. 

Dr.W.W. Hill, of Ottawa, has ^ ^ 'N nr. 

launched a campaign to abolish hand- A burglar who broke into a Man- An escaped convict, when pursued by 
shaking on the ground that germs are Chester restaurant and drank six bottles a French police-dog, ran across country 
carried in the hands. It would be simpler of champagne was found on the prem- for two miles and then jumped a ditch 
if the public did not carry germs about ises helplessly drunk. It is this sort of twenty-six feet wide. Not so much of 
like that, but made them walk. thing which lets the profession down a jump considering the run he took. 

in the eyes of the public. — 

In a lecture at the Boyal Geograph- ^ ” Hunting. 

ical Societv last week Captain S. 0 . A New York church is being built in a collection will be made at each meet for the 

Bullock shoke of discovering a bird in the form of a skyscraper. The inten- Wine and Ponltey Pund.-’-rorteMre 
Brazil which barked like a dog. We tion is, of course, finally to close the gap Jorroclcs would have approved ot this, 
have also heard Pomeranians trying to between America and Heaven.- suggestion -that because the index 

doit. J.1 J. • % figure of timercharter rates was 16*73 im 1920, 

■ Nov 7 that private soldiers m the 

At the Leicester x\ssizes Sir William Aldershot command are taking up golf, aication that the industry could not aftord 
Finlay received a pair of white gloves, ascertain Sergeant-Major would like to the increase was described by Mr. Bevin as 
there being no prisoners to try. One meet an expert golfer who could put n 10 ous an a sur . ven^g 
explanation is that local criminals are him in the way of a bit of additional We, too, find the grammar of it a httle 
so unsportsmanlike that they commit vocabulary. farcical. 
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HOW TO RESTORE THE ENTENTE. 

[In \iew of the present depre^^sion in France, due in great measm'e 
to the fact that she has neglected to tax her own people adequately, it is 
proposed to clap a surtax of 20 per cent. on. the hotel bills of foreigners, 
Belgians excepted. This will be levied on the proprietors of hotels, but 
is of course designed to come out of the pockets of their clients.] 

When I regard the shining graces 

(Exposed in picture prints, page after page) 

Of British forms and British faces — 

Persons of Blood and Peris of the Stage — 

Whose charm confers a nameless bon to7i 
Upon the tennis-courts of Cannes or Menton ; — 

At times in pensive mood one ponders 

On all it costs to breathe that balmy clime, 

The wealth that ^^perfide Albion ” squanders ^ 

To bulge the frenchman’s pockets all the time, 
Eight from the moment when she books 
A one-night’s lodging in the Blue de luxe.” 

I muse on what these annual beanos 

Keep pouring into France’s common pool, 

How fat the profits her Casinos 

Bake in at Baccarat and pouch at Boule 
(Yea, though we win, she scoops the lot, 

Seeing we go and spend it on the spot) ; 

And still, when hostel bills are hea^^, 

Expect no discount off for friendship’s sake ; 

But, now that they propose to levy 
A thumping tax upon the spoil they take — 
four francs to go to France’s chest 
For every louis spent — I do protest. 

If it were only aUoeated . 

To working off the debt to her Ally, 

I would not want the charge abated ; 

Willingly, with a smile in either eye, 

To such a goal I ’d help the French on; 

But this is not, I take it, their intention. 

Yet Spring, I hope; will see me heading, 

Just as of old, for that same C6te d’Azur, 

Though what I pay for board and bedding 
Is taxed to keep PoincAriS in the Euhr, 

And every sou on grands' vins blown 

Helps to blockade the British in Cologne. 0. S. 


A MAN OF DISTINCTION. 

“ Heppelthwaite is a splendid fellow I ” said Henry with 
an air of finality that startled me. ** I have a high opinion 
of him and his. He is a white man. He counts,” 

As soon as Henry started praising Heppelthwaite I loiew 
that something abnormal had supervened. 

“ You used to loathe the man,” I interrupted during one 
of the brief pauses that Henry permitted himself for breath- 
ing purposes. ..“You used to say that Heppelthwaite’s 
company was about as exhilarating as that of a sandworm ; 

that his house reminded you of a mausoleum, and that ” 

“Heppelthwaite,” said Henry, “is a man who has been 
misunderstood, I coiifess that it is only of late that I 
myself have learned ±b appreciate him at his true worth. 
He has character, - He is original — ^fearless — ^imaginative — 
distinguished. I shall cultivate Heppelthwaite.”, 

“ But why this sudden change ? ” I persisted. 

For a moment Henry hesitated. Then liis reserve broke 
down and he turned on me fiercely. 

“Look here,” he began — “have you ever sat in a cold 
room with a lot of people you didn’t know, and didn’t want 


to know, like one of a row of owls on a wall, striving hard 
to catch some husky suggestions of music that you didn’t 
like and would rather not hear, only you hadn’t the moral 

coiu’age to say so ” 

“Well, of course ” 

« — ^while some sickening ass mucked about with some- 
thing he called a crystal and spouted streams of verbiage 
concerning high-tensions and condensers and earths and 
terminals and amplifiers and valves and wave-lengths and 
variables ” 

“You must remember, Henry ” 

« — and ‘Grandpa Methuselah’ or ‘Barabbas’ or what- 
ever he calls himself broadcasted bilge for the babes and 
told some utterly idiotic cook how to spoil good food and 
what the weather was like or likely to be like ? ” 

“It ’s like this, Henry ” 

“Conceivably you have never sat shuddering opposite a 
defective loud-speaker while it bellowed dancing instructions 
into your face at point-lplank range: ‘One step forward, 
two to the left, three to the right, forward on top gear, re- 
verse, jump, right foot, left foot, both feet, waggle your 
ears, forward, d terreJ You ’ve heard ib, haven’t you? ” 

“If only you would give me a chance ” 

“Have you ever had to put your overcoat on and follow 
a self-styled friend up a sixty-foot ladder on a dark rainy 
night, with the wind in the north-east, to make some idiotic 
pretence at helping him to mend an aerial that wasn’t 
broken — ^just because the ladies were pretending impatience 
to hear the rest of some opera when you considered yoimself 
fortunate in having heard it fizzle out in the fmst ten 
seconds ? ” ^ ' 

“My dear old Henry,” I said, raising my voice and spealc- 

ing sharply, “ the man whose aerial requires 

“Or down into a cockroachy cellar with your best suit 
on to affect enthusiasm over a bunch of verdigrisy wires 
poldng into jampots or twisted round a rusty water-pipe 
while the owner made you stand on the coals and knock 
your head against rafters, and you had to go into the 
garden afterwards for your friend to brush the limewash 
and cobwebs off your clothes and hair? ” 

“My deae old Heney,” I vociferated, “ may I say a few 

WOEDS ? ” 

“By all means,” said Henry. “You haven’t answered 
one of my questions yet.” 

Then I took Henry in hand. 

“ If you were quite honest,” I began, “ you would tell me 
simply and plainly that you cultivate Heppelthwaite because 
he has one of those posh, up-to-date, six-valve wireless 
sets that give uniformly excellent results; one of those sets 
that stand absolutely complete on the drawing-room table. 
There are no stupid sixty-foot aerials to blow about and go 
wrong and interfere with your full enjoyment o'f the pro- 
gramme. Come now — have I not put tine matter in a 
nutshell ? ” 

“ You have not,” said Henry. “I cultivate Heppelthwaite 
— and esteem him — ^because he sternly forbids the very 
mention of wireless in his house.” 


What “Punch” has to put up with. 

“His Honour — ‘Punch’ set forth the and expressed the opinion 
that by the section dealing with partial incapacaty, time a partially- 
incapaciated workman had considered the section he would be totally 
incapacitated. (Laughter .)” — Daily Pajjer. 


“It was a great triumph for the English-speaking Union, whose 
branches are now firmly established all over the country. Every speaker 
was of either Scottish, Irish,' or Welsh origin .” — Daily Papers 

“ Hoots, man, an’ inteet t’ cootness, ’tis English I do be 
shpakin’, bedad.” 
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DIARY OF A MOIMDAINE. 

Mayfair Mansions, 
gone, and a wretch of a 
month it's been — alarums and excur- 
sions and horrors of all sorbs. When I 
see a newspaper, almost I wish that my 
parents and guardians hadn't had me 
taught to read. But I don't look at 
them now. Last time I did so, over my 
early te'a, I tore them up and threw 
them away, en poussant un grand cri, 
“ What are we to do ? Who 's goin' to 
protect us? Are we to be given over 
to the spoilers, lock, stock and barrel ? " 
And then I rang for C(§line. ‘‘Take 
away those beastly things,” I said, 
“ and never bring me any more. I 've 
been dreffully, dreffully angry. Oome 
and take out the traces.” 

So she rubbed away my frown and 
used the dimpler and the happy-smile 
machine, as only Celine can ; and then 
she sprang a shock on me, said she 
wanted to leave me, that 's to say, not 
to leave me, but to leave what I give 
her for .. twice as much offered by 
The Lady Pentonville. (Butter and 
cheese I three months ago she was Mrs. 
Tubbs.) 

“Why, Cdline,” I said, “you’ll be 
thrown away on her. She 11 do you no 
credit. How are you goin’ to dress a 


tank like that? It'll take you five 
minutes to walk round her.” 

“ Oui, m*ladi,” mmrmured Online tear- 
fully, “ il en est ainsi — je n*ignore ^ms 
ca — mais les appointements'' 

“ Oh, Id, Id I les appointements,'' I 
said. “ Well, I must give you what the 
tank offers, for simply I can’t face this ' 
cruel critical world without you, and 
you Ve got to stay.” 

And it was so. 

Sarah Delamont blew in last week 
and says she means to stand for Parlia- 
ment first opportunity. I 'm not a bit 
s'prised. She always had a masculine 
mind, knew what direction the wind 
was blowing in, and how many things 
make a ton, and all that sort of out-of- 
the-way knowledge women don't gener- 
ally have. 

“ And what d 'you expect to do in 
Parliament ? ” I asked her. 

“Expect to do?” she cried in her 
horridly emphatic way. “ Isn't it ‘ All 
hands tp save ship ' ? Oughtn't we to 
I try to stem the rising tide of what 's-its- 
name ? And as well as that we women 
have got to legislate .for women and 
children.” 

“ Rats ! '* I said, “ The women and 
children would much rather have men 
legislate for them.” 

“ Ob, you 're incorrigible 1 '' she said. 


“ Here are you, with all your time on 
your hands '* 

“ No,” I interrupted, holding up my 
pretty hands, “all my time is not on 
my hands ; they don't look more than' 
twenty.” 

She waved that aside. “ Why aren’t 
you up and doin' things for your coun- 
try ? Here are you, a widow, a dowager- 
countess, well off for the new poor ” 

“Stop, you wicked woman!” I 
shrieked. “ How dare you call me such 
drefful names! If my dear Dolgelly 
were living he wouldn't alloio such | 
things to be said of me. And, as for 
helping my country, the best thing I I 
can do for her is to sit still and not 
join any of the gangs that are pullin' 
the poor old dear to pieces, I 'm one 
of the women who think charm worth 
conserving, who value their complecks, 
who aren’t always in a hurry, always 
bawlin' sport or politics, always ” 

“ Nuff said,” she cut me short. ''I'll 
tell you what you are, tout court, Sylvia 
Dolgelly : you 're a lil old throw-back, 
a reactionary. So long.” 

To take the taste of Sarah out of my 
mouth, went round to Midshire House, 
Found them in top-hole spirits. Anne 
Midshire was writing out an announce- 
ment forihe Press, with Rosabelle, all 
smiles and—no, not blushes; she’s a 
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THE COCKTAIL GIRL. 


Niece {to Uncle who has miicillingly ordered a cocktail for her), ^^Much too sweet! 
Let’s have all the othebs dry.” 


twencent girl — leaning over her cor- 
recting her spelling: “A marriage has 
been arranged and will shortly take 
place between Lady Eosabelle St. Adrian 
and * Kid ’ Boggins of Bermondsey, the 
famous boxer and champion paper- 
weight of Europe.” 

Anne says, as times go, it *s quite a 
good match. He makes an immense 
income and will be such a help to their 
second boy, Piers, who ’s regularly in 
the Eing now as a pro. Dear ‘ Kid ’ 
will show him how to get into the ‘ big 
money,’ as they call it,” said Anne. 
“ I ’m told my darling boy’s punch is 
not quite strong enough yet, and some 
wretches say his boxing is too much 
like wrestling, and bad wrestling at 
that — envious spiteful creatures ! But 
dear ‘ Kid ’ will see to all that.” 

During our pow-wow the Duke came 
in from the film-studio- where he ’s got 
a job to come on in crowds and riots in 
a forthcoming film. He hopes to have 
an individual part by-and-by— get men- 
tioned in sub-titles and shown in close- 
ups. They told me that the famous 
Joy Smiley and her present husband, 
the equally famous Solo Sombrero — 
they ’re the stars in the film the Duke ’s 
in — have taken Midshire Castle just 
for week-ends. “ And they ’re jolly good 
tenants too! ” said Anne. 

Went one evening with Anne and 
Eosabelle to Jollyland, Bethnal Green, 
and saw their wonderful “Kid” Bog- 
gins flatten out another paper-weight, 
“Basher” Jinks of Eotherhithe. 
Thought the “Kid^’ a charming boy. 
If I were Eosabelle I’d make him 
always dress as he does to fight — ^he 
looks so dreffully chic. 

Piers St. Adrian was in one of the 
lesser contests. He was knocked out 
directly he emerged from his corner. 
Anne screamed a little, but soon pulled 
herself together. “Didn’t my darling 
boy fall beautifully 7” she said. “Of 
course they’ve got to go through all 
this before they can get into the ‘ big 
money.’” 

Meseemetli that my most outstand- 
ing memory of January is Princess 
Bobolinsky’s “Wednesdays” in Gro- 
grave Square. She had the novel idea 
of making them a series of what she 
called “Little Love Lectures — read- 
ings from those wonderful stories of 
hers, with impromptu additions. On 
the last of her “Wednesdays” she gave 
us what we all agreed was the best of 
all: “The Psychology of Kissing.” The 
big black- and- scarlet drawing-room was 
dimly lit, save where the little Princess 
was.* Her colour scheme matched the 
room, black, with scarlet poppies at 
her waist,' scarlet shoes and a scarlet 
■ fah. Tiny fountains filled the room with 
a subtle and passionate scent. Prom 


hidden musicians came softfitful strains 
of Eavel, Debussy and Stravinsky. 

She took us through all the imagin- 
able kisses in her own inimitable way. 
There was “ the fierce glorious terror 
of the cave-man’s savage primitive 
kiss,” “the warm whirlwind kiss of 
the artistic genius,” “the precise well- 
calculated kiss of the scientist,” “ the 
timid, apologetic, pale-grey kiss of the 
husband,” “ the rapturous, masterful 
deep crimson kiss of the lover,” et 
ainsi de suite. Even I hardly realised 
there were so many kinds ! 

When we congratulated her after- 
wards we told her she otight to let the 
public hear the “ Little Love Lectures,” 
and that, if she gave them in one of the 


big Halls, they’d have a smces fou. 
But she shook her pretty head and 
smiled. “Popularity and success are 
so banal,” she said softly. Dear amaz- 
ing little Sonia Bobolinsky ! With her 
gifts and temperaments she ought to go 
far — even farther than she has gone. 

More Recognition.’’ 

We understand that the Eussian 
Government has passed a resolution 
that so long as the Labour Party re- 
mains in power the City of Petrograd 
shall, in acknowledgment of the friendly 
feeling shown by the British Govern- 
ment in proposing to appoint Mr. 
O’ Grady as Ambassador to' Eussia, be 
known as Petro’grady; 
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I thought this clever, if a trifle warm. 

>1' 'I' 

A fortnight later I was charmed to see 
The Inland Eevenue had sent a form, 

In a buff envelope, marked Schedule D.” Evoe, 


THE INLAND REVENUE. 

AccoiL7it of a Corresjjondcnce.) 

The Inland Eevenue sent out a form 

Which nobody on earth could understand 
And followed it with letters, quite a swarm, 
Communications typed, and signed by hand. 

I wrote a letter to the Inland Eevenue. 

I wrote and said to them, ‘‘Your Schedule D 
Is far too difficult, I wish to heaven you 
Would aim at Mr. Moore’s lucidity.” 

The Inland Eevenue made ans'wer thus : 

Eeferringjto your last, do you prefer 
To have your income-tax assessed by us ? ” 

I wrote and said, “ I thank you kindly, Sir.” 

The Inland Eevenue assessed my tax ; 

I thought that this was very kind of them ; 

They might have come and hit me with an axe 
Or seized my savings by some stratagem. 

I said, You have assessed me far too highly ; ” 

I said, “ I am duihbfounded and aghast.” 

The Inland Eevenue responded drily, ^ 

“ Then fill up Schedule D.” 

' ■ Twelve letters passed. 

I tried to understand their beastly Schedule, 

I took' the average of three past years, 

I fanned the smouldering embers of a dead Yule, 

I blew the ashes of forgotten fears. 

I said, ‘‘I wuil submit to your assessment, 

Though the canary must, of course, be sold. 

If you had hearts, you’d know what that distress 
meant.” 

This seemed to leave them singularly cold. 

Long weeks went by. And now the dreaded spectre 
That shadowed all my life grew faint and dim ; 

No letters reached me from the Tax Collector, 

I did not strive to keep in touch with him. 

And then the Tax Collector wrote and said : 

“ This matter cannot be allowed to rest ; 

Eeferring to my TBXYZ 
And your acceptance of the amount assessed, 

“ His Majesty’s Commissioners have seen 
The tribulation which you lightly bore ; 

They fancy that you showed but mild chagrin, 

And therefore they intend to tax you mote.” 

I wrote and told the Tax CoEector : Please 
Inform His Majesty’s Commissioners 
J laughed for hours at their delightful wheeze— 

How the days do draw out when Spring recurs ! ” 

The Tax Collector took his pen and wrote : 

“ This matter cannot be allowed to lie ; 

Your answer does not meet the case. Please quote 
TBXY21 2 in your reply.” 

I took my pen and wrote to him : “ I soften. 

The least of men may hope for future bliss. 

St. Matthew was a* tax collector ; often 
I calm my anger by remembering this. 

**But, were I an uncliejritable man, 

Vindictive and on rude rejoinders set, 

I should say things about the publican 
Or tax collector which I might regret,” 


GOLF CLUB AMENITIES. 

I SEE no objection to a Club appointing a chaplain if it 
really feels it needs one. I don’t think a chaplain would 
have much of a show down at our place, but what we badly 
want — ^what we ’ve wanted for years — is a resident medical 
officer. The type of man I have in mind is a well-seasoned 
ex-officer of the E.A.M.C., a man who knows his business 
and doesn’t believe in pandering to the foibles of his patients. 
Such a man would be extraordinarily useful at our Club. 

There ’s the Colonel, for instance. The Colonel has lost 
more matches than any man living, simply through having 
gout in the left foot. I ’ye seen him go out full of confi- 
dence, play scratch golf (or something very like it) all the 
v^’ay to the turn, and then go completely to pieces, slicing, 
pulling, missing foot putts and even playing his opponent’s 
ball. It is amazing how far-reaching are the effects of gout. 
If the Colonel could be patched up by a good doctor just 
before a round, I believe he ’d get off twenty-fom in a few 
weeks. 

Then there ’s Green. Green’s trouble is his liver. I ’ve 
known him twice robbed of the Captain’s Prize by his 
wretched liver. Only the other day it got in his way and 
baulked him of a certain seventy-one. If Green could get 
his liver overhauled once a round or so, it would make all 
the difference in the world to his game. His own doctor, 
he tells me, says there is nothing much the matter with it 
(his liver, I mean), which of course is nonsense. There 
must be. . 

I have an idea that even Simpkinson might be helped 
by a Club doctor. Simpkinson is really quite a decent 
golfer, but he picked up malaria in the East, and malaria 
plays havoc with one. I ’ve known it to catch him often 
without the slightest warning. He will be standing on the 
tee at the short eighth, intending to lay the ball dead on the 
pin, when all of a sudden on will come one of his spasms 
and the miserable ball will go scuttling away into the under- 
growth to the right. It must come on just like that, with 
no warning at all, judging, that is, from what Simpkinson 
teUs us. 

Now I take it that a competent doctor, with nothing to 
do but look after the health of the Club members, could 
easily prevent disasters like that. Even if he failed at the 
beginning to forestall sudden seizures he would have no 
difficulty in preventing the trouble from hanging about 
indefinitely. In serious cases it would be permissible for 
him to accompany his patients on a round with the object 
of observing symptoms. 

I admit that a doctor might not meet the requirements of 
every member. There’s poor old Wilson, for example. 
Wilson’s teeth play the very deuce with his driving, yet he 
positively refuses to see a dentist. With a Club dentist 
the thing would be simple. The troublesome member could 
be extracted while the next couple were allowed to go 
through, and Wilson would go on to beat his man easily. 

I don’t suggest that the Club would be justified in run- 
ning to a dentist for the sole benefit of Wilson, but I do 
think the appointment of a medical officer is long overdue. 

Anyhow, I ’ve put the idea in our Suggestion Book. 

“ Butcher, 18 to 25, not afraid of work, drive Ford van ; no killing.” 

West-Country 

We trust his steaks will be as tender as his heart. 
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PeUr (fearful €f inter mjjiion). “Go away, Grannie!” 

Grannie (discmcerted). “Supposino when you came to see me I were to say, ‘Go aWxVY, Peter’?' 
Peter (promptly), “I should go.” 


WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

Nurse steals: ■^n.-EicB Ptjbding. 

What is the matter with Mary Jane ? 

She *s crying with all her might and main, 

And she won’t eat her dinner — -rioe-pndding again : 
What IB the matter with Mary Jane ? 

What is the matter with Mary Jane 7 
I ’ve promised her dolls and a daisy-chain/ 

And a book about animals — all in vain ; 

What the matter with Mary Jane ? 

, is the rnatter with Mary Jane ? 
She’s.perfpctly well, and she hasn’t a pain; 

But look at her, .now she ’s beginning again ! 

What is the matter with Mary Jane 7 

What is the matter with Mary Jane 7 
I ve promised her sweets and a ride in the train, 
And I ’ve Begged her to stop for a bit and explain : 
What is the matter with Mary Jane 7 

What is the matter with Mary Jane ? 

She ’s perfectly well and she hasn’t a pain, 

A9id ity lovely rtce-pudding for dinner again ! 

What is the matter with Mary Jane 7 


Vill. — The Alchemist. 

There lives ah old man at the top of the street, 

And the end of his beard reaches down to his feet, 

• And he ’s just the one person I ’m longing to meet, 

I think that he sounds so exciting ; 

Bor he talks all the day to his tortoiseshell cat, 

And he asks about this, and explains about that. 

And at night he pjxts on a big wide-awake’*' hat 
And sits in the writing-room, writing. 

He has worked all his life (and he ’s terribly old) 

At a wonderful spell which says, Lo, and behold 1 
Your nursery fender is gold 1 ” — and it ’s gold ! 

(Or the tongs, or the rod for the curtain) ; 

But somehow he hasn’t got hold of it quite, 

Or the liquid you pour on it first isn’t right, 

So that ’s why he works at it night after night 
Till he knows h e can do it for certain. A. A. M. 

* So as not to go to sleep. 

Prom a business-house magazine : — 

“ A special word is due to the Programme Sellers for their excoed- 
ingly sporty action in making np the Programme takings to a level 
mnount by a contribution from their own purses. ‘ Espirit de corns 
in excelsis.’ ” i 

The “special word,” we suppose, is “espirit.” 





Febeuaey 6, 1924.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CIIARrYARI. 


129 



{ 


OUTSIDE THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

“ ’Ere t ’Are, Sib—words and music, ‘ The Red Plac.’ ” 


THE MAN IN THE MOON. 

XI. — Bedlam. 

W E have it on very high authority that 
a Court of Law is not a theatre. Never- 
theless at the present time there are 
few better shows running in the town ; 
and nothing is more fascinating than a 
walk round the courts on a wet after- 
noon. The entertainment is free, and 
as soon as you are bored with one case 
you can go out and try another. 

No man, however, who drops in at a 
law-suit for a few minutes about half- 
way through can expect to leave it 
without a certain mystification : and I 
admit that it was foolish of me to send 
a perfect stranger like the Man in the 
Moon to the Law Courts by himself: 

He returned excited and pleased, but 
insane. ' He had dropped in, I gather, 
at Divorce, Admnalty, Chancery, Com- 
mercial Cases, Appeal Court II. and the 
Ofiicial Referee, and he was particularly 
impressed by Sir Charles Gupp, K.C., 
who coloured all his recollections. 

You know, of course, that the legal 
profession is ingeniously organised so as 
to give about three men more work than 
human men can do, about three hun- 
dred of nearly equal capacity a little 
work, and about three thousand no 
work at all. Sir Charles Gupp is fre- 
quently engaged in three different cases 
on the same day. Look in at Court IV. , 
and you will see him diligently vindi- 
cating the character, of the plaintiff in 
a libel action ; drop in at the Divorce 
Court half an hour later and you will 
hear him diligently taking away the 
character of a married woman ; and no 
sooner is that done than he is off to 
Court V., to get at the bottom of an 
embezzlement. Indeed, to judge from 
tlie wild statements of the Man in the 
Moon, Sir Charles was operating in 
every court he visited ; but I can*t help 
thinking that he was mistaken. StiU, 
this delusion would accoimt for the ex- 
traordinary description he gave me of 
a cross-examination which he says he 
heard. I use his own words, but accept 
no responsibility for them whatever. 

‘<It was a case about Contingent! 
Remainders,” he said. “ And there was 
a small man with pince-nez in the wit- 
ness-box ; and he said that tobacco was 
divided into two classes, one class called 
Trashy Bright and the other class called 
Bright Trash ; and the judge was very 
fatherly and loved him ; and Sir Charles 
stood up and hated him. And he said — 

* You are Mr. Stanley ? ' 

‘‘ ‘ That is my name,’ said Mr. Stanley. 

^‘‘But of course your name is not 
Stanley at all, but Moss ? ’ 

“ ‘ That is so,’ said Mr. Stanley. 

“ * And before the War your name was 
Moses ? ’ 


“‘Yes/ 

“ ‘ x\nd before the South African War 
your name was Finkelstein? * 

“‘It is false/ 

“ ‘ I put it to you that it was.’ 

“ ‘ It was not,’ 

“‘Ah! And you tell us you are a 
certified tobacco-taster to the firm of 
Mantle and Fogg, 37, Old Jewry ? ’ 

“‘Bogg.’ 

“‘Bogg? Quite sure, Mr. Moss? 
Very well. And would it be true to say, 
Mr. Stanley, that if the witness Walker 
has sworn that the transactions of the 


14th, 16th, 18th, 19th and 21st August 
could not have taken place without your 
being a party to them, that is not a 
statement which is consistent with your 
own assertion that on the material dates 
you were not in Huddersfield, or not ? ’ 
“‘It is a lie.’ 

“ ‘ What were you doing 6 a.m. on 
the morning of the 2nd of January, 
1905?’ 

“‘J can’t teU you/ 

‘ ‘ ‘ You can’t teU us that ? ’ 

”‘No/. - 

“‘Just so. And now, Mr, Stanley, 
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in your opinion, suppose a ton of to- “At this point the Judge turned to “‘Very well, then. Have — you — 
bacco be shipped at Hamburg f.o.b., the jury and said in a slow aiid paternal got — flat — feet? Answer, “I have ’ 


Cardiff, adding two pounds of the best manner: — and he 1 

beef suet and making the necessary You hear what the witness says ? ‘Nowth 
adjustments for the Swiss Exchange, 67ie said, “ You 've no call to strike me, “‘Am 

what would be the eftect on a young Bert, not at my age and he replied, your wif 

girl? Just tell the jury that, will you ? ’ “It’s a wonder I’ve not struck you “‘Sin 

“ ‘ I don’t agree,’ said Mr. Stanley, before, Flo.” ’ “ ‘ Yot 

“ ‘ I suggest to you that it was,’ said “ ‘ Thank you, melud,’ said Sir Charles, believe ? 

Sir Charles. ‘ I ’m very much obliged to you, melud. “ ‘ Yes 

“‘Nothing of the sort.’ Now tell the jury, Mr. Stanley, what “ ‘ Anc 

“‘I put it to you,’ said Sir Charles was your name before the Spanish- “‘No. 

pertinaciously [the Man in tlie Moon was American War ? ’ “ ‘ I pi 

particularly intrigued by Sir Charles’s “ ‘ Tannenbaum.’ that yo 

habit of Putting It to witnesses, or, in Here, according to the Man in the juster ? ’ 
other words, calling them liars] — ‘I Moon, Sir Charles made a slight move- “‘Ne^ 
put it to you that that is not the case — ment of surprise, but instantly recovered “ ‘ Jus 
and never was ? ’ himself. ' salic acid, Mr. 

“ ‘ A good deal would 

depend on the voltage, 

of course,’ Mr. Stanley . h 

reluctantly admitted. jj ijl jy yj 

“‘One moment, Sir |i ^ 

Chailes,’s^^^ ^ ^ ^ ^ f 

' ' I uimct. ' 

mitvprTmrLlv I OOrLDK'T WBIXE. 

q \e-iB^ jellj 01 obse- ..j s^.ppogj, -^ov gave ii up then?” 

^™-?lI£inS‘great “Pit, ko! Bv that time I had a bepuiation established." 

respect— with great respect, melud— “‘Have^mu got liat feet, Mr. Stan- Thomas, 
that wp the last case, I think.’ ley ? ’ he continued meaningly. * your chi] 

i i i’ i - “‘Must I answer that, yonrvrorship?’ Mr. Stan 

what about the charter-party ? ’ said the witness, wincing. ‘ I die 

j “ ‘ Melud, I beg youx' pardon, melud, “ The other barrister leapt to his feefe, “ ‘ Yer^s 
I really beg yom' pardon. I — I— I — I and botlx’ stammered earnestly at the antly. ‘ 

You re perfectly right, same time. ‘Melud, I object. Me with the 

learned friend I.-^I_I_I_I_ pyjamas 

‘“Well, let us get on, Sir Charles,’ I ’ ‘ Melud, I do submit. My in- “‘No’ 

said the Judge qxierulously ^ structions are, melud, I have a reason for “ ‘ I sm 

So that, fact, Mi\ Stanley,’ Sir asking, melud — I — I — I — I — I — I ’ < It w 


and he looked significantly at the jury. 
‘ Now then, Sir Charles, do let us get on.’ 

“ ‘ And on the 22nd May, 1880, did 
your wife bear a male child ? ’ 

“‘She did.’ 

“ ‘ You have been a money-lender, I 


“ ‘ And an average-adjuster ? ’ 

“‘No.’ 

“ ‘ I put it to you, Mr. Tannenbaum, 
that you have been an average-acl- 


“ ‘ Never.’ 

“ ‘ Just so. Is three litres of acily- 
lic acid, Mr. Finkelstein, a greater 


Charles continued, ‘m the case of a “‘Very well, Sir Charles,’ said the “‘Just so. And would it be true to 

adozen, Judge. ‘ I ’U aUow the question. But say, Mr. Tannenbaum, that your father 
I ^ ® would act inversely I don’t see where it is leading us.— Do was a Polish Jew named Beit ?’ 

0 ® M *he hypotenuse— you suffer from flat feet, Mr. Stanley ? ’ “ ‘ Melud, I object ’ 

01 3 to 2 in the Northern Hemisphere ? ’ ho continued kindly. “ ‘ It would ’ 

. “ ‘ it ’s like this ’ » • Ah ! Now teU the iuiw this. Mr. 


1 himself. I salic acid, Mr. Finkelstein, a greater 

' ” or a less proportion 

fc ban t he same quantity 
I ll / tannin ? ’ 

^ structions are, melud. 

whether you’re help- 
iag your client, Sir 
A POPULAB AUTHOE. Charles ’ « 

“It took me IsUilAELY TEN YEARS TO LEARN THAT I COULDN’T WRITE.” “ ‘ Melud. ’ 

“I SUPPOSE YOU GAVE IT UP THEN?” “ * Melud ’ 

“Oil, no! By that time I had a reputation established.” “ * But I think I must 

— ‘ allow the question, Mr. 

“‘Have you got flat feet, Mr. Stan- Thomas. Did you, in fact, dispose. of 
ley? he continued meaninglj’. * your child in the manner suggested, 

_ “ ‘ Must I answer that, your w"orship ? ’ Mr. Stanley ? ’ 
said the witness, wincing. <« ‘ I did, milord.’ 

“ The other barrister leapt to his feet, “ ‘ Very well,’ said Sir Charles toler- 
and botlx' stammered earnestly at the antly. * And at your secooid interview 
same time. ‘Melud, I object. Me with the plaintiff you were in your 

learned friend I~^I — I — I — I — pyjamas, were you not ? ’ ' 

I ' ‘ Melud, I do submit. My in- “‘No.’ 

stiuctions are, melud, I have a reason for < j suggest to you that you were ’ 

asking, melud— I— I— I—I— I— I ’ < It was a Friday ’ 

n ct*. 1 » .-1.1 ....... 


a dose of 7 grains would act inversely 
with the square on the hypotenuse — 
or 3 to 2 in the Northern Hemisphere ? ’ 
“‘That is so,’ said Mr. Stanley. 
‘ Except, of course, at High Water.’ - 
“‘Except at High Water. Quite— 
quite. I understand that. Melud, I 


Yveii, miiord, it s like this-- — “‘Ah! Now tell the jury this, Mr. 

‘Gorae, come, my man!’ said the Beit. Takeyonr time and be very care- 
iidge with sudden heat. ‘ Don’t beat ful how yon answer. Have you or 


I ; • iiixcepj at High Water. Quite- Judge with sudden heat. ‘ Don’t beat ful how you answer^ 
aonc Know Whether the jury follow feet or you have not.’ left knee?’ ^ 

■ I “ Yes, milord, I have.’ “ ■ Really, melud, with great respect, 
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melud, me learned friend has no right, 
melud ' 

‘‘‘Well, Mr. Beit?’ 

“The witness betrayed great emotion 
and ‘God forgive me,’ he said, ‘I have.’ 

“‘Then yon, Mr. Stanley,’ said Sir 
Charles excitedly ‘ are my father ! ’ And 
with these words he vaulted over the 
counter. 

“ ‘ My son ! My son ! ’ cried Mr. Moss, 
embracing him.” A. P. H, 

WHAT IS MUSIC? 

From the fact that a Judge of the 
High Court has recently asked this ques- 
tion I conclude that the labours of our 
musical critics must have been in vain. 
It seems a pity that after all those col- 
umns in our Sunday newspapers we 
should have a learned man, with a mind' 
trained to sift evidence and to discover 
truth, confessing that he is still in the 
dark on this subject. 

It is of little use, perhaps, to refer the 
Judge to some who are famous in our 
music-halls. The mention of their names 


would only lead to supplementary ques- 
tions, exposing further ignorance. 

It is perhaps less easy to say what 
music is than what it is not. But we 
are safe in accepting the widespread 
opinion that it is the food of love. 
Ever since the lateDz^fe of Illyria said 
to the band, “If music be the food of 
love, play on,” countless thousands of 
players have demonstrated that there is 
no question at all in their minds that 
music does afford this excuse for un- 
tiring persistence- 

Music is also that which hath charms 
to soothe the savage breast. Further, 
though it may seem incredible, it hath 
power to split rocks or bend a knotted 
oak. So if you are not sure about your 
neighbour’s cornet — a very natural un- 
certainty— take him down to the Cornish 
coast or into Bpping Forest and get him 
to play. Meanwhile finger the rocks* 
now and again to see how they are get- 
ting on, or keep your eye on the knotted 
oaks. Thus will you be able to satisfy 
yourself whether the noises he makes 
are music or not. 


Another thing about music is that 
the man that hath none of it in himself 
is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils, 
to say nothing of the capital levy. 
That is why some people who have 
heard “The Red Flag” sung by our 
Cabinet Ministers in the parks feel that 
the country is in danger. 

There is little doubt that music is the 
principal — some say the only — virtue 
of the Welsh. There is still less doubt 
that music is that for which the Scots 
have substituted the pibroch. * . i 
. I have little to say aboui^the music 
of the spheres* because I am inclined to 
think that it is only a rumour. At any 
rate I have never heard any, though I 
did once hear a man.on Ramsgate beach 
play “ Cock of the North ” on a set of 
tumblers. . . .... - 

“Two Aldershot anglers fishing yesterday 
afternoon at Fleet, Hants, caught fourteen 
pike in four hours. The largest jSlsh was 
351 inches in length and weighed over ISITds.” 

Welsh Fwger, . 

We cannot imagine how so slim a fish 
allowed itself to he caught. 
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Jf. (s/jJwdZw). Thea he ’s sufficiently 
INTIMATE AFTERNOONS. positive for that. between the sexes. He d no moie think 

I. — Dismissing Algernon. C. (indifferently). Oh, I’eS easily of helping me to choose a hat than I 

Scene, — Lady Cecilia is taking tea ivith satisfied. I don’t ask a man to talk to should think of assisting him to adjust 
Lady Marion in her drawing-room in me. I gave that up long ago. Either a carburettor. We re terribly devoted 
Hertford Street. There is no time to he talks about himself, which is a bore ; and can be quite romantic at times. 
describe these exquisite ladies^ as they or he makes clever remarks, which is But we ’ve quite given up any attempt 
are already talking, most fatiguing; or he expects you to to understand one another. Tom likes 

Gecilia {foiiring out). And that re- make clever remarks of your own, me to be unexpected, and! like lorn to 

minds me, Marion. I suppose you know which is even worse. be absm'd. 

that I ’m dismissing Algernon ? If, And Algernon ? ^ i¥. That reminds me, dearest. I 

Marion (languidly). Which one is G. He ’s the perfect companion. He haven t yet congratulated yoii. Didnt 
that — the second or the third? I hope makes sympathetic noises and never they make him a Whip the other day 
it isn’t the third. He has such a nice expects anything at all. If I say nothing 0. They did. And I gave him a silver 
figure. [She receives a ciq^f ownGecilh. he’s quite content. If, on the other horntocelebrate theoccasicn. Itseems, 
G. There could never be a second or hand, I’m in form and say something however, that his appomtinent had 
a third. Algernon is unique. rather good, he always seems to appre- nothing to do with his exploits in the 

M. (helping heo-self to cake). He cer- ciate it. Of course he doesn’t really hunting-field, which are, I understand, 
tainly has the sweetest ways. His understand, and he never tries. But prodigious, but that it s something 
manner of serving tea is quite incom- he looks as if he did, which is so much they do in Parliament. I was terribly 
parable. better in every way. surprisea. I knew of course that he 

C. Eeallv.dear. Ycu ^ “ was an M_.P., but^ I 

talk a« if he were a foot- I f "^■~-T || quite thought that he 

man. • | was on one of the other 

M. (opening her eyes, ■ | I m, ttt, • 

sw^a^. Isn’t he? ^ SiOTe^?n“all7h?ee 

Besides, I never have I ‘r-iili XL '' • *^s,t 

any trouble with the il'iSil explains it. Anyhow, 

servants. I just give K V Jl.. ATV' 

them everything they ' nothing whateverabout 

M. It ’s safe to trust I j4UMii rir^^ interests in com- 

to Providence when one f^Pf WmJ, There are the 

hasten thousand a,year. U--^l jl / : Trevors, for example, 

Otherwise it ’s fatal. Ri^- - 1 1 both musical, and now 

Bufwho.pray, is Alger- they 've se^arated.^^ It 

G. I told Tom that argument about Stra- 

if he took up aviation Mother. “I suppose it’s all eight, but I oan’t hbab anything.” u-i > 

I should be obliged to Father. “You don't becognise it, arr deaB' — ^it’s a chess toubnament.” Meanwhile we re 

take up something too forgetting Algernon. 

So I took up Algernon. 1 M, 1 quite agree with you there, 1 1 0. One does. It ’s his greatest charm 


the modern craze for companionship 
between the sexes. He *d no moie think 


and can be quite romantic at times. 


or he makes clever remarks, which is But we ve quite given up any attempt 
most fatiguing; or he expects you to to understand one another. Tom likes 
make clever remarks of your own, me to be unexpected, and I like Tom to 


be absurd. 

M. That reminds me, 


dearest. 




Mother, “ I suppose it ’s ale bight, but I can’t heab anything.” 
Father. “You don’t becognise it, ivr? deae— it’s a chess toubnament.’ 


M. 1 quite agree with you there. 


0. One does. 


was an M.J:'., but; i 
quite thought that he 
was on one of the other 
sides. 

M. There are Whips, 
I believe, in all three 
parties. 

G. {sagely). Ah ! that 
explains it. Anyhow, 
it ’s very nice to know 
nothing wh atever abou t 
it. It’s fatal for hus- 
bands and wives to have 
any interests in com- 
mon. There are the 
Trevors, for example, 
both musical, and now 
they ’ve separated. It 
began, I believe, with an 
argument about Stra- 
vinsky. 

M. Meanwhile we ’re 
forgetting Algernon. 

It ’s his greatest charm 


M. Not that very fair young man hate men who think they understand that one is always surprised to find that 


who was with you the other evening at one. It ’s an impertinence. 


the play ? 

G. I expect it was. He goes with me 
everywhere. 

M. I Ve never noticed him. 

G. One doesn’t. That ’s his special 


0. The worst of liberties I 


he still exists. One sends him for a 
cloak or a fan, and when he turns up a 


M. It ’s bad manners if they think moment later one says, “ Hullo, Alger- 
they understand women, and it ’s bad non I ” as though he ^d suddenly sprung 


morals if they really do. 

0. Algernon is delightfully old-fash- 


from the void. 

M. {intrigued). I ’m beginning to be 


merit. It *s apt to be awkward if people ioned. So far as he is capable of any curious about Algernon. 

notice. Algernon, I’m glad to say, is general ideas on the subject, he regards G. I must tell him that. Nothing 


wholly inconspicuous. 


women as quaint and incomprehensible like it has ever happened to him before. 


M. Has Tom expressed himself on creatures, for whom it is a pleasure to 


the subject ? 

C. Not a word. 

M. No objections at all ? 


I’m wondering exactly how he 


render the minor services. He inherits fits into the domestic scheme. 

this conception, I believe, from his G. Admirably. Tom is a luxury — for 

American grandfather. America is the special occasions, Algernon, on the 


0. My dear Marion, you obviously only country to-day where it is possible other hand, is a necessity — for every 


haven’t seen Algernon. One doesn’t, to find any thing in the least out of date. day. He always gets the light seats 
unless one’s attention is especially M. My own record is singularly for- at the play when other men would put 
drawn. If Tom were Othello himself tunate. I ’ve never made the slightest you behind a pillar. His car is always 
he could not possibly be jealous of the effort to understand my husband; and the^ first to come up at the whistle, 
dear boy — not if I lost every handker- be, I ’m glad to say, has never made Waiters take to him instinctively. He 
chief I ever possessed. Tom is just the slightest effort to understand me. always knows what’s on and who’s 
vaguely aware that I 'm rather less That ’s why we Ve still one of the few going to be there. He invariably takes 
on his hands than usual. Meanwhile happily-married couples in London. one where one ought to be and arrives 


He always gets the light seats 


Algernon keeps me amused. 


one where one ought to be and arrives 


Tom also is quite unspoiled by I at just the right moment. 
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“ It ’s NICE TO SEE A GOOD FIRE THIS WEATHER.” 

“Yes. But when I think op the price op coal a luhp comes into my throat.” 


IT. Then why in heaven are yon dis- phone). Efxcuse me, dear. [She takes the telephone) No; nob you, Algernon, 
missing him?* the receiver.) Hallo! [delightedly to I was talking to a friend, thongh I 

G. Well, you know what men are — Marion as she claps her hand over the admit the epithet was deserved. What*s 
even Algernon. msiriment) It *s Algernon. [Into the that you say? Never do it again? Very 

ilf. My poor darling 1 When did it telephone) Is that you, Algernon ? well, Algernon. I suppose I must for- 
happen? Will I what? Of course not. Well, I give you . . . Sorry, I can’t hear . . . 

G, Last night in the car, as we were mean, how can I? No, I shall never You ’repunished enough already? What 
coming home. He was most encroaching, forgive you, Algernon. It was quite do you mean by that ?... Oh, you poor 
ill. How exasperating I unpardonable. (To Marion) He ’s got child! So that ’s why you’re talking 

0. I deserve your sympathy. Alger- tickets for The Babe Unborn — to-mor- so strangely. Try sucking a little ice. 
non deserves it too. It must be dread- row evening. It must have been rather a ba^ bite . . . 

fully humiliating when a man is trying II. But they ’re not to be had. Yes . . . Well, it will perhaps be a warn- 

to be bold and bad to — to G. [to Marion). Algernon always ing to you in future. Very well, you 

ill. Yes ? gets them when they ’re not to be had, dear thing. I ’ll be at the Buncombes 

0. Well, Algernon bit his tongue. I [Into the telephone) Bid you say the about eleven, and I ’ll introduce you to 
didn’t intend to knock him under the Buncombes? No, you mustn’t go to a friend of mine. .. Yes, but you mustn’t 
chin. But we were both rather taken the Buncombes. I want to go to the deserlj me for her. Oh, yes, she ’ll try. 
by surprise. Buncombes myself, and it ’s quite im- She ’s that kind of woman ; always 

M. You ’vequite made possible for us ever to meet again. likes to have a useful young man in 

up your mind to send him away? M. [eagerly, as Gjiit\m»pauses).'DoTi*t attendance. Good-bye! Yes, I forgive 

C,(p?am<TOZ 2 /). What else can one do? put him off. Cecilia ; I *m going to the you entirely. Good-bye! 

ill. I suppose not. Buncombes, too; and I should rather {She puts up the receiver, and looks 

G. It ’s most unfortunate. It won’t like to meet your Algernon. at Marion, 

be so bad for Algernon. He ’ll soon find 0. [into the telephone to Algernon). M. Well? 

another situation. But it will be the Hold oh a minute. [To Marion) 0. [sighing loith relief). That was 

ruin of my married life. Tom will have Boubtless you would. Perhaps you a narrow escape. ' I might really have 
me perpetually on his hands again, and would also like to go to The Babe Un- dismissed him, Marion dear, if it hadn’t 
that is such a terrible strain for both bornl , , ,, , 

of us. Besides, Algernon was so extra- If. [imabashed). It would be a pity ' ■ - - - 

ordinarily useful. I feel that life can to waste the tickets, and you said your- “He gazed at her, and saw the tears trickling 

never be the same again. self that Algernon would soon find an- from her ears.” Magazine. 

[The telephone bell rings. other situation. ^ '' slopPY ” 

G. [to Marion, as she goes to the tele- G. [to Marion). Bandit! [Hastily into stories. 






MANNERS AND MODES. 

Angi'y Young Ladyr **! hate hee I She says such catty things. She just told me I had a pbetty figure.’' 
ffer Com ^ nion . ‘‘But— pardon me — ^W3a:Y is that so offensive?” 

Ayigry Young Lady. “-Dh, surely* even you' must know that figures are hopelessly out of fashion!” 


MOEE, MITAMOEPHOSES. 

Laura, aged ; Stella; 3|-. 

I. 

Stella (distmctly). Quack, quack! 

Laura (hoarsely)* Qu-^-ck, qu-a-ck ! i 
Enter Daddy. . . 

Daddy. Stella! Throwing building- 
blocks at your sister ! And. as for you, 

I Laura, I don't know what you .think 
your best frock will be like :after you ' ve 
[ swum the nursery floor in it. 

Laura. Qu-^-ck,?qu-§,-ck. ; 

Daddy. Oh,- so\ that’s it; you’re a 
frog. Well — / 

Laura. Tell him what I am, St^lla. 
I can’t speak. : . * ’ 

Stella. Laura’s a duck that says 
“ Quack, quack,” and this' is Ihe Park 
pond. ’ < ; 

Daddy. I see ; and you ’re the Park 
^ gardener, are you ? | 

Stella. No, I’m Laixra, throwing' 
bread to the ducks. Come along, then. 

Daddy. Oh, you're Laura, are you? 
Well, I never. 

Stella. Quack, quack ! 


Daddy. Here, I say, you ’re not play- 
ing the game ; you ’re being a duck, not 
Laura, ’ ’ - 

Stella. No, I’m not being a duck ; I 'm 
being Laura quacking at the quack- 
quacks. Come along, then. 

. Laura. Qur^-ck, qu-^-ck! 

Stella. Quack, quack ! 

[And so on indefinitely, with enor- 
mous gusto. 


Laura. Well, Baddy dear, and what 
sort of a day have you had ? 

Stella. Oh, I’ve had a awful hard 
day. I ’ve . . 

Laura. No, I forgot; you always say 
the same thing, so that had better come 
at the end. You ask about me. first. 

Stella. Well, Mummy dear, and what 
hm&you been doing to-day ? . 

Laura. Oh, I’ve .been very busy. In 
the morning I gave Mary notice. 

Stella. Oh! Did she remember to 
say “ Thank you ” ? 

Latora. I’m not sure; I think a notice 
is something nasty. And in the after- 
noon Mrs. Branksome came to tea. She 
is a gossip. 


Stella. Oh 1 

La 2 ira. Don’t just go on saying Oh 1 ” 
Ask about the children. 

Stella. Oh 1 And has my dear little 
old Stella been good ? 

Laura. Yes, pretty good. 

Stella. Oh! AndhasLaurabeengood? 

Laura. Yes, Laura ’s been as good as 
gold ; and so sweet with Stella, as she 
always is. 

Stella. Oh 1 

Laura. And now; Daddy dear, what 
sort of a day have ymc had ? 

Stella. Oh, I’ve had a awful hard 
day. I ’ve been at a camitty meeting, 
and I was in the armchair, and it was ! 
a awful long meeting, and I speaked all 
the time. And after it was finished all 
the peoples "came to me and said how 
nicely I ’d speaked to them, and they ’d 
all enjoyed theirselves ever so much. 
And nobody speaked but me. 

Laxtra. That ’s very nice, Daddy dear. 
And what did you' speak about ? 

Stella. Oh, I speaked But I 

don’t think Mummy ever asks that. 

Laura. Well, she does now anyway. 

Stella. Oh, well, then, I speaked — I 
speaked — I speaked about my I’il doggie. 
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GETTING BUSY. 

{After Mr. G. Rayneb Hoff’s “The Dignity of Labour,” which gained for him the Rome Scholarship in Sculpture, 1922.) 


THE GAPE CURE. 

[“ Yawn — do nob be afraid to yawn. It is one of the most health- 
ful of exercises. It does not necessarily express boredom. It indicates 

relaxation and freedom from poisons in the system.” — Dr, F. P. Min- 

LiED, of Toronto, quoted by an Evening Paper.] 

Long wearied with heavens and hells invented by wise 
Mr. Wells— 

That marvellous binder of spells on the youth of our 
wonderful time — 

With Eotheemere’s fervid appeals, Lovat Pbaseb’s italic- 
ized squeals, 

I was ready to take to my heels and levant to some 
tropical clime 

In search of the rest that I crave from the “ gestures ** of 
Bromley the brave. 

From cults that degrade or enslave, from the lure of this 
triplicate rhyme. 

But now, when all things are askew, with the speed of a 
bolt from the blue 

Comes the tidings, tremendous yet true, of a remedy, 
painless and sure, 

For the sorrows that fall to our share, never failing in 
power to repair 

Our bodies* and minds* wear and tear and expel what is 
base and impure. 

The gospel of “ laugh and grow fat *’ is simply to talk 
through one*s hat — 

Thanks be! we know better than that — No, yawning 
the one perfect cure. 

You can practise it freely at large — ^no bobby will give you 
in charge — 

In the tram, in the Tube, on the marge of the S0rpentine*s 
silvery tide ; 


You can practise it also at home ; you can practise it under 
the dome 

Of St. Paul’s; at a “ cinemadrome,” or while reading a 
speech from the Clyde ; 

Or, again, when the music of Bax imposes too heavy a tax 

On your nerves, you can always relax and open your 
mandibles wide. 

It is healthy ; it strengthens the jaw (it is probably prac- 
tised by Shaw) 

And entirely expels from the maw all poisons that prey 
on our frame ; 

And it isn’t at all impolite, for it doesn’t imply any slight 

Of the bore whose maleficent blight may be putting you 
clean off your game. 

No, it ’s merely a natural “ urge ” of the generous instincts* 
that surge 

From the heart till they conquer or purge “ inhibitions ” 
that hamper our aim. 

So in future, when Bbaverbeook bawls, or when the baro- 
meter falls, 

Or Johnny is ploughed in his Smalls, or when my 
account *s overdrawn, 

Or when Garvin’s Sabbatical screed imperils the rest that 
I need 

On the day that ’s divinely decreed for the ease of the 
weary and “ thrawn,” 

I shall find an effective escape from every worry and scrape 

In resort to an “oscitant gape” — a refreshing and 
cavernous yawn, 

“The [Special Service] Squadron will reach Sydney on April 12th. 

The Battle Bruisers wiU stay there for 11 days.” — Australian Paper, 

So called, no doubt, from their inveterate habit of boxing 

the compass. 
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RAIL ART. 

A SPECIAL meeting was held at Burlington House one 
evening last week to discuss the (question whether or not it 
was ill the best interests of Art for Boyal Academicians and 
other painters of eminence to design advertisements for 
railway companies. ' . . ^ , 

Sir Aston Webb, in opening the proceedings, said that 
he personally was more interested in structure than deco- 
ration. . But architects and artists were old allies. If no 
railway stations were built by architects there would be no 
railway station "walls for artists to put their meritorious 
posters on. He himself probably had as many ideas for 
tasty little railway stations and even big termini as they had 
for pictorial advertisements. (Cheers.) As one of the newly- 
appointed Commissioners of. Fine Arts — (loud applause) — 
whose duty it was to look after the beautifying of Eng- 
land, he could not but approve of these plans ; and the 
sooner the rail’way companies decided to adopt them the 
better for all concerned. . (Eenewed applause.) 

Mr. Saegent said that it was not such a novelty for Eoyal 
Academicians to be invited to make posters as some people 
seemed to think. Sev- 
eral years ago he had 
been pressed to design 
an attractive advertise- 
ment for a steamship 
company, the purpose 
of which was to lure the 
Jews hack to Palestine'. 

But he had decided that 
it was perhaps more 
prudent for him not to 
do anything to assist 
that movement. 

Sir George Framp- 
TON said that he had 
heard a lot about pic- 
torial art for railways, 
but nothing about plas- 
tic. (Marmoreal cheers.) 

Why should a picture 
send a doubting holiday-maker to Brighton sooner than a 
statue? He had made a statue which had sent people 
farther afield than to Brighton — as far as Belgium, 
(Cheers.) 

Mr. Epstein said that he did not agree that the art of 
sculptmre should be employed as an incentive to seaside 
tripping. He did not consider himself a limited man, but 
he was doubtful if it was within his power to make a bust 
that would do anything to emphasise the bracing quality 
of any East Coast resort; (^‘ Oh ! Oh ! ”) 

Lord Balfour said that now that the railway companies 
were proposing to advertise perhaps some of the other busi- 
ness concerns would think about the wisdom of trying to get 
their wares known by means of posters. He ^ was not, per- 
haps, a very observant man — (‘‘Oh! Ohl”) — but some 
things could hardly' escape his notice, and he had often 
wondered why distillers and soap-manufacturers did so little 
to push their commodities. This enterprise on the part of 
the railways might have a really, revolutionary effect on 
advertising generally. He "had often thought that a series 
of articles in a paper like The TimeSy for example, eulogising 
some big firm — say, a catering firm — might lead to increased 
business. Perhaps somebody one day would try the experi- 
ment. He spoke, of course, as a child in such matters. 

Mr. A. J. Munnings said that nothing bored him so much 
as to hear an engine called an “ iron horse.” If all trains 
went either to Newmarket or Melton Mowbray, as they 


Second (to warrior, who has missed another right swing). “What do you 

THINK YOU ARE? AN ELECTRIC FAN?” 


should, he might be tempted to join the poster brigade; 
but, as it was, he couldn’t. 

Mr. Tom Webster said that there was no doubt that the 
public could be influenced by pictures. He had never been 
approached by railways or steamship companies, but he had 
a number of ideas that might have suited the Inman Line. 
'• A Eepresentative of the L.C.C. said that his people were 
watching the experiment with the deepest interest, because, 
if it succeeded and could be proved actually to increase the 
passenger traffic on the line, they were fully determined to 
engage a bunch of E.A.’s to boost the London tramways. 
(Loud applause.) If a man who had at first intended to 
walk across Blackfriars Bridge, for example, could be induced 
to change his mind by one of Sir Eeginald Blomfield’s 
seascapes, or a pastel by Sir Bertram MacKennal, what an 
excellent thing that would be, and the L.C.C. would think 
no payment too high for those charming colourists. (Im- 
mense enthusiasm.) 

Lord Balfour apologised for intervening again in a dis- 
cussion which, after all, did not come precisely within his 
own field of activity, but there was a matter which had 
always bothered him, and he would like to know if anyone 

’present could provide 
the answer. His ques- 
tion arose out of the 
remarks of tlie previ- 
ous speaker. What he 
wanted to know was 
this : How can a rail- 
way company tell whe- 
ther a picture leads to 
custom or not ? To take 
his owm case. When he 
went to a station it was 
to catch a train for a 
definite place. He did 
not arrive with an open 
mind and allow picto- 
rial representations to 
influence his move- 
ments. If he had an en- 
gagement to speak at 
Manchester, for example, he would buy a ticket for Man- 
chester and inflexibly go there. Painting might be a beau- 
tiful calling and artists wonderful fellows, but no picture on 
earth could deflect him from his travelling purpose or induce 
him to substitute one city for another. Were there actually 
people so gelatinous that they allowed E.A.’s to make up 
their minds for them ? Amazing I (Sensation.) 

Mr. T. P. O’Connor said that he was all on the side of 
advertisement. Eor the enterprise of the L.M.S. Eailway 
he had nothing but respect, but lie thought that in one little 
detail it fell short of perfection. There was no provision 
on each poster for a certificate of excellence and efficiency 
from some public man of eminence, such as, he understood, 
they had on all the best new films. If such a signature 
were deemed an advantage he liimself would have no 
objection to supply it. 

Lord Ashfibld said that it was delightful to hear good 
art for railway posters spoken of as a novelty or innova- 
tion, considering that in his capacity as Chairman of the 
Underground he had been employing artists for years. 
But such was the acquisitive imitativeness of British busi- 
ness men that every pioneer was in danger of living long 
enough to be accused of copying himself. 

Mr. Bbrnari) Shaw, speaking as an old art critic, said 
that the whole thing was, of course, wrong. (Laughter.) 
What was wanted was, not artists to pass into the railway 
companies’ pay and do as they were told, but artists to 
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make the railway companies behave themselves. Let the 
Academy give space to pictures that criticized the com- 
panies, instead of sending out servile brushes to pander to 
them, (Sensation.) For instance, a picture of a child 
falling out of a carriage door might induce a certain railway 
company to add safety catches. Another picture might do 
something to get the name of the next station indicated in 
some way in the carriage or even in the fields. He did .not 
see -why sheep and cattle grazing near the line should not 
bear the glad tidings. Although opposed to eating them, 
he had no objection to seeing them made useful, (Cheers.) 

Mr. Augustus John said that the scheme had no appeal 
to him. He had long since given up railways for caravans. 

Lord Balfour said he deeply regretted having again to 
rise to his feet— No, no ! ”)— but an idea had just occurred 
to him which, he hoped, might be of use to railway com- 
panies in ascertaining the power of the poster. He was 
quite sure that an artist whose work had always given 
him the profoundest pleasure would be able to devise a 
scheme for testing and measuring such alleged power. Many 
of the most remarkable of recent inventions had sprung from 
this brain. He referred to Mr. Heath Bobinson. (Frantic 

cheers.) ^ ... 

Sir Aston Webb, in summing up, said that it seemed to be 
the feeling of the meeting that in future an R.A. or A.R.A, 
was as essential to a railway company as an engine-driver 
or guard. (Loud applause.) V. L. 

From an advertisement : — 

“Self-filling Fountain Pens, with 14cwt. gold iridium tipped nib.” 
. n i. 1 Australian Paj^er. 

We fear tins would cramp our style. 


KING F18HEK. 

I MET with the Kingfisher down by the bridge, 

And I said to him, “ How is your wife? 

How Mrs. Kingfisher ? What *s she about ? 
Making her blackberry jam, no doubt. 

Ob, what a life! What a life 1 

This in my breezy colloquial style, 

Wholly forgetting his rank ; 

Merely to pass him the time of the day, 

Merely for anything hearty to say, 

Meeting him there on the bank. 

Just for a moment he stiffened his tail, 

Feathered in azure and green, 

Then he smiled up at me, gracious, amused, 

Koyally courteous. I stood confused. 

Thinking how rude I had been, 

“The Queen,” he replied, “is in excellent health. 
We'd a Ball at the Palace last night. 

And I wish that you ’d seen our two little princesses 
Dancing away in their blue feather dresses — 

I thought it an exquisite sight.” 

Then, as he flew up the river, his eye 
Shot the most playful of darts. 

“ Even,” be called, “ in these Futurist days 
Some of us fallow traditional ways. 

Queens don’t make /am, they make tarts 

will giye a lecture at , on Winter Sports -mtb slides. 

A very proper accompaniment,. Provmcml Pay>QT^ 
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THE GREAT INSURANCE RACE. 

Thp: date was the 1st of April, 1934. 

“ Eotten 1 said the Business Man- 
ager. 

'*1 know,” replied the Editor, draw- 
ing his hand wearily across iiis brow. 

But what are we to do ?” 

“ We simply must have more.” 

Well, haven’t I tried everything ? 
Italics, heart-shocks at the end of the 
serial, Jolly Jumbo, beauty competi- 
tions? Haven’t I made them worse 
and more horrible every day? And 
still The Daily Doom gets ahead.” 

Couldn’t we do something in the 
streets ? ” suggested the Business Man- 
ager hopefully. “ Banana skins, and 
bribing the motor-bus drivers ? ” 

The Editor heaved a long sigh. 

“We could do,” he said. He was 
almost beginning to dislike his job, 
poor man. 

For a long time The Daily Accident 
and The Da ily Doom had run pretty level, 
killing about the same number every 
week. Each person killed got five hun- 
dred pounds, or rather his relatives did. 
Both papers made a tremendous feature 
of it. They scoffed at the tiresome long- 
evity suffered by readers of the less 
enterprising sheets. Happiness 1 ” 

they cried, '“ in the home 1” • - 

GET YOUR, GREAT-UNCLE 
' TMB miLY^ mOM ^ ' . 

Al^D SEE THAT- HE PILLS IN THE 

POEM! • 

IP THE SERIAL DOESN’T ' CHORE 
HIM THE editorial' WILL, 

FIVE HUNDRED POUNDS FOR 

FAVOURITE NIECES ! " ' 

1 , , ; 

But The Daily Accident came out 
with — 

MORTALITY IN TOOTING ENTIRELY 
DUE TO DAILY ACCIDENrS 
‘ ■ DEADLY PARS.' 

TEN THOUSAND POUNDS LAST MONTH 
- TO LUCKY LEGATEES I . 

Somehow or other, nobody quite 
knew why, The Daily Doom began to 
forge ahead. The Daily Accident com- 
plained that it slaughtered mainly in 
slum districts, wheYe the mortality wai^ 
higher in any case tHandn the healthy 
'outer suburbs where The Daily Accident 
slew. But this was obviously sour 
grapes. It soon became -clear that; 
where The Daily Accident was killing 
its five score, Th&Daily Doom^vm kill- 
ing its five-score and ten. ^The circu- 
lation of the former paper began to be 
seriously affected. People with delicate 
relations began to turn instinctively to 
The Daily Doom and fill in its pleasant 
little forms for them. There was much 

to be said, therefore, for the banana 
skin and motor-omnibus idea, and for a 
time, thanks to the Business Manager’s 
happy inspiration, The Daily Accident 
began to hold its own. But not for 
long. The Daily Doom did not take 
more than a few weeks to tumble to 
the notion and, by hiring men to edge 
people off the platforms of the Under- 
ground just as trains were coming in, 
began to forge ahead once more. 

Both organs had long ceased to pu-b- 
lish any news. The lists of casualties, 
sandwiched in between the five-line 
editorials and the “Chats for Chicks,” 
made up the whole of the daily issue, 
and excitement for the readers began to 
consist almost exclusively in betting on 
the death-rate. No household ^ could 
watch its bread-winner depart without 
a thrill of expectancy, which sooner or 
later was sure to be gratified by the 
advent of a cheque . . . 

’ But still The Daily Domn kepb pride 
of place. 

"What for some months now had been 
known as “ The Peckham Plague ” 
troubled the Home Office and the 
Ministry of Health so sorely that a 
special band of investigators, with 
Jarvis Whatnot at their head, was 
commissioned to unravel the mystery. 
Men were dying in Peckham at a rate 
that had never been attained before, 
even by readers of the popular Press. 
And it did not take Jarvis Whatnot 
long to discover that subscribers to 
The Daily Accident were suffering far 
the most severely from the dreaded 
visitation. Cheques for five liundred 
pounds poured from The Daily Accident 
into Peckham homes. But why ? How 
was it being done ? 

Jarvis Whatnot sat up for five days 
and five nights, smoking, with corru- 
gated brow. On the sixth day light 
broke. He sent his emissaries to pur- 
chase copies of The Daily Accident at 
random all over Peckham. He did not 
read them. He sent them to the special 
analyst of the Home Office. His de- 
ductions were soon verified. One copy 
in every ten of The Daily Accident had 
been impregnated with a rare and little 
known South American poison, the 
fumes of which caused instant death. 

The plea of Not Guilty and an im- 
passioned defence by a leading K.O. did 
not save the proprietors and the editor 
of The Daily Accident from the extreme 
penalty of the law. The circulation 
of The Daily Accident fell with a crash 
to zero, for there was a note of some- 
thing slightly underhand about this 
method of advertising which deeply 
shocked the minds of its readers. The 
relatives of the deceased were reduced- 
to poverty. But they did not starve. 

The Daily Doom came out wifcii a fine 
placard : — 

FORTUNE FOR MURDERERS’ 
FAMILIES. 

TEN THOUSAND POUNDS PAID OUT. 
STAFF OF THE DAILY ACCIDENT 
INSURED BY THE DAILY DOOM! 

RHYMES OF THE R.A.R 

II. — The Meteorological Officer. 
Inside a little wooden hut, 

With doors and windows tightly shut, 
The weather expert cons his log 

And instantly predicts a fog. 

He draws a lot of funny charts 

With wavy lines and dots and darts 
Which ten him all he needs to know 
About the winds and why they blow. 
Barometers botli large and small 

Hang down in clusters from the wall, 
And, if you are lus trusted friend, 

One day perhaps lie 11 condescend 

To ask you in to share his fun 

And let you tap them, one by one. 

Each morning and each afternoon 

He sends aloft a toy balloon, 

Piu'suing with observant eye 

Its upward progress through the sky ; 
And if it mounts with steady flight 

He laughs aloud in slieer delight ; 

But should it rock and bob about 

He bites liis lip in anxious doubt, 

Then sends a warning message forth : 
“V-shaped depressions from the 
North 

Are bearing down upon our coast ; 

Let every man be at his post,” 

If you should ever chance to meet 

The weather expert in the street, 
Enveloped in an overcoat, 

With woolly wraps about his throat, 
You ’ll find it only makes him wild 

To mention that the day is mild 

And how extremely wai'm the breeze is ; 
He ’ll answer, Not at all, it freezes ; ” 
And quickly sketch a little plan 

To prove that near the Isle of Man 

A cyclone surges to and fro, 

Which indicates a fall of snow, 
Preceded by an icy blast. 

“1 hope,” he’ll add, “you see at last 
That you are wrong and 1 am riglit : 
Why, there it is in black and white r 

Commercial Candour. 

“That Bad Tyue you want to Replace 
Get it Here.” 

Advt. outside Oarage, 

Beneath a picture : — 

“ Lady ’s team of Lady golfers and their 

opponents after their game, in which the Men 
were victorious by 48 holes to 8. The IMen 
conceded six (and in four cases nine) strokes a 
hole, but the odds were not big enough.” 

[ Weekly Paper. 

Yet you would say they were ample. 
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THE GOBBERDIES. 

Cordelia has a firm belief in fairies. 
She calls them “ Gobberdies ” and of 
late she has seen them frequently — 
usually on Monday or Tuesday morn- 
ings. At first Isal^ella and^ I were 
extremely sceptical, since their activi- 
ties seemed to develop with Cordelia’s 
propensity for evil. 





'‘She vould be discovered merrily 
dissecting a bowl op roses.’’ 


‘ Sometimes she would be discovered 
merrily dissecting a bowl.of^ roses in 
tlie drawing-room, sprinkling* the floor 
I with the dismembered petals ; often she 
wjould return from some;hidden corner 
of the garden after a few minutes spent 
in squeezing over-ripe plums which a 
south-west wind had brought within 
her reach, her face and' hands stained 
with the incriminating juice. But we 
were always given the same explana- 
tion. “ Gobberdy, gobberdy I ’* Cordelia 
would exclaim with a beaming smile 
that would disarm the sternest parent. 

* In short, we accepted the Gobberdies 
in the same, spirit and with the same 
resignation as we accepted the explan- 
ation of the china which disintegrated 
in the housemaid’s hands or by the 
machinations of the cat, while Cordelia 
continued to regard them as a divine 
providence which delivered into her 
hands strange and exciting joys. 

But a time came when the visitations 
of the Gobberdies became so frequent 
and their behaviour so benign that 
Isabella and I were almost converted. 
We DO. longer associated them with tho 
dread Old Man * * whom Cordelia h ad so 
vociferously forsworn at her christen- 
ing. Although they never appeared to 
us we became so endeared to them that 
we went so far as to put a roll of films 
in the camera in the hope of snapping 
, a leprechaun or two. 

When Cordelia ^vas tw’o years old we 
gave her a money-box. This was to 
seiwe a double pui-pose. In the first 


place she found it more attractive to 
push sixpenny pieces into a miniature 
letter-box than into her mouth, and this 
lessened the necessity of shaking her, 
head downwards, to recover any small 
change that from time to time wandered 
into her gullet. Secondly, it promoted 
thrift. By putting sixpences occasion- 
ally into Cordelia’s money-box, I found 
at' the end of a week or so, enough to 
buy myself a quarter-pound of tobacco. 

It was in the matter of the money- 
box that the fairies proved themselves 
so useful. After their visitations Cor- 
delia would come pattering up to my 
study and proudly display the fruits of 
her faith. “Gobberdy! Gobberdy give 
me money. Gobberdy, Daddy ! ” sbe 
would cry, at the same time throwing 
on to my table three or four shillings, 
the coins' still warm with the beat from 
her hot little hand. 

'Sometimes there would be as much as 
five shillings, sometimes haif-a-crown; 
never less, but just enough variation to 
make it exciting. 

At first I imagined that kind friends 
and relations who came down for the 
week-end were pressing these gifts upon 
Cordelia. 

“ Did Aunty Betty give you this ? *’ 
I asked her on a half-crown day. 

“Not No-^er,” she answered im- 
patiently — “Gobberdy give me, Gob- 
berdy 1” 

Still as unconvinced and incredulous, I 
began to question our guests themselves. 




■ . I ' 1' 

iifiakmj,' ''13 ./y 




At last I determined to keep a watch 
on Cordelia and so, if possible, catch a 
glimpse of our elfin Visitors. 

When Monday came roundonce more, 
as soon as I had bidden farewell to a 
parting guest, I went up to the nursery. 
'There I found Cordelia, very restless, 







“Gobberdy give me money. Daddy.” 

This doubled Cordelia’s income at once. 
Bor who, on being asked if it was from 
their purse that this flow of silver came, 
could be so flint-hearted as not to" slip 
upstairs to the nursery and push a 
shilling in the slot? 


“And finally grabbed a little x>ile 

OF SILVER THAT LAY INVITINGLY UPON 
THE TABLE’S EDGE,” 

obviously expecting a visitation. She 
left me, and 1 followed her silently and 
rather guiltily. She went straight to 
the spare room, pushed open the door 
a little way and walked in. Through 
the opening I watched her. 

For a little while sbe wandered to 
and fro, talking and chuckling to herself, 
and then, as she passed the dressing- 
table, she stopped. Her pink band with 
difficulty crept along it, and finally 
grabbed a little pile of silver that lay 
invitingly upon the table’s edge. 

I regained the study in time to receive 
her. She pattered gaily in. 

“Gobberdy give me money, Daddy.” 

She poured her new-found treasure 
on, to my table. I picked it up and, 
slipping it into an envelope, put it on 
one side to be delivered later to the 
rightful owner. 

“ Not for you this time, my angel. 
The Gobberdies told Daddy it was for 
someone else.” 

She gave me one long straight look 
and passed from the room. 

Isabella and I believe no more in 
Gobberdies, but Hannah, thehousemaid, 
has recovered lier faith in liumanity. 

“SLOGUNS OP SAFETY. 
noOcDiaAin ssouo ox avoh 

STREETS. 

Don’t turn your back when crossing a road.” 

Local Fax)er, 

But try standing on your head. 
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A POLITICAL CRYPTOGRAM. 

I HAVE discovered a cryptogram. Let 
me hasten to assure the reader, lest I 
lose him for ever, that it has nothing 
to do v'ith the Bacox-Shakespeare 
controversy. It concerns a living author 
and the present crisis. It is, in fact, 
as the newspapers say, of a palpitat- 
ing actuality.” Does that claim a hear- 
ing ? If so, let me apply the “organon,” 
or turn the handle, or whatever the 
Baconians do when they get busy. 

You are doubtless acquainted with 
a book called Land and Sea Talcs, 
attributed by the Ignorant Many to one 
Eudyard Kipling. At the end of that 
book there is a poem with the title 
“ The Counting-Out Song.” Mark the 
position, at the end, eluding the care- 
lessness of the casual reader and re- 
warding the vigilance of the. ’faithful ; 
and note the reference to “ Counting 
Out,” with its suggestion of parliament- 
ary manoeuvre, of intrigue, of politics. 

I am* aware that the poem purports 
to deal with the jingling formula oi 
some childish game, but can we imagine 
that the real author of Kipling’s works 
would have descended to such trifling ? 
Surely it is but a veil, a hint that there 
is something behind. As we read with 
an awakened eye there suddenly leaps 
through it — through the veil, I mean — 
as it were in letters of fire, the following 
quatrain : — 

“ Once and again, as the Ice went North, 

The grass crept np to the Firth of Forth. 

Once and again, as the Ice came South, 

The glaciers gromid over Lossiemouth.” 

Lossiemouth ! Now we know ^vhqre 
we are. And where are we ? Why, in 
the thick of tile present political crisis! 
Is not Lossiemouth the home of Mr. 
Eamsay Macdonald ? Did he not go 
there to hibernate, or whatever party 
leaders do in the close-season ? 

But tbe author is not content with 
a passing allusion ; he has his views 
regarding future developments. He 
sees the relentless movement of the 
forces of reaction ; he foresees the tre- 
mendous reversal at the next Election. 
“The glaciers ground over Lossie- 
mouth 1 ” 

So far, perhaps, there has been some 
obscurity ; with the next two lines we 
are in the open : — 

**But grass or glacier, cold or hot, 

The men went out who would rather not.” 

Could anything be more to the point ? 
Probably they 11 all be doing it in turns. 
Anyhow it’s the one infallible pro- 
phecy, “The men went otit M^ho would 
railier not'’ 

But now comes a more subtle 
touch : — 

“ And fought with the Tiger, the Pig and the 
Ape 

To hammer the world into decent shape.” 



Cheery Souls {in collision, slmzdta^ieously) . “Sohrv!” {Long ^axise,) 
Cheery Sotds {simultaneously). “Excuse me, I SAin «Soeby' first I” 


Note that it is the “Outs” who do 
this ; for that is what puts the expert 
knowledge and the distinctive ethos of 
the author beyond all doubt. Anybody 
knows that the “Outs” think of the 
“ Ins ” by the pleasant aliases of the 
first line of this couplet ; but only an 
Old Parliamentary Hand would have, 
realised that the possession of the 
highest moral aims is the exclusive 
appanage of an Opposition. ‘ ^ 

Still more subtle is the handling of^ 
the refrain . by which the apparently 
meaningless jingle becomes a rune of 
the deepest significance. Darkling, as 
we first read them, are the lines : — 

“Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mol 
What ’s the use of doing so ? 

Ask the Gods, for we don’t know ; 

But Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, ^lo I 
’ Make — ^XJs — It! ’ 

Darkling ; but there 's a light behind. 
For what, if you come to think of it, 


could more appropriately suggest the 
shibboleths, the slogans, the arbitrari- 
ness and futility of a modern General 
Election? What a world of political 
philosophy in the frank avowal; — 
“Eenee, Aleenee, Mainee, Mo 
(As who should say, ' Fee-fo-f um and Mumbo- 
jumbo ’) 

Make— Us— 1/5/” 

It is clear, I think, that the author 
of this apocalypse wishes us to infer 
that he is a politician; not a mere 
simple citizen who sometimes lapses 
into political opinions, as Mr. Kipling 
himself has been known to do, but a 
dyed-in-the-grain, deep - in - the - know 
Politician with a capital “P.” But 
would any honest man wish to be mis- 
taken for a politician? ThG anefeer 
is self-evident — and inoffensive* > No 
honest man would wish to be mistaken 
for anything that he is not. 

Now, Mr. KiFLiNGds an honest tnan 
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— “ honest to the verge of simplicity/' 
as a politician has taught us to say. 
He therefore is ruled out. 

On the evidence before us v’e have 
to think of the author as possessing 
Disraelian prescience, Machiavellian 
subtlety, Mephistophelian cynicism. 
Probably each one of my readers has 
in mind some politician who unites 
these characteristics. If a majority of 
them agree in their ascription, they 
must, on the sacred principles of Demo- 
cracy and the Poster Competitions, 
infallibly be right. Literary proba- 
bility may, on the best Baconian pre- 
cedents, be ignored. 

I ought to add that this is not a 
competition, and nobody must write to 
the Editor about it. 


WAYFARERS. 

VI. — The King-'s Messengeb. 

I AH the King his Messenger, 

You shall not bar my way ; 

For I am bound for Eltham, Sir, 

I must be there to-day ; 

So get you to the high-road's edge, 
Flatten yourself against the hedge, 

And let me pass,' I pray. 

Upon three hiUs three gibbets stand 
Wherefrom three caitiffs swing 
"Who dared to touch with hindering hand 
This servant of the King ; 

So lead your horses on one side, 

These Kentish roads are none too wide 
And I am hastening. 

How ? Will I clink a cup with you 
And will I tarry till 
You have unstrapped a flask or two ? 

Well — for the nonce — I will. 

My nag is hot and weary both ; 

To let him breathe I am not loth 
Ere we plod up the hill. 

But, Sir, if Messengers like me 
Should babble or drink deep. 

As wroth our Lord the King would be 
As a lion roused from sleep ; 

So mark — you must not think to share 
The royal tidings that I bear 
Nor in my scrip to peep. 

Some Messengers are fortunate 
And some are cruelly-starred. 

He who brings tidings glad or great 
Enjoys a great reward; 

But he whose news is ill to tell, 

He may be whipped (I wot it well !) ; 
Ducked he may be, or 'tarred. 

I had a fellow once-^no more 
He runs the roads, I ween — 

'Twas he that to King Edwaed bore 
From Philippa the Queen 
, Sweet tidings of their first-born Prince, 
I And forty shillings ever since 
His yearly meed have been. 


And what a happy task is his 
Who brings to Englishmen 
The new’s of golden victories 
In Artois or Guienne ! . 

But mark — it needeth not much wit 
To know all tidings are not writ 
On parchment with a pen. 

A Messenger may speak wdth friends 
And do his lord no wrong 
(Nay, no more wine ; when wine ascends 
The wdt flies out ere long) ; 

Yea, he may tell wdiat may be told. 
Although he keep his parchment rolled 
Wltliin the vrallet strong. 

I draw the buckle tighter yet, 

I pull the leathern knot ; 

’Tis three hours ere the sun wdll set ; 

The road is steep and hot ; 

Let us dismount and rest awhile, 

Then briskly for the last long mile 
My little nag shall trot. 

On the horizon broods a haze ; 

There Eltham lies, I trow ; 

Beside the road our horses graze, 

The brown bees murmur low ; 

Hark, friend, you shall hear many 
things 

Of quarrels, truces, Queens and Kings, 
But — no one else must know. 

. D.M.S. 

THE VILE STUFF. 

At ten-thirty the book I had been 
reading at ten-ten slipped through my 
fingers and spread itself out on its 
stomach along the floor, as books always 
do, particularly well-bound books whose 
spinal cord you naturally want to pre- 
serve. 

Aroused by the noise, I sat up and 
blinked my eyes several times. Having 
had for severalnightssome slight trouble 
with getting to sleep — ^really nothing 
at all, you know — and being at that 
moment somewhat drowsy, I decided 
to creep immediately off to bed and 
take sleep by stealth. 

I closed my eyes until all the shapes 
and masses in the room had become 
hazy, got slowly out of my chair and 
tiptoed into my bedroom. I undressed 
very quietly ; my collar did not pop, my 
shirt did not swish, and I lowered my 
shoes to the floor without a sound. I 
venture to say that few acts in this last 
decade have been so silently and unob- 
trusively performed. 

As to my mental condition, I made a 
point of thinking of an infinite nmnber 
of trivial "things so that no one would 
leave its stamp on my mind. I suc- 
ceeded beyond my hopes and when I 
crawled into bed my mind was so drowsy 
that I had to awaken it shghtly in order 
to repeat my customary Indifference 
Ultimatum, which consists in running 
over the theory that sleep makes no 


difference in my life and can come or 
not, just as it pleases. 

On my left side my tlioughts ran so 
persistently on sleep that I turned over ; 
this act invariably dissipates a dream 
for good and all. But it had not the 
same effect on my thoughts. It is true 
that on my right side I no longer thought 
of sleep, but, still worse, I thought about 
tliinldng of sleep. 

It was really natural enough, of 
course, that I should think as I did, 
for there I lay so sleepy that I could 
not keep my eyes open. I tried open- 
ing them, just as an experiment;, and 
they dropped back and shut again with 
gratifying rapidity. What a liorrible 
catastrophe it ^vould be, thought I, if 
I really had to stay awake 1 It simply 
could not be done. Heigh-ho I Gra- 
cious goodness, I was sleepy. Suppose 
I were a doctor and were compelled to 
stay awake ! “Ha-ha,’’ I chuckled ; “it 
was well for the sick that I was not a 
doctor.” How did doctors manage to 
stay awake ? Of course they never got 
so sleepy as I was. If they did they 
would have to take something to keep 

them Coffee ! Black coffee ! 

Black after-dinner coffee ! No, no ; as 
a matter of fact I had refused it. That 
was a close call. There could be no 
question about my having refused it. 
Or could it possibly have been the even- 
ing before that I had refused it? No, 
no ; it was this evening. I remembered 
very well. I said, “No, Alice, thank 
you; I have given up after-dinner 
coffee.” Those were my exact words. 
What a relief ! Now I could sleep. 

Just suppose I had taken the stuff' ! 
At the thought I turned on my back 
and pushed off the extra blanket ; it was 
a warm night. Peculiarly w’-arm for 
mid-winter. 

A clock began to strike. I counted 
thirteen. Unlucky number, thirteen. 
Unlucky beverage, coffee. I had drunk 
it. I was sure. I was positively posi- 
tive, and there was no use denying it 
any longer. Oh, kind heavens ! 

I heard every hour strike from thir- 
teen to eight, and got up in the morning 
a broken man. 

I announced decisively over my coffee- 
cup (breakfast coft'ee is a different 
matter) that there should be never again 
in that house such a thing as after- 
dinner coffee. 

“ Did it keep you awake ? ” asked She 
in the tone I dislike. 

“I didn’t close my eyes.” 

“That's queer; because you didn't 
drink any, you know.” 


Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 

“ ‘ If there is no more rain, * Lord added, 

* there is every indication that the flooding 
will subside.’ — Daily Paper, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{Bij Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 


ponent of this comprehensive faith Sir Eabindranath some- 
what surprisingly selects an Irishman, who is brought up ' 
to believe that he is an Indian. When his parents j)erished 



I RATHER fight shy of lattice-windows and nodding roses in the Mutiny, their infant was rescued by his two kind 
and pewter and panelling and silver and glass and jonquils Indian foster-parents, who named him Goimjiahan, or Qora 
^n a copper vessel in the first paragraph of the first page of for short. He was nearly six feet tall, with big bones and 
a first novel, above aU when these tasteful effects surround fists like the claws of a tiger.’* In spite of his formidable 
an eminently nice family sharing an eminently nice meal appearance and the singular pallor ot hia complexion, none 
somewhere in the comfortable nineties. I have been caught of his friends suspected the alien origin of Gourmahan Baku. 
so often. One of those well-brought-up children — it is Apart from his habit of shouting people down in argument, 
usually a girl-^wdll, I know, take me ruthlessly back to Gora was a good creature, unaccountably convinced that 
school with her and abroad with her and drag me along in his mission was to save India. To achieve that end he was 

the train of her war-work and i about to become an ascetic 

^ ■when he learned the secret of 
his birth ; whereupon he was 
. very glad, because, being freed 
from the bonds of caste, he 
could marry the charming 
Hindu damsel, Suohmita, and 
attend to the rest of India after- 

Miss Kathaeixb Pleydell- a — ' Ji '/ H MSaS I cidentai delineations of Hindu 

^UVERIE whose January , ^ domestic life and conversation 

SSoSSSi^hreraS- if B) I an interest of their own. 

she has added at least one out- / I iM I cannot help thinking that 

of-the-way ingredient ,to the f ^ m should have been giW a 

common hctmnal stock. of her I clearer portrait of Sakdeeson 

contemporaries. The -finally of Oundle if Mr. H. G. Wells 

reciprocated passion of her J I had retrained, in The Stmj of 

youthful- heroine for a young ''IH W// M’ f, ^ a Great Schoolmaster (Chaoto 

^tv I Am>WLVDUs),frome 4 phasis- 

n^tn fi ■■i Ay dlWw^i W-l '1™ S “g own prejudices and 

aceoiding to the most ngid | ^ | points of view. I fail to follow 

^ 'f I f MHHmI' III Hi 1 writes such 

^ ^'11/ llMWI ll I & sentences as these: “My im- 

assurance with which this un- W ^ 

attractive situation is handled. ^ j. vACifiVf.tfnff 

Bill, however, the uncle in -/^/ /W//M. lastvestigesoftheologicalpara- 

question, is a poor figure. He 

IS, of course, described as an ' / /M ^ Z- i*^® 

artist: He spent, you are told. ““ AufT/r; 

mostofhisincom^'surround- And then, some fifty pages 

ing himself with pleasant ^ b ^ l^ter: “I cannot guess how 

things.” among which was the I Wa 

misunderstoodwifeofaPrench bis nf 

connoisseur, who luckily died ’ Yision and 

Sto Shi™™ fi: ai/™ i/SS'i.'-' »“ “ »™f «» M opimon’oftlisdti- 

worthy arms for -she is as bates when ’e -was thbeb.” tahen. 1 submit to Mt.Wells 

interesting a’httle heroine aa~hev , ■. had already hazarded 


the train of her war-work and 
her love-affairs, usually illicit ; 
and I shall marvel for the 
hundred-aiid-first time why an 
aptitude to remember or ima- 
gine these things should con- 
stitute for so many young men 
and women the whole duty of 
a novelist. -To do justice to 
Miss Katharine Pleydell- 
Bouverie — whose January 
(Heinemann) is the immediate 
cause of these harsh remarks — 
she has added at least one out- 
of-the-way ingredient ,to the 
common fictional stock; of her 
contemporaries. The finally 
reciprocated passion of her 
youthful heroine for a young 
uncle is a ' novel effort of auda- 
city; and if its justification, 
according to the most rigid 
standard of morals, is a rather 
creaky piece of stage-carpent- 
; ering, it at least accounts for 
and condones the delicacy and 
assurance with which this un- 
attractive situation is handled. 
Bill, however, the uncle in 
question, is a poor figure. He 
is, of course, described as an 
artistt He spent, you are told, 
most of his income ‘'surround- 
ing himself with pleasant 
things,” among which was the 
misunderstood wife of a Prench 
connoisseur, who luckily died 
before Jan awoke to the true 
nature of her love for Bill, I 
was sorry to leave Jan, even 
legitimately, in Bill's untrust- 
worthy arms, for she is as . 


■ 








PatSOU, *‘I UNDERSTAND YOUR BOY IS GETTING ON WELD 
AT SCHOOL.” 

Woman. “Well, ’e allus was intelligent an’ forward, 

EVEN as a baby. WHY, BELIEVE ME, ’e WAS GROUSIN’ ABOUT 
THE RATES WHEN ’E WAS THREE.” 


p “Ld anopmion.and-thatit.asaTsi;g WrTet rt Str 

the e«o-centric tmdWnA 'ab?n i ^ book as a whole than to find fault 

tbe ego centiio tiaditx on is abandoned . with certain portions of it. We may not agree entirely with 

Qora (Macmillan '1 b-o- q,V Tf a uTvrTM, . ..t . rr • ^ ^ judgment of this eminent schoolmaster, but we 

60 much a novpl aa an^: ^ Babindeanath Tagobe, IS uot Can respect his enthusiasm for him. “Now that he is gone 

which the Endish student fin^^Q « if Samaj, Wells to be unduly pessimistic, and for my part I refuse 




The ^Yorsti of livipg abroad, and enjoying il3, is that when 
you begin to write a novel — as sooner or later of course you 
do — it is almost bound to be constructed (like the dramas 
requisitioned by Mr. Vmcent Gnmmles) round the cherished 
properties you have accumulated during your stay. Having 
considerable tenderness myself for the Italian equivalents 
of the pump and the Infant Prodigy, and a keen apprecia- 
tion of unusually deft and graceful workmanship on the 
part of their latest exploiter, I hasten to congratulate Mr. 
WiLFRANC Hubbard on his Eoman novel, Comi)romise (Mac- 
millan). This contains half-a-dozen princesses, American 
and indigenous, enough English diplomatists to surround 
them with every attention, an Anglo-Italian hero, Jeni 
Danyers, not too attached to a mission (undenominational) 
to resume platonic relations with an unhappily married 
Countess, and a charming American, Maisie Cartaret, very 
properly designated by one-half Eome as his affection’s 
more suitable objective. There is also the Count, preferred 
by Maisie herself, and the “ nice fellow from the British 
Embassy” to whom she turns for consolation when the 
Count proves unsatisfactory. The voice of a Cax'dinal is 
heard **off”; and a professional and peasant crowd — 
Eoman lawyers and Jim's country tenants — constitutes the 
chorus.* The plot itself is slender but sufficient; and a 
vein of pleasant irony, which I remember as adorning Mr. 
Hubbard’s classical dialogues, lends his second venture an 
intermittent but genuine grace. 

In Life's Antagonisms (Butterworth) we have a story i 
containing seteral elements that commonly .make for popu- 
larity. Here, for example, is a family of social climbers,” 
such as Mr. E. E. Benson used to give us, and there is ; 


always plenty of fun and sometimes a touch of pathos to be ^ 
got out of the gallant old couple who make a success of the 
new Emporium and then, for the sake of the children, 
sacrifice their comfort on the altar of Gentility. Mr. Harry 
Tighe has done his Neichenj family quite well, though you 
will not like May and Perce so much as their amiable 
parents. Interwoven with the Neiubery fortunes we have 
a study of the contrasting characters of the two daughters 
of one Tim Finch, a singularly unpleasant tobacconist in a 
small way up in North London, who refuses to come in 
with old Ncwbery when he is given a chance, and prefers to 
talk windy Socialism hard by the Marble Arch. With Tim 
and his sister, A%mt Susan, I think Mr. Tighe has succeeded, 
but I confess the two daughters try my faith rather severely. 
Clara begins by being nearly as unpleasant as her father, 
but is married off to a labourer in the country and develops 
immediately into a model wife. Daphne, her sister, is no 
sooner married to young Netubery (who is not nearly good 
enough for her) than she blossoms forth into a hostess of 
unrivalled charm, which is rather much to expect from the 
daughter of Tim Finch. In short, I prefer the author’s 
touch when- he is drawing elderly eccentrics. But he has 
made quite a readable story out of the two sisters and their 
several struggles towards happiness. 

■When the teller of tales returns to the time when the 
roses bloomed in the Garden of Paradise, eight hundred 
years and more ago,” he is pitching expectation rather Mgh, 
for he is asking his readers to revisit the enchanted land of . 
The Thousand Nights and One' Night ' In The (garden of 
Paradise (Eisher Unwin) Mr. AnirflUR Weigall depicts, 
with much knowledge and considerable insight, Sultan and j 
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Wazir, soldier and' courtier and philosopher, each in his Mrs. KitPATnicK, having led me in the past to expect 
relation to an amorous intrigue, in which I suspect the humour of her, must forgive me if I do not take kindly to 
author of takiuiT but a tepid interest, compared with his her at once as a writer of ordinary hctiOD. Not that ISun- 
enthusiasm for the character of our old friend (bound in shine Street (Nash and Grayson) is really quite ordinary 
limp morocco and diffusing a fragrance of culture in the fiction. Though Ha)my Bicshion is one of the great army 
suburbs) OiiAR Khayyam. He was— not, as the American of young men about town who. m books, invite nice girls, 
theatrical producer thought, Omar of Khayyto, but— whom they could perfectly well marry, to their handsome 
Gbiyathuddin Abulf^th Omar ben Ibrahim al-Khayy^m (no flats at night, intending to devour them, Ohve, his victim, 
less); and, according to Mr. WEiaALL, a learned astronomer, is rescued, not by an immaculate hero, but by a sporting 
sensible and humane. Patron of the orphan lad, Ymuf Americanised aunt. Then when Harvey, dulv brought to 
Omar was unable to save that ingenuous youth from falling heel, is punished by the aftermath of one of his intrigues, 
into the cruel grip of the insidious Hassan cs-Sabhah, better Olive is not consoled by the heart and hand of somebody 
known as the Old Man of the Mountains, builder of. the much nicer, but taken away to make anew start in America 
Garden of Paradise and amiable inventor of the white- by that same Aunt Miranda. So you will see that in some 
robed order of the Assassins. Why did not the heedless points, in spite of considerable conventionality in others, 
Yusxtf—m the Arabian phrase— write with a needle upon Mrs. Kilpatrick has preserved her individuality.^ There 
the interior ' corner of ~ nice touches too 

his eye the wise coun- '' ' '‘iMlIi', 1 Ml 'li village, 

sels of his friends? The ‘ 'Ml i il draper’s shop, the 

consequences of that ’i . jj I', unending repairs to 

fatal neglect make so 111 i^o^se in Sunshine 

good a Persian tale k. ; i i Street where Olive's 

that its spirited action ‘ I l^ves; button 

serves to bridge the oc- whole I find it a 

casional lapses of Mr. IBIII httle disappointing— 

Weigall’s style into “taking it whence it 

newspaper English. ^ comes.” And it seems 



'tl! ! 

^ilil 'll'i 

Ift 


M! ll |, 
' 



ui 


In’ days of' quick ii|l|Pt\ W ' ^ refer to Ifari’cy as in- 

cbanges and short triguingwithhis5‘ wife’s 

mtodries a biographer * ImMH |w| friend” .when his 

must nbti' delay over- I ' “friend’s wife” is really 

much before publica- s. T here is too 

A.'s*. (Murray) IhB/ wHb ■' The7?^o^^yo^ thehero 

come's-as a rerntnider gI “ ^ v | who, after a death-bed 

a'man who is .perhaps f 1 y /' marriage, most inoppor- 

alreaSy half forgotten " . lE ' tunely recovers is so 

except in bis own ser- i-rj well-worn that, when 1 

vice, though if the War — ’= ^ . £ilJ Lr- : found it in Gelia-Bound 

had been staged a few (Heath Cranton), I 

years before 1914 he . ^T/^r„■rr-r,T, T^r/^-r^-rr-r^-r. permitted myself to 

would have been cast AKCyTHEE WORLDS WORKER. assume that Mrs. WiNi- 

for the part of keeper Bimr. “Let’s see— are you the we waiter?” Carter must be 

of the seas. That he Sir.” * going to strike out a new 

would finely have main- and cigarettes. harden her heart 

Wmter. “No, Sib, AIine is a rather peculiar position, and I am not , . n 

^ainea a rrusc much demand. My duty is to slap customers on the back when and let the bridegroom 

Admiral Sir Edward their food goes down the wrong way.” pass away, after all, in 

Bradford leaves.us in — - an odour of wedding- 

nomanner of doubt, for, if there are no victories to be recorded cake. ButiPar7^^recovered,apparentlybecauseCeKasatupall 
here greater than those of fleet manoeuvres, yet it is well night beside his bed, and who thought he loved OcZm 
established that “ ’Ard-’eart Wilson ” had in ideal combi- and whom Celia thought she loved, made all the regulation 
nation those twofold qualities of scientist and leader of men difiiculties. Bany, of course, attempted to commit suicide 
that are demanded of an Admiral of to-day. He was a disci- in order to release Celia, and she, for her part, decided that 
plinarian, as bis nickname,, given only half in jest, makes he was her only real love, and, final and most precious touch 
clear; but it is also clear that his “ ’ardness of ’eart ” was of all, Barry was rescued from the sea by a steamer “ out- 
really no more than the' expression of a strict concentration ward bound from Norway to Buenos Ayres and it had 
on his busmess;r^Navai efficiency. ^ His- lack of any kind no wireless equipment.” The story ends happily, as this 
of bombast?js welT shown in this entry from his diary — particular story always does, and, being pleasantly written. 
“ June 6th. Docked Ship. Received the V.C.” ; and he used it will no doubt be as well liked as ever by the many'readers 
to insist that he was given this honour for doing nothing who have enioved it before. 


ANOTHER WORLD’S WORKER. 

Diner. “ Let ’s see — are you the wine waiter ? ” 

Waiter. “No, Sir.” 

Diner. “Cigars and cigarettes?” 

Waiter. “No, Sib, AIine is a rather peculiar position, and I am not 
IN MUCH demand. My DUTY IS TO SLAP CUSTOMERS ON THE BACK WHEN 
THEIR FOOD GOES DOWN THE WRONG WAY.” 


are nice touches too 
in the riverside village, 
the draper’s shop, the 
unending repairs to 
the house in Sunshine 
Street where Olive's 
family lives; but on 
the whole I find it a 
little disappointing — 
“taking it whence it 
comes.” And it seems 
a pity to let someone 
refer to Harvey as in- 
triguing withhis“ wife’s 
friend” .when his 
friend’s wife ” is really 
meant. There is too 
much difference. 

The motif oi the hero 
who, after a death-bed 
marriage, most inoppor- 
tunely recovers is so 
well-worn that, whenl 
found it in Gelia-Bound 
(Heath Cranton), I 
permitted myself to 
assume that Mrs. Wini- 
fred Carter must be 
going to strike out a new 
line, harden her heart 
and let the bridegroom 
pass away, after all, in 
an odour of wedding- 


in particular at a battle — El Teh — where he was present 
as a mere chance spectator. Altogether the book gives the 
impression of a remarkable personality of the kind that we 


At a ladies’ hockey match : — 

“Miss , * the lady Shoveller,’ led the forwards and hit eight 

_jie 1 1 •• -TN - o 


like to think peculiarly British-ra.msin who talked -little of the goals off her own^stiok.”— DaiZg Pajper. ** 

but accomplished much." It gives no impression at "all' of This showed a nice feeHng on her part; the practice of 
thg author, except, that he writes clean English and is scoring with a heavier stick siiatched from a defending back 
cop tent to remain entirely, in the background. being, we have always considered, in doubtful taste. 
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CHARIVARIA. have the 

A sMALiil*oy has called at 10, Downing about it. 
Street, md presented IMr. Eaaisat Mac- 
DoinKLiD wiili a hat-rack. Can you Now i 


a number of golfers who don’t seem to who come to look at him are by no 
have the courage to be quite so frank means oil-paintings. 


Street, and presented IMr. Eaaisat Mac- ' Trotsky is said to be in bad odour 

wiiih a hat-rack. Can you Now that M. K Gandhi has been inEussia. A suspicion is gaining ground 
TOnder that Mr. Winston ChurchiIiL released from prison it is said he is that liis opinions are tainted with 
feels peevish ? ^ willing to buy a half-share in some nice Bolshevism. 

steady-going political upheaval. 

Six Americans have arrived in this - An outfitters’ journal reminds us 

countiw for the purpose of conducting A recently published pamplilet in- that the silk hat has survived nearly 
a Giusade against whiskers. Hands forms its readers how to grow and cure half a century of fickle chance and 
off Chelsea ! ” is our slogan. their own tobacco. If some of the change. From our own observation 

‘■•h;*'' tobacco we smell at times has ever of many specimens now in use we 

It is stated that thirty or forty per been cured it must have suffered a would add ** only just.” 
cent, of out bricklayers began as brick- serious relapse. 

lay-ers^ ^‘labourers.” -This would explain • • ' A painter working on the roof of a 

that tired fe eling, ^^Babytakenout with Measles,” says large building in Oxford Street - acci- 

a headline. They should never be taken dentally dropped a tinful of red paint 
Oner’s experiences of the last few out togetber. If any of the measles on a, gentleman walking on the pave- 
weeks' seem to show that | ^ [ I ment below. - ' The painter, 


weeks' seem to show that 
there is very little unem- 
ployment amongst Trade 
Bnion. strike-leaders. 

- 1 * ^ 

The ,labesb scientific as- 
sertion is that Adam and 
Evjii never existed. In 
tha.t ease we shall be glad 
to know wio was to blame 
for all -the trouble,' 

- 

Aceoi'diug: to Professor 
Brasher a married native 
of the ’ camdbal island of 
Hauita ' always devours 
his wife's mother the day 
after his manriage. This, 
in our opinion, is carrying 
the laotberdn-law joke a 
little boo iai- 



Mother of Parliaments {to liernew Chef). “Dear me] It^s uncom- 


we understand, dared not 
descend until' he ’was as- 
sured that his victim was 
a member of the Brighter 
London Society.- 

j!c 

SirLANDONEoNALDcom- : 
plains that British barbers 
can talk aboufnothing but 
sport. British barbers, on 
the other hand, complain 
that musicians are inter- 
ested in nothing but hair- 
dressing. 

, The Dramatic Society of 
a London bank has given 
a performance of Grumpy. 
We fancy our own banker 
was rehearsing 'the name- 
part last time ,we 'saw him 


the overdraft. 

5lc 


A Munia man who ™ about that Httle matter of 

raaaTied, Sev^en .times has The 2 ^^^' cJief . “Yes, Ma’am, but you’ll find the flavouring the overclia , • 
been certifisd insane by more piquant.” - " . . - * • . 

an expeit- ^ “What puzzles : A contemporary has dis- 

niost mariJed men is^ why it -should must have exercise they should be given covered that Mr. Eams ay MacDonald’s 
havel>e6ntli‘Oughtnecessary-to take the a run the first thing in the morning ‘first name is Jamuis. Webad.a feeling 
opixiion of ani expert. . before the baby is up. , . - ^ that he had something up his sleeve. 


The United States Golf Association The inventive spirit has been going 
las adopted a new ball. One or two strong of late. This is not surprising, 
xaddies of our acquaintance have been The way of peace is commonly paved 
suspected of similar conduct. with good inventions. 


1 1 has been announced that the Beef- 1 
caters at 'the Tower complain of being 
overworked, A dear old lady writes 
frocn the cotintry suggesting that they 
should, be allowed to eat less. 

A British College of Furriery is to 
he opened in London shortly. Be- 
ginners will be taught how to lead a 
xabbit to the fur-factory and make it 
xuiak. * ,;c 

An American author now in London 
lias told a newspaper representative 
that he nevei' plays ‘golf. We have met 


An attempt is being made to popu- 
larise British music in America. The 
simplest plan would' be to prohibit it. 

5li ^ ❖ 

Controversy about the Peace Treaty 
is dead, says a Parisian journal. . That 
may be so, but, after studying the affcbire 
Spender (Harold), we gather that the 
funeral expenses have stiU to be paid. 

The Aard-Vark, or Earth-Pig, a new 
arrival at the Zoo, is described as a 
repulsively ugly beast. On the other 
hand, he is understood to have formed 
the impression that some of the people 


In connection with the shortage of 
artisans, to which attention has been 
drawn, it is believed that many poten- 
tial plumbers’ mates are still waiting | 
to be fetched, 

* i'fi 

The French Boxing Federation has 
forbidden kissing in the ring. In the 
interest of the pugilists it is hoped that 
musical chairs and puss-in-the-corner 
will still be permitted. 

sl« . 

Last year was the wettest for a cen- 
tury, we read. Our own view is that it 
is not advisable to put the present year 
on its mettle like this. 

t]i 5js 
❖ 

A well-known actress has written a 
book called My Lovers. It will begin, 
of course, with Chap I. ' 


XT ax,. CT.-XVX. 
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THE DELIVERER: 

A PasiomI Poem of 19of at which time our ]joets will no 
doubt have reverted to the eiijlitcenth-ccntiiry manner. 

[A recent scientific forecast is that synthetic food, made from by- 
products of coal, etc., v/ill soon do away with the necessity of farming. 
English agriculture is, of course, dying already. Its only gleam of 
comfort is to be found in a remark made by H.E.H. The Prustce oe 
Wales, who pointed out that the cinema was sometimes able to help 
it, as in the case of the film Coming Thro' the Ihje, for which six 
acres of rye were specially sown.] 

Strephon, 

Oh, Colin, Colin, wherefore now- so pule 
Whose braw^ny arm "svas wont to wield the flail *? 

“Why do the youngling pigs forsake thy care ? 

"What rust is this that stains th’ unpractised share ? 
"Who drives the flock afield ? Who tends the oats ? 
Where is thy book of eclogues, with the notes ? 

Colin. 

Strephon, thou know'est how^ from day to clay 
Our rural industries confess decay ; 

No mowers mow the field, no reapers reap ; 

Lorn on the hillsides stray the unfattened sheep ; 
Loud-low'ing kine forsake their wonted byres, 

And Ayriciilture, nip’t by want, expires. 

Strephon. 

State, Cohn, what the cause is, for you touch 
My heart by what you tell me very much. 

Colin. 

Gome, then, to yonder hazel copse repair, ’ 

Par from these cliarabangs that taint the air ; I 

Far from the busy motor’s mad carouse, j 

That frights the cock and ovemins his spouse ; 

There let us take our bite of bread-and-cheeso 
(Canadian stuff : it comes from overseas). 

Here the enamelled champaign may be seen 
From Mudleigh Oaks to Bottlebury Green. 

{They r€imU\ 

Behold yon barren fields, undrained, untilled, 

That cnee with harvest toil Pomona filled ; 

Here his large crops the labouring sw’^ain -would raise, 
Oats, barley, tunnuts, mangokls,. duckweed, maize, 
While Thestylis would oft, with pail and stool, 

Win creamy produce for her dailies cool, 

Her sweet-breathed charges gathering from the liill. 
Undaunted by the Daylight Saving Bill. 

No'w wave no more the fields with feathery grain ; 
Unmilked the cattle moan in constant pain. 

For why ? With careful toil and chyinie art 
The Iiaml of Science apes Demeter's part ; 

Essential salts she fits for gastric use, 

Her ends the noblest, but her means the deuce. 

^ Gases and tars replace the natural flour 

And coal gives mutton-chops as w^ell as power. 

Who asli^ for eggs ? Not one. Synthetic food 
Subverts the product of the feathery brood ; 

Orchards forget their purpling spoils to yield ; 

Unoured the liog, untrenched the rootless field. 

STimPHON, 

Your rede, O Colin, if I rightly con, 

There be strange things these times a-going on. 

* Colin. 

There be; I mean there are. But who comes here? 

A cit from town ! 

CiT FROM Tow'N- 
Good morrow, hinds I 


Colin and Strephon. 

The Cit. * 

These rustic fields and farms, by want decayeJ, 

I come to renovate with timely aid. 

Shepherds ! I heard your grief, I know your plaint, 
Luck is not with you. 

-Colin and Strephon, 

No, Sir, that it bain’t. 

The Cit. 

One thing alone can move the idle plow, 

Fat the lean yearling and reifive the cow ; 

One thing with plenty heap the granaiy floor, 

Make oats abound and mangel-wurzels more : 

I bring to help you (raise the loud Huzza 1) 

My Kineinatographic Kamera ! 

Now sow the seed, now let the dairy-maid 
In smock of cleanly sai'snet be arrayed; 

Now let the jocund pigs leap high with squeals — 

I have a film to make in fifteen reels 
That will support for years the countryside ; 

The title of it. is The Poacher's Bride. 

Colin and Strephon 

{jorgetling that this is a pastoral and not a musical co-medy). 

Now let the jocund pigs leap high with squeals ; 

He has a film to make in fifteen reels 
That will support for years the count ly side ! 

The title of it is The Poacher's Bride. 

The Cit. 

The fops and b^ux and ladies from the town 
To feature in this film shall all come down ; 

But you, my bumpkins, shall have minor parts, 

And serve not only Ceres but the Arts. 

Colin and Strephon {again carried away). 

But we, his bumpkins, shall have minor parts, 

And serve not only Ceres but the Arts / 

The Cit. 

As once Apollo to Admetus came 

And tau^t the ploughshare’s use, the coulter’s name, 

Bucolic happiness shall now begin ; 

Hie with me therefore, swains, to yonder inn 

And let us toast in ale with loud Huzza 

The Kinemcdogrcqjhic Kinema ! ' [They hie. 

— , , Evoe. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

*‘Thc inclustiy has long been languishing, and now, when it is 
on the verge of collapse, the Federal Arbitration Court has piled 
Polias upon Odeon .” — Azistraliaii Pa;p€r. 


Brighter Bell-ringing. 

A nervous ringer may grasp the sally tightly in a futile'effort to stop 
the swing, in which case he would be carried aloft, and probably 
killed, should his head strike the ceiling .” — Daily Pajyer. 

Personally, we always try to avoid these humorous sallies. 


From a broadcasting programme: — 

‘*9.45. — Grenadier Guards Band. Francis , George will 

sing — and take a little .” — YorJeshire Paper. 

And deserve it. It ’s thirsty work. 


“Miss , holding her first brief, appeared before Mr. Justice Eve 

ill the Ghancciy Division yesterday. It was the first time a woman 
barrister had appeared here .” — Daily Paper. 

History rewrites itself ; the first woman appears before Eve. 







OAEEYING ON. 

[Niglitmare of a literary and dramatic critic 
\yho, haying assisted at The Lady of Belmont, 
Mr. Sr. John Ehvine’s prose sequel to The 
Merchant of Tenice, is obsessed by the fear 
that other and less talented writers may be 
tempted to follow his example.] 

In Fate — and Fancourt Bahherhj 
(Kemball and Miisb, 7/-) Mr, Tristram 
Pettigrew has written a sequel to a 
play by another hand. It will be re- 
membered that in the work in question 
all the young people are paired off be- 
fore the fall of the last curtain, and the 
audience is left to suppose that they 
lived happily ever afterwards, Mr. 
Pettigrew dispels this illusion. No 
gleam of hopeillumines the inspissated | 
gloom of this five-act tragedy in blank 
verse dealing with the fortunes of 
GJicoiey^ his aunt and liis friends after 
.they had left Oxford. During the First 
Act, which takes place in the FancoiiH 
flat in Town, the emotions of 
.the .protagonists follow the example of 
jAat apartment in being more or less 
¥self-ec)ntdned but when they land in 
a mango-swamp off the Brazilian coast, 


after a wreck which occurs (off) between 
Acts I. and IL, the general dissatisfac- 
tion is much more freely expressed. 
Soon however their dialogue is rendered 
torpid by the cloying perfume of the 
blossominglianas; andtheirmovements 
take on the tropical languor of the 
moist and enervating airs that scarcely 
stir the whiskers of the blue-faced mon- 
keys in the tree-tops. 

Mr. Pettigrew deserves praise for his 
courage and ingenuity in allotting to 
these apes the part taken by the Chorus 
in Greek tragedy. It is a fine con- 
ception, finely carried out, though, when 
the play comes to be staged, practical 
difficulties may supervene. I am a 
little doubtful of the effect on the 
audience of the strophe — 

These matrimonial difhcnlties 

And readjustments shock us profoundly, 

if the author'sstagedirectioii~(l5if*Scm2- 
hanging by their tails from npas- 
tree on the right) — is adhered to by the 
management. And I am not sure that it 
would he wise to let the 2nd Semi-Ohor. 
punctuate the anti-strophe with nuts 
dropped on tlie heads of those below. 


Nevertheless I commend Fate — a^id 
FanconrCBahherly to the attention of 
the play-producing societies. 


Mr. Gotterill Farr, finding himself 
unable to proceed with Macbeth, Othello 
or Lear, owing to the high rate of mor- 
tality in these plays, has turned his 
attention to Borneo and Juliet. His 
Oh I Nurse ! (Padfield and Swayne, 3/6) 
is a rollicking farce. It is chiefly con- | 
eerned with the efforts of the recently- 
widowed Lady Capidet and the Nurse ’ 
to secure suitable second husbands, and 
with the frenzied but futile efforts of 
old Montagu — Lady Cajndefs selection 
— and Peter, the page, to escape from 
their toils. The flapper element is sup- 
plied by Eosaline and the lively Helena. 
The dialogue is undistinguished and 
does not compare favourably with that 
of the earlier work, but there is a bed- 
room scene with opportunities for the 
display of ciApe-de-chine underwear, 
and some of the situations are amusing, 
so that any West End manager who 
has been contemplating the possibility 
of a revival of the tragedy of the ill- 
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Ferocious Golfer {after terrific impact). “Did you see anything of that bale?” 
Op;gonent. “Ko. I think it must ha.ye burst.” 


starred lovers of Verona will probably 
be well advised to abandon the idea and 
put on Oh ! Nurse I instead. 

The Count (Batt and Bunnythorne, 
9/-) does not deal with a foreign noble- 
man, but with the confusion existing 
in the mind of a child of eight regard- 
ing the exact number of her brothers 
and sisters. Mr. Jabez Trott has 
written a sociological tract in the form 
of a drama dealing with (a) the alleged 
failure of our system of education; (a) 
the advantages of cremation ; (c) the 
deleterious effect on the brain of an 
excess of cereals. There may have been 
other points that I missed, hut these 
were made abundantly clear during the 
course of live Acts, 

The scene, a country churchyard on 
a summer evening, remains the same 
throughout. There are only three 
characters, Mr, William IVoi'dsivorth, 
a little girl named Lucy, and the Sexton, 
who interrupts their colloquy with the 
information that he is about to lock the 
gate for the night. Though he does not 
appear until the end of the last Act the 
popularity of the Sexton with the audi- 
ence is assured. 

There is no action. The poet and 
his young fr'end are discovered seated 
on a tombstone, and they are still there 
when the play ends. There is one slight 
break about the middle of the Third Act 
when the girl produces a little porringer 
and eats her supper, thus enabling her 
mentor to hold forth on the increase of 
mental power that she might derive 
from a different; dietary. If only he 
had presented her with a pennyworth 
of stickjaw, keeping a piece for himself ! 


TO A MAHSEEE. 

Tucked away among the Hills 

Little Koshi slops and spills 

Over a tiny terraced fall 

Into a three-foot pool, where all 

The prisoned sunbeams whirl and wink. 

’Twas hereabouts, I like to think, 

I saw you first as, silver-green, 

You curved about and showed your 
sheen — 

One blade of light in a shadowy shoal 
Threading a three-foot water-hole ; 

And that, as you and I should know. 
Was fully thirty years ago. 

I met you next, I*m nearly sure, 

When I was working a phantom lure 
Over a shallow rocky bed 
Where Koshi, broken and diamonded, 
Earns at length the name of river. 

A snatch, a light rod's sudden quiver, 

A rollicking dance, and I 'd hauled you 
out 

Keen and game as a heather trout, 
Keen and game and five years old, 
Your silver-green all turned to gold, 


Your scales afire. I liked your pluck, 
So I dropped you back and wished you 
luck. 

And after that ? Well, Koshi 's deep 
From Khairna Ghat and, half asleep, 
Through dim mysterious gorges flows 
To sweep the Plains, and Heaven knows 
What life 's beneath or how you fared. 
But one fine day a man declared 
That in a black pool like a cup 
He 'd seen a pretty fish come up. 
Bright and burnished under the moon — 
Would I try? I tried a spoon. 
Something seized it in the dark, 
Wallowed over like a shark, 

Broke me, snapped my line in two — 
And I concluded it was you ! 

There ’s a backstream further down, 
Eorest-girt and golden-brown, 

Shaded by some secret trees, 
Milky-blossomed, loved of bees, 

Where I sit sometimes and moon 
Through a lazy afternoon. 


One by one those blossoms fall 
And a monster fish devours them all — 
A monster fish that I never see, 

For the water 's golden-brown, and he 
Just sucks them down. But I like to feel 
That it 's you once more, at a good 
square meal ; 

And I like to think that you may know 
How a fisherman spared you years ago. 


“Wanted, lady as Housekeeper to profes- 
sional widower.” — Advt. in Provincial Paicr. 

Bluebeard ? 

“The Labor party is a class party, but the 
Administration which it forms will be the 
National Government, and must be viewed as 
such by all who have in view the good of the 
nation- To its policy no vindictive embarrass- 
ments must be ofered. To its members no 
merely class animals must be §hown.”. 

' ‘ Canadian Paper. 

We can understand race-meetings being 
barred ; but may hot Mr. Buxton occa- 
sionally attend ah agricultural show ? 
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thatourold-fasliionednotionsofcluvalrv “Meanwhile the remainder of the 
THE WAN IN THE MOON. have been so far discredited that there company seemed also to have suffered 
XII. — ^The Nev' Sleuths. is now no kind of duplicity which a a tea-change at the apparition of the 
‘^I AM ^’oin^’ to dictate to you/' said policeman may not honourably practise fascinating strangers. From every al- 
the Man m tlie Moon a letter to The woman in order to obtain a con- cove there now emerged the sound of 
Times r ' viction. I myself, Sir, some time ago, endearing terms; buns were thrown 

“Fire awav,” I said. “But for innocently entered an innocent-looking, from table to table and many a \vaitress 
Heaven s sake don't trv to be funnvj tliough subterranean, Tea Boom in the laughed outright. The scene of licence 
for if vou do nobodv will believe vou Citv, which I had frequently visited was only concluded by the departure 
Si slim before without any untoward event, of the two gentlemen, who left their 

aieseuoB.. a .aa tn n^, dui the place is quiet, the ladies Avith many promises to return | 

“Deae hiiR, (he began), “What artistically shaded and the again and vows of affection very earn- j 

fun uie police have-- -i tea provided is bad ; bnt these are not estly expressed on both sides. Nor, 

“But \ou Clint begin like tha^, I |'^00Qgg£|^x’ily indication of wickedness, had I then been told that one of the 
protested. , - - _ The waiteesses were friendl3^ bnt not parties was shamefully counterfeiting an 


^ ‘I can and shall, he replied. Con- loj^^y^rd — ^and I may say that I have emotion not genuinely felt, should I 

ahvays regarded myself as a' singularly have judged the gentlemen to be the 
“I read to-day, in an account of the attractive man. There %vere other per- impostors, 
police-court proceedings against a N ight sons present in the various alcoves, but, ^ ^ When they had left, the spirit, seemed 
Club which was raided yesterday,- the so far as I observed, theyyvere drink- to go out of the place; the gay talk 
following extract from the evidence of ing their tea v;ith perfect taste and subsided and most of the company 
one of the police-in- 1 . withdrew, leaving the 

spectors who liad pro- ■ disconsolate waitresses 

viously patronised the buns. 

byourcnminalinvesfii- and Pryf heroes 

the great COMMTTAL. liundredraids,menwho 

Tr>ofhn. 7 a riF tliV rinm^f The Lady. "WELL, HE’S CEETJUNEY PITT IT rsT wBiTixo.'’ havo kissed mors WO- 

methods of the agent ] — ^ 1 ^ ^ ^ ! men in the way of duty 


methods of the agent ] — ^ 1 ^ ! men in the way of duty 

2)rovocateur. These pi’actices, though even, in some cases, with an air of than most of us have done for pleasure, 
generally regarded as Continental in respectable tedium. And how my heart glowed as I read in 

character and origin, are obvioiply so “ A little later, however, there entered cold print, accurately recorded by the 
mtich in keeping wuth the traditions of two handsome, well-set-up, but stolid- upright inspectors, the affectionate 
British justice that no one wdll wish to looking gentlemen, who took their seats treatment to which they had been so 
discourage them on social or ethical in an alcove close by. Their advent unwillingly exposed, and heard again 
grounds. Indeed their efficiency has was the signal for the most extraordin- the very phrases of the romantic and 
been so overwhelmingly demonstrated ary proceedings. Two young waitresses, unsuspecting young ladies ! 
that I believe few of the minor crimes as if magically stirred to life, walked “A few weeks later I had a similar 
are now committed without the assist- swiftly into their alcove and exclaimed experience, on the only occasion when 
anceof the police; and it is to be hoped delightedly, ‘HuUo, dearie!’; to which I was taken to a frankly disreputable 
that the day is not far distant when no one of the gentlemen replied affection- Night Club. I say ‘disreputable,’ for 
constable will be considered worthy of ately, ‘ Hullo, my dear — ^what about a indeed it had a disreputable name ; but 
his sergeant’s stripes till he has been cup of tea ? ’ The young ladies then for a long time I discovered nothing 
through a thorough course of embezzle- sat down beside them, and the gentle- more disagreeable than bad food, a bad 
ment and arson and has at least some men, with a confidence and dexterity atmosphere, and a bad cloak-room (the 
practical experience of forgery, con- suggestive of rich experience, placed whole underground). It may be that 
spiracy and the higher branches of false their arms about their waists. And in the people present were also bad ; but 
pretences. ^ this position, mth intervals for refresh- I was only clear that they were exceed- 

^ “ And , of course, how mucli more likely ment, they remained till the end of the ingly unhappy, and most of them extra- 
is success to attend the efforts of our meal, when the ladies transferred them- ordinarily unpleasant. And they all 
g^ant officers in oases such as the selves to the knees of their companions, seemed to be dancing in exactly the 
.above, where the offenders are mainly and Idsses were exchanged, with every same style and manner as I have often 
women— and confiding women 1 It is, appearance of genuine satisfaction on seen exhibited by the best people at 
IS it not ? a matter of great satisfaction both sides. the best hotels. At length, however, 


THE GREAT COMMITTAL. 

‘Well, he ’s certainly put it in writing.*’ 



V 

!{ 


Young Woman. “Excellbijt supper, don’t you think?” 
Young Man. “Not bad— but fatiguing, taken- vertically.” 


I noticed a point of detail in -wbich 
they differed. Tbe room seemed to be 
arranged like a swimming-bath ; only 
that one end was the Light End, and 
the other was the Dark End, And as 
they entered the Dark End many of 
the revolving couples earnestly kissed 
each other and pranced on into the 
light. The friend who had taken me 
there informed me that this is con- 
sidered unusual, although, as a stranger 
to this planet, I was unable to see any- 
thing in the practice profoundly different 
in principle from the general style and 
manner of dancing which I had often 
seen exhibited by the best people at the 
best hotels. Indeed, in one way I felt 
that it might even be considered admir- 
able, for one had already formed the con- 
clusion that the couples were violently 
in love with each other, and these em- 
braces testified, at any rate, to their 
sincerity. 

‘‘But, Sir, lam not concerned with the 
rights or wrongs of this kind of enjoy- 
ment. The point of interest is that it 
was impossible to find a seat at the 
Dark End for the press of constables 
and police -inspectors- who sat there 
diligently counting the kisses. And 
when the doors w^ere barred and the 
“raid officially began I was again de- 
lighted to find that. most of the osten- 
sibly amorous dancers had been, in fact, 


mere limbs of the law, doing their duty 
like Englishmen and men of honour. 

^ “Well, Sh, so long as the Force is 
ready to sacrifice itself by counter- 
feiting wickedness and over-indulgence, 
I do not see how the genuine articles 
can ever prevail in your great country. 
True, as I hinted at first, the system 
needs expansion on more imaginative 
lines. For why stop at Night Clubs 
and Tea Eooms ? We all know men 
who would readily rob a bank or steal 
an umbrella if they were given proper 
encouragement by the authorities. Con- 
victions for bigamy, I believe, are 
lamentably rare in these days, but I 
have no doubt that, with a little organi- 
sation, some of the younger inspectors 
could put this right. And our whole 
system of divorce might be led into 
healthier channels if it could be taken 
out of tffe hands of a crowd of careless 
amateurs and given over to a few trained 
and trustworthy policemen. 

“ The possibilities are endless. . This 
is an age of State action, in crime as in 
other things, and we shall not be true 
to ourselves so long as we leave our 
burglaries to be bungled by private 
enterprise. And why this continual 
persecution of the rich ? Let them go ■ 
down to South London, to The — ' 
and- do a little bogus illicit betting with ! 
the boxing fraternity there. 


But, Sir, my main point is tliis. As 

a taxpayer I do venture to protest 
! agam^ extravagance of our Scot- 
land Yard Lotharios. By all means 
let them stop at nothing to convict a 
woman d ihegally consuming cham- 
pagne_. But good heavens, need they 
pay 3o.9. for it ? Not to mention £2 sl. 

for an imaginary dancing-lesson? Let 

justice be done, Sir; buftet it be done 
on ginger-beer. 

I am. Sir, Yours faithfully, 

‘‘The 'Man in the Moon.”' 
“ I said. “ But eveiT- 

fimny^”^^ yo^i’re trying to iie 

Some are born baronets, some achieve 

sympathised with Miss 

h^i'esianaSln had sent in 

° *" approaching 

The members stood in a... 


the « -PPort of 

Punch s toditioual views on the sub- 
jeet of matrimony. 
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THE PACIFIC POST, 

The Prime Mixister^s letters to M. 
Poincare and to the Soviet Govern- 
ment, suggesting that brotherly love is 
the thing, ^vere by no means the only 
olive branches that he has despatched. 
Mr. Punch hasreceived from the Foreign 
Office a communication, unsigned but 
apparently authentic, enclosing proofs 
of some of the others, and asking if he 
has any objection to their publication. 
He has not. 

To the <SEJ?3/jtN Chaxcelloh^ 
Dear Sir> — I wish one of my first 
acts as Prime Minister of Great Britain 
to be an attempt to bring about a more 
’ friendly feeling between Germany and 
France, If only you would pay up, how 
much jollier we should all be~your- 
self, poor Poincare, who is letting this 
thing get terribly on his mind, and our- 
selves. Of course I don’t know how 
much money you ’ ve got ; no one does ; 
but if vou can pay, my dear fellow, 
do. I hate, when at last I have come 
into power, to find any troubte going 
on anywhere. I look upon Iiatchets 
solely as candidates for interment. 

Believe me, Yours, etc., 

Ramsay MacDonald. 

To Mr, Asquith, 

Dear Asquith, — ^Now that l am, not 
without youi' assistance, established at 
the liead of things, I should like yon to 
know with what a friendly eye 1 con- 
sider you, and how sure I am that 
nothing that the Government can do 
ought really to cause you any anxiety. 
You said something about the vigilance 
with which you would watch our legis- 
lation and prevent anything of which 
you as a Liberal disapproved. In fact, 
Baldwin said something rather neat 
about your position — something about 
infaniicide. Wouldn’t it' simplify things 
if I were to keep you informed of all our 
intentions? There is a commodious 
spare room at Chequers. May I suggest 
that you occupy it vvlienever anything 
that might be contentious is in prepara- 
tion ? I am, Yours, etc.. 

Ramsay MacDonald. 

To a lieleased Prisoner. 

Dear Gandhi, — I shoiild.like you to 
remember that one of my first acts as 
Prime Minister was to -set" you at 
liberty ; and now that you are out and 
about again I trust that you will do 
nothing to make our task in India a 
more difficult one. You will be inter- 
ested in hearing that the skin of that 
tiger which you may remember I shot 
when I ’was on my last visit to Indifi 
fe'now in my study at Chequers. 

* Believe me, Yours, etc., 

Ramsay MacDonald. 

To Mr. Jack Jones, M.P, 

My dear Jack,— No one admires 
vour \Yit and I'eadiness more than I do, 
but now that are the governing body 

I wonder if it \vould not be a good thing 
if we all spoke rather less. I hate even 
to suggest interference with free speech ; 
all I mean is that silence sometimes is 
golden. I am, Yours, etc., 

Ramsay MacDonald. 

To Mr. Baldwin. 

Dear Baldwin, — ^Now that I am at 
the head of the Government I have 
been wondering if it might not be pos- 
sible to scrap a great deal of the old 
machinery of Opposition. At our time 
of life don’t you think that \ve might 
take a step tovrards amity and unity ? 

I know that there are old shibboleths 
ill our way — such as “ the duty of an 
Opposition is to oppose,” and so fornh. 
But I know too — ^and you knovr — that 
to a very large extent the Conservative 
mind and the Labour mind agree. What 

I suggest is that you do your best to 
increase the number of points on which 
we do not differ and to induce your 
followers to do the same. Then how 
much more pleasant will attendance at 
the House become ! 

With all good wishes for a successful 
agricultural year, and especially for a 
good tobacco crop. 

I am, Yours, etc., 

Ramsay MacDonald. 

To Mr, Kirkwood, M.P. 

Dear David, — want you to Icnow 
that it was a great grief to me not 
to be able to find any post in the Gov- 
ernment that would exactly suit your 
genius. But there is a task that I think 
would eminently suit you. Someone 
ought to devote himself to watching 
Banbury now that he is in the House 
of Lords. As you knpvr, I havp already 
made a peer or two, and I wonder if 
you would care to be another. Let me 
know. I am, Yours, etc., 

Ramsay MacDonald. 

To President Coolidqe. 

Dear Mr. President,—! hasten, now 
that I am at the head of the British 
Government, to assure you of the cordial 
goodwill — ^more, affection — ^which I en- 
. tertain for your country, your’ people, 
. yourself, and even the Atlantic between , 
1 If I were not a Scotsman I should like 
. above all things to be an American. At 
► the moment there is, I think, no out- 
. standing question on which, we disagree, 
« except possibly rum-running. I am 
i sorry that our activities in that direction 
5 cause you any embarrassment, although 
L as a Scotsman I cannot but feel pride 
in the thought of what perils men will 
go through to obtain the product of oiii 
distilleiies. You must not, however. 

Mr. President, allow anjiihing of that 
kind to disturb ourvery happy relations. 

Assuring you again of my admiration 
for all things American, 

I am, Yom's, etc., 

Eamsat MacDonald. 

p.g _I like your Kellogg. 

B.V.L. 

VALENTINES FOR SICK CHILDREN. 

“Dear Mr. Punch,” the letter be-" 
gan, — ‘ ‘ N obody has helped this Hospital 
so much as you.” Well, when a letter 
begins like that, I am bound to read it 
to the end, with a smile of self-com- 
placency, though I am too matiixe not 
to know when I am being flattered. 
And the letter hints that an old love of 
mine — the Hospital for Sick Children 
in Great Ormond Street— would like r 
valentine from me (this of course is 
Leap Year) and from anybody else that 

I can think of and get in touch with., 
The idea is that, as the Hospital was' 
born on St. Valentine’s Day (as long ago ] 
as 1852), this would be a good chance! 
of reviving the reputation of a Saint, 
who has of recent years been a liUle! 
under a shadow by sending a practical 
valentine in the form of a cheque or 
Treasury note in aid of the good work' 
that is done in Great Ormond Street. 
Last year the Hospital had the care of 
3,498 in-patients and about 100,000 out- 
patients ; and to-day it has over 500 on 
its in-patient waiting list — all little 
children under twelve years of age. 

Well, Valentine’s Day is to-morrow, 
and my kind readers will be nicely in 
time with their birthday gifts if they 
will please send them at once to the 
Treasurer (J. F. W. Deacon, Esq.) of 
the Hospital for Sick Children, Great 
Ormond Street, W.G.l. JMOHHCII)* 

‘*At Covrnt Garben. 

The Rudden illness of Mr. Walter Hyde 
made it impossible for the British National 
Opera Company to perform * The Magic Flue ' 
on Saturday afternoon.” — Pa^)er, 

It is inferred that Mr. Hyde was en- 
gaged at home on a one-man rendering 
of this well-known malady. 

Mr. , who is in charge of new music 

schemes at Messrs. 's restaurants, said, 

with each tune the entire decorative scheme 
of the bandstand would be altered. If the 
orchestra were playing ‘ Parsifal ’ the setting 
would be G hie — and so on.” — Musical Pa])cr, 

To indicate that the diners were taking 
it in the right spirit ? 

“Crime -in increased last year by 50 

. per cent. The year before there was only one 
case ; last year two.” — Boots Papei\ 

\ Our tame arithmetician says the seri- 
. ousnesspf the situation has been much 
‘ underestimated, and that the increase 
, is really 100 per cent. 
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A BEAU, ho'wever liard lie tries, 
Grows tubby without exercise. 

Our Teddy Bear is short and fat, 
Which is not to be wondered at; 
He gets what exercise he can 
By falling off the ottoman. 

But generally seems to lack 
The energy to clamber back. 

Now tubbiness is just the thing 
Which gets a fellow wondering; 
And Teddy worried lots about 
The fact that he was rather stout. 
He thought : “ If only I were thin I 
But how does anyone begin ? ” 

He thought : It really isn’t fair 
To grudge me exercise and air,” 


For many weeks he pressed in vain 
His nose against the window-pane, 
And envied those who walked 
about 

Reducing their unwanted stout. 
None of the people he could see ‘ 

Is quite ’ ’ (he said) ” as fat as me ! ” 
Then, with a still more moving 
sigh, 

I mean ” (he said), “ as fat as I T 


Now Teddy, as was only right. 
Slept in the ottoman at night. 
And with him crowded in as well 
More animals than I can tell ; 


WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

IX. — ^Teddy Bear. 


Not only these, but books and tilings, 
Such as a kind relation brings, 

(Did tales of “ Once upon a time,” 
And history re-told in rhyme. 


One night it happened that he 
took 

A peep at an old picture-book. 


Wherein he came across by chance 
The picture of a King of France 
(A stoutish man), and, down below. 
These words ; “ King Louis So-and- 
So, 

Nicknamed ‘The Handsome.*” 
Thei*ehe sat, 

Atul ithifik of it 1) the tmn xms fat ! 


Our bear rejoiced like anything 
To read about this famous King, 
Nicknamed ^^TheHa'ndsovie.** There 
he sat. 

And certainly the man was fat, 
NiclcnorTiiedf “ The Haridsmne.'" Not 
a doubt 

The man was definitely stout. 

Why then a bear (for all his tub) 
IS^gbt yet be named “The Hand- 
some Cub ! *’ 


“Might yet be named,” Or did he 
mean , ^ , 

That years ago he “might have 
been”? 


For now he felt a slight misgiving : 
“Is Louis So-and-So still living ? 
Fashions in be^-uty have a way 
Of altering from day to day ; 

Is * Handsome Louis ’ with us yet? 
Unfortunately I forget.” 

Next morning (nose to window-pane) 
The doubt occurred to him again. 
One question hammered in his head : 
“ Is he alive or is he dead ? ” 

Thus nose to pane he pondered; but 
The lattice-window, loosely shut, 
Swungopen, Withonestaj:tled“Oh!” 
Our Teddy disappeared below. 

There happened to be passing by 
A plump man with a twinkling eye, 
Who, seeing Teddy in the street. 
Raised him politely to his feet, 

And murmured kindly in his ear 
Soft words of comfort and of cheer : 
“WelljWelU” “Allowmel” “Not 
at all.” 

“ Tut-tut 1 A very nasty fall.” 

Our Teddy answered not a word ; 

It *s doubtful if he even heard. 

Our bear could only look and look : 
The stout man in iuae picture-book ! 
That “handsome ” King— could this 
be he. 

This man of adiposity? 


•^‘Impossible,” he thought; “but 
still. 

No harm in asking. Yes, I will f ’ ’ 

“ Are you,” he said, “ by any chance 
His Majesty the King of France ? ” . 
The other answered, “ I am that,” 
Bowed stiffly and removed his hat ; 
Then said,“Excuseme,” with an air, 

“ But is it Mr. Edward Bear ? ” 

And Teddy, bending very low, 
Replied politely, “ Even so.” 

They stood beneath the window . 
there, 

The King and Mr. Edward Bear, 

And, handsome, if a trifle fat. 

Talked carelessly of this and that . . . 
Then said His Majesty, “ Well, well, 

I must get on,” and rang the bell. 
“Your bear, I think,” he smiled. 

“ Good-day 1 ” 

And turned and went upon his way. 

A bear, however hard he tries, 

Grows tubby without exercise ; 

Our Teddy Bear is short and fat, 
Which is not to be wondered at. 

But do you think it worries him 
To know that he is far from slim ?* 
No, just the other way about— 

He ’sprowdof being short and stout. 



THE IRONIES OF EXCAVATION. 

(From Our Special Correspondent at 
Carthage.) 
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opened. If possibleitisof moredazzling been more than mitigated by the gor- 
nON. splendour and monumental magnifi- geous appearance of the third shrme, 
cLce than the first, being cut entirely disclosed to-day to the enmptured gaze 


oufc of solid emerald, 'svitli incised re- 


Ef Car haS hS'e been ciwned with Febrmry ini-Some sUght dis- baffles description by^s kaleidoscopic 
ghSr-T’olrtl door w^ ^ appointment has been c aused by the fluoms^p^^ Beaverhead y^s 

of what pro\ eson mcontestable ^ — Hichens murmured in a thrill- 

evidencetobethefimeralenam- 
ber of the famous butill-starred 
Queen Dido. The outer slorine, 

■ which fills most of the cham- 
ber, is of indescribable magnifi- 
cence, being entirely chrysele- 
phantine in its fabric, inlaid 
with a profusion of priceless 
jewels. On the north side 
there is another and smaller 
chamber, crowded with fmni- 
ture, statues and art treasures, 
superb in their design and naar- 
veilously opulent in material. 

Febnutry 5th . — ^Further ex- 
plorations of the great and 
epoch-making discovery re- 
ported in my last despatch 
have revealed some curious 
features in the construction of 
the shrine. It appears on 
closer examination that the 
gold on the east, south and 
west sides is really tin cleverly 
painted so as to represent the 
more precious metal, and that 
•what seems to be ivory is really 
a synthetic substance approxi- 
mating somewhat to modem 
vulcanite. The upholstery of 
the magnificent throne found 
in the imier chambers shows 
signs of imjperfect w^orkman- 
ship. It will be remembered 
that at the close of her reign 
Dido was obliged to intervene y 
in drastic fashion in industrial | 
disputes, and it is surmised \ 

that some of the workmen re- ^ 

taliated by scamping the exe- ’ — ’ ' 

cution of their tasks. Grave dhubal and Hannibal. 

doubts are already felt as to the ^*^**^^"*"'*'*'*"^ 

iewels on the shrine, several of An ao*onv ” ' 

(vbich, on close miueralogieaJ “CUEIOSmES OF LITEBATUBK” ..DEA.FBriu.lstayinsBourue- 

scrutiny, have proved to be ol li-n? Exquisite McKenna (Stephen). month, I try to be of good courage, 

coloured glass. The magnifi- ^ but it is difficult. — ^Alone.” 

cent but somewhat sinister bust of discoveiy that the second or emerald DaMy Fairer, 

JEneas found in the inner chamber, shrine is really built of bricks covered A “ brighter Bournemouth ” seems to 
while it anticipates in some respects -with a thin coating of painted tiles. It be required, 
the methods of Mr. Epstein, is not of is also more than probable that the — “ 

Numidian marble, as was originaUy Tyrian script is in fact parb of a rather She knew enough about goU to reahsethat 
xMiiiutiiciu ao >vcuo j j ^ I 4- 4-1,.. as a onesoHie, With a foursome at her heels, 

supposed, but of a somewhat inferior rough decorative design, and that the had no right to existence on that earth, 
plaster. portraits of Melkarth and Ashtoreth « Go through, of course,' she said, ydthout 

' February 10th — ^Torday, amid scenes are merely rude graffiti or caricatures speaking. ‘Eon’t mind me in the least.'” 

, of unparalleled excitement and in the scraped on the surface by the workmen ^ Magazine. 

of several leading Touareg in moments of exuberance, or when the Onlyaveryclevergirlcouldhavecon- 
^ Hollywood magnates and Lord supervision of their foreman was re- veyed all that just with a forward wave 

Bkkenbrook, the second shrine was laxed. But these disappointments have of her club. 



of a select group of notables, including 
Mrs. Eosita Fobbes, Lord Beaverhead 
and Mr. Eobebt Hichens. The material 
of which the shrine is composed is at 
present occult from observation and 
baffles description by its kaleidoscopic 
fluorescence. Lord Beaverhead -v^as 

profoundly moved and Mr. 

Hichens murmured in a thrill- 
ing vrhisper “This beats The 
Garden of Allah y 
Febrnary 21st , — ^The mater- 
’ ial of the third shrine turns out 
to be a curious form of solidi- 
fied putty .dyed with a tincture 
distilled from peacocks' tails, 
i the secret of vrhich was only 
I known to the Phoenicians, ac- 
cording to PoMPONius Mela, 
The labour trouble, already re- 
ferred to, appears to have been 
acute at this stage of the con- 
struction of the tomb, and on 
all four sides the cracks and 
fissures are so frequent as to 
argue excessive haste and even 
carelessness on the part of the 
wwkmen. But language fails 
me when I attempt to render 
justice to the glories of the 
fourth and final shrine and the 
sarcophagus which it holds. 
These were disclosed to-day, 
with results so overwhelming 
that I must resen^e them till 
my next despatch. 

February 28th — ^The fourth 
shrine is made of loapier-mdcli ^ 
or, to be more correct, of pulped 
papyrus. The sarcophagus is 
a cenotaph. Mrs. Eosita | 
^ Sobbes has left in her chariob | 
^ drawn by cassowaries for Tim- 
/ \ buctoo, and Mr. Hichens has 
I returned to Biskra to complete 
^ J his great romantic Pentalogy 
dealingwiththelivesof Hamil- 
CAB, Himilco, Hanno, Has- 
■ ^ DBUBAL and Hannibal. 


An “agony”: — 

“ Dear, Friend. — Staying Bourne- J 
month, I try to be of good courage, 

but it is difficult. — ^Alone.” 

Daily Fairer. 

A “brighter Bournemouth” seems to 


“ She knew enough about golf to realise that 
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INTIMATE AFTERNOONS. 

II. — Breaking it Off. 

Scene — Wilfred and Veronica are talc- 
ing tea in the draxoing-rooiiu 

Veronica Qianding him a cup). It was 
most considerate of Aunt Polly to leave 
us alone together this afternoon. 

Wilfred {ivith constraint). Most. Cake, 
dear? 

F. Please. {FaUjSe,) I always thought 
that you took two lumps. 

TF. No, I never take more than one. 
{Pause.) Biscuits ? 

F. No, thanks. I like tea to be sketchy. 

W. Quite right. Tea is a terrible 
risk. May spoil one’s dinner. {Pause.) 

F. I like just one cup and some 
chocolates. 

W. That reminds me, Eonny. 

[He produces a lox. 

F. Wilfred, you are an angel — but 
you always were. {Anxiously) I hope 
you will go on spoiling me, Wilfred, 

W. {uneasily). Why not ? 

y. I mean when *'we have settled 
down. 

W. We needn’t think about that this 
afternoon,. 

F. We have got* to think about it. 


Wilfred, That *s why Aunt Polly has 
left us alone together. She expects it 
to take place very soon. 

TF. She has been expecting it for 
years. So has everybody. We were 
married in our cradles. Dash it, Eonny, 
we haven’t had a chance ! 

F. A chance of what ? 

IF. (lyrically). Freedom, romance, 
adventure. Here we are, engaged to 
be married. We hardly know how it 
happened, unless it was because the 
family expected it. And now, I sup- 
pose, we are going to fix the day be- 
cause Aunt Polly expects to be told 
about it when she gets back. It is per- 
fectly intolerable. 

F. So that *s what you had on your 
mind. 

IF. {earnestly). Look here, Eonny, 
I am not backing out, but would you 
be frightfully sorry if 

F. Break it off, you mean ? 

IF. Why not ? 

F. {sloxuly). It rather depends how 
keen we happen to be, doesn’t it ? I 
have often wondered. . 

W. {eagerly). You see what I mean. 
It has always been taken for granted; 
You don’t know any more than I do. 


What we want is freedom, romance, 
adventure. 

F. {drily). You said that before, Wil- 
fred. I think I know what it means. 
It means Doris Eafferty. 

W. {guiltily). What nonsense ! 

F. 1 noticed you dancing with her 
quite a lot the other evening. I am not 
surprised. You always had a weakness 
for red hair. 

IF, Don’t be absurd, Eonny. 

F. I admit it *s a very lovely shade. 

. IF. I never thought you would be 
jealous, Eonny. 

F. {brightly). Jealous! I am de- 
lighted i {Warmmg to her tactics) It 
makes everything so simple. It ’s the 
best thing that could happen. I have 
wanted to tell you for ages, but 1 never 

rl Q vpri 

TF.’Tell me what? 

F. (very demure). I know you will 

think me rather deceitful, but 

Well, I too have longed for freedom, 
romance, adventure; and red hair of 
that particular shade and texture is 
most terribly attractive. 

IF. {enlightened). You don’t mean 

•' y^ldown^st). Don’t compel me to 
be explicit, Wilfred. A girl doesn’t like 
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Smallholder, *‘Hebe, that last to^^ op hat you sent me only weighed fifteen htjndeed.” 

Dealer, “I be mortal glad you told me, Jarge. I were only going to charge eb half a ton.” 


to confess such things, even to an old 
friend* 

TF, That means Terence Eafferty. ^ I 
noticed you were dancing with him 
quite a lot the other evening, 

7, You must thank him nicely, Wil- 
fred, If he hadn’t danced so much with 
me you would not have been able to 
dance so much with his sister, {Sud- 
denly claspmg her hands) Oh, Wilfred, 
dear, isn’t it simply splendid ? 

T7 {dubionsly). That ’s all very well; 
but there *s no occasion to be so terribly 
jolly about it. 

V, But think how awkward it would 

be if either of us were really keen. 
Bat, as neither of us cares a bit, it ’s ! 
just hip I hip t hurrah I It ’s freedom 

W, Yes, but 

7. Eomance 

TF. All the same 

7. Adventure 1 

,T7. [frigidly). It may be a motive 
for moderate satisfaction that we so 
entirely agree, but it ’s hardly an occa- 
sion for an exuberance so unbridled. 
-.7. What lovely words ! Some, day, 
d;ear', you will be a great orator. I shall 
refwd .your speeches in The Timef^ and 


be very proud to think that once we 
were almost engaged, I hope^ Doris 
will invite me to dinner occasionally 
when you are a great man. 

[She crozes zuith cmzisement at this 
delightful idea. 

W. {nettled). I 'm not sure that I like 
your manner. I don’t think it ’s alto- 
gether nice. 

V. {flippantly). He loves me, he loves 
me not , . . which is a great relief to 
both of us. 

17, Eeally, Eonny, it simply isn’t 
decent, 

V. {opening her eyes). What ’s the 
matter ? 

T7. There’s no need to be so horribly 
pleased. We ’ve had some jolly times 
together,, and— er — and old associa- 
tions, you know. One feels a certain 
regret. 

7, But we shall always be friends, 
I hope. You will come to tea occa- 
sionally, and it will be so much nicer 
now. that we are no longer expected to 
be sentimental. Only when you have 
nothing better to do, of course. I don’t 
want you to feel bound in any way, 
and you must not neglect dear Doris. 


T7. {stiffly). I am not exactly en- 
gaged to Doris Eafferty. 

7. Then you had better take the 
necessary steps at once. The§e half- 
measures are most unsatisfactory, as 
we know ourselves from experience. 

TF. {sarcastically). Meanwhile,! sup- i 
pose Terence will be offering you the 
devotion of a lifetime. 

7. He hasn’t mentioned it yet. 
Doubtless with a little encouragement 
he will become rather more enterpris- 
ing — especially now that you are out 
of the way. 

T7, {smaz'ting zinder the lash). Look 
here, Eonny— do you really care for 
this fellow ? 

7. I haven’t tried, but I will do my 
best. I shouldn’t like you to feel that 
I was in any way on your mind. 

17. {doggedly). Do you care for this 
fellow, or don’t you? 

7. I haven’t seriously inquired. You 
see I always considered that my des- 
tiny was settled. Now that I am free 
I shall doubtless develop all kinds of 
unexpected emotions. 

T7, {setting his teeth), ^ou refuse 
to answer my question ? 
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F. Set your mind at rest, Wilfred, 
dear. If it *s not Terence, it will cer- 
tainly be someone else. I am not at 
all the sort of girl to be left alone. If 
I am the least little bit on your con- 
science, you may throw me off at once. 
I am bound to enjoy life whatever hap- 
pens. Bless yon, dear boy, and be 
happy with the girl of your choice, 

TF. Eeally, Eonny, your manner is 
most extraordinary. Do all the years 
we have spent together count for no- 
thing ? 

F. They count, alas ! It *s a way 
years have. 

TF. Your whole attitude suggests that 
you are glad to be quit of me, and that 
you are delighted to seize the oppor- 
tunity. You Ve been absolutely heart- 
less over the whole affair. You know 
perfectly well that I don’t care a button 
for Doris Eafferty, and that I should 
never dream of mentioning her in the 
same breath with — with the girl to 
whom I have been practically engaged 
for the last seven years. 

F. How nice of you, Wilfred ! Is it 
really seven years ? 

TF. Seven years next November. 

F. What a splendid head you have 
for dates ! 

TF, (insinuatingly). It has been a 
very good time for both of us. 

F, I suppose it has, in spite of Aunt | 
Polly and her expectations. I 

IF. (diplomatically). Well, after all, I 
they were reasonable expectations. 

V, I thought that was why you 
hated them. You don’t want to be 
reasonable. You want freedom, ro- 
mance I 

TF. Exactly; and I have begun to i 
realise what is the best way to getj 
them. Can’t you guess ? 

V. That ’s an easy one. The answer 
is red hair.- 

TF. I discovered the true answer the 
moment I was free to choose. That 
was just a quarfcer-of-an-hour ago. 

V. How very rapid of you ! In fact 
it seems hardly decent after all these 
years. You might at least have allowed 
a reasonable interval to elapse between 
the old love and the new. Men do 
that even for their widows. 

TF. (crossly), A man can’t have a 
widow unless he is dead. 

F. Well, you know what I mean. 

TF. Your meaning is all wrong ; and 
I believe you know it. 

F, (meekly). Then I hope you will 
put me right, Wilfred dear. I think 
perhaps it ’s time that you did. 

TF, (loithdifficulty). Eonny darling — 

F. (protesting). Eeally, Wilfred, I 
don’t think such expressions are quite 
correct coming from an ex-fiance. 

TF. Confound it, Eonny, don’t you 
appreciate the position? I am ‘in love 


with you. I didn’t realise it before. 
I know now that I adore you. I dis- 
covered it the moment I was free to 
choose, 

F. (modestly). Oh, Wilfred! This is 
so unexpected. 

TF. (Jmskily). Tell me, dear— do you 
care for me enough to 

F. (shyly). Yes, dear. I discovered 
it a quarter-of-an-hour ago. In fact I 
discovered it the moment you wanted 
to be free to choose. 

TF. (catching her m his arms). You ’re 
a villain, Eonny. I believe you have 
been playing with me. 

F. Never mind, dear. All’s well 
that ends well. [She sighs blissfully. 


TF. When shall it be ? 

F. I thought perhaps the seventeenth 
of next month. That would suit Aunt 
Polly splendidly. 

TF Aunt Polly be 

F. (putting a hand over his mouth). 
Never mind Aunt Polly, dear. It will 
suit us perfectly too. Does anything 
else really matter ? 

TF Nothing else will really matter 
as long as the world goes round. 

for the rest of the afternoon 
Aunt Polly is completely forgotten) ' 

“ Sectional Shod, 6 ft. x 6ft. 9 in. x 4 ft. x 
4 iV^--Advt. in Local Paper. 

The Eourth Dimension found at last 1 




. AFTERWARDS. 

**Hajve you seen OuUvard Bound 7'^ 
she inquired. 

No,” I said, “ not yet. It keeps on 
moving about so rapidly. Sometimes 
it’s in the Northern suburbs and 
sometimes it ’s in the West End/” 
Well, it ’s in the West End now.” 

**Imust tryto catch it,” I said. “The 
title has been my favourite notice in 
the Tube for a long time, I always see ' 
it as one of those commands in Physical 
Training that we used: to love so muolr. 
Outwar d "" hot md* Inward""- ■■■sp? 
don’t you know,” But of course she 
didn’t know. 

“It doesn’t mean that at all,” she 
told me. “ It ’s about, a lot of people 
who are all dead,” 

“That sounds rather interesting. 
Was it?” 

“No,” she said. “Not to me. Every- 
thing was so utterly grotesque.” 

" I suppose it is rather a grotesque 
subject for a flo/yj' I agreed. “ Of 
course in DantE' ” 

“It wasn’t like Dante a bit,” she 
said, taking an olive. “The whole 
occurs on board a ship, just by 
the saloon bar. '^But you can’t make 
head or tail of it, really. When any- 


body goes outside on deck there is com- 
plete darkness and mystery, but inside 
the saloon everything is quite normal, 
and there 's a young man who keeps 
drinking whisky- and-soda all the time.” 

“ Is that what he died of ? ” 

“ I don’t know/* she said. That ’s 
just the trouble about tlie play. No- 
thing seems to be explained. There ’s 
a steward in the saloon, a man who 
committed suicMe. But there’s no 
creWi and the passengers speak in one 
place about having had dinner; yet 
there doesn’t seem to have been any 
cook.” 

. “Bather like' life on earth,” I mur- 
mured. “ Not here, of course,” I went 
on hastily. ^‘Who else was there on 
your ship?” . . - 

‘ Oh, a woman with a past, and a 
' financier, a clergyman, • and a char- 
woman and two lovers. And they all 
realised one after another that they 
were dead, except the two lovers, who 
weren't really dead at all. They were 
only half -dead, because they had taken 
gas to kill themselves, but they came 
to in the last Act and escaped.” 

“Could tlwy get drinks?” I asked, 
rather interested. The terrene licens- 
ing laws have always baffled me com- 
pletely. 


! “They didn’t,” she said. “They kept - 
flitting about, and one of them kept 
-seeing a dog, which was called Jock. 
;It was a kind of ghostly dog, you see, 
because it was a live dog, and they were 
half dead, and of colirse the completely 
’dead people couldn’t see it.” ' 

“ No, of eburse liot,’*’ I said brightly, 
jlielping myself to Brussels-sprouts. 

’ “ Did anything else happen ? ” 

“ Oh, yes ; the most puzzling part of 
all. There was a Great Examiner who 
came aboard when the ship got to the 
other end. And what do you think be 
was ? A clergyman in white ducks. It 
appeared that heaven and hell were the 
same place.” 

“That does make the white ducks 
rather difiBicult,” I said. “I mean the 
; temperature, you know. You’d have 
expected the climate to be more like 
England. Or perhaps not England — 
say British Columbia or New Zealand. 
Was there anything else funny about 
him?” 

“Well, he had rather long grey hair.” 
*^hat seems much moreappropriate,” 

I submitted, though for the life of me 
I couldn’t imagine why. “And what 
did he examine them on ? ” 

“ He told them all their past lives, 
and so far as I could make out (but I ’m 
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not sure) he gave them consciences, and 
then they had to live their lives over 
again. All except the financier, because 
he wouldn’t admit that he was born a 
German, and I don’t know wdiat hap- 
pened to him.” 

expect he had to live in the Euhr,” 
I said. ‘‘And what about the two 
lovers who were gassed? ” 

“They couldn’t be examined at all, 
don’t you see? because they weren’t! 
dead. They had to go back in the! 
ship,” I 

I felt a doubt as to whether I was I 
really coming to grips with it yet. And 
then I remembered a review. 

“Didn’t one of the critics say,” I 
asked her, “that the whole action was 
probably meant to be a dream ? The 
dream of the two lovers just before 
they came to themselves again? ” 
“Yes; but if it was that,'' she said, 
“we ought to have seen them at the 
beginning, before the dream began— 
when they were taking the gas, 3^011 
know.” 

“ Eathor a gloomy opening, wouldn’t 
it be?” I suggested. “I mean, it 
seems to have been comparatively bright 
on board the ship, from what you tell 
me. Besides, I think it would be rather 
difficult to bring the scent of gas across 
the footlights without really turning it 
on. There’s always a lot of trouble 
about making a death completely death- 
like on the st^age.” 

“But what do you suppose,” she 
went on, “ the Censortliought about the 
play? I mean, it’s really a religious 
subject, isn’t it ? ” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’ll ask 
Mr. Street if you like. By the way, 
didn’t you say at the beginning that you 
weren’t interested in this plaj^ ? ” 

“Did I?” 

“Yes, you did. 1 don’t believe that 
was quite an accurate way of putting it, 
was it?” 

“ Well, are yo 2 i interested ? ” 

“Ob, of course I’m not,” I said. “All 
the same I think I shall go and see it. 
I should like to have a look at the 
Great Examiner," E. V. K. 


EEBEDAEY HYACINTHS. 

In Autumn’s dearth 
Of warmth and mirth, 
Take of kind earth 
The fill of bow”l, 

And in it lay 
Fair bulbs, and say, 

“ To this mere clay 
Be living soiil” 

And now, behold, 

Ere green and gold 
To wood and wold 
Abroad entice, 





TJie Master, “ While I away rou will take your oedees peom the mistress, Giles." 
The Gardener, “Yes, Sra— same as if you was at home.” 


Pinks, whites and blues 
Do fill 3 "our cruse 
With scents and hues 
Of Paradise. 

Ill close-knit tw-iiis 
Of waxen curls 
Each head unfurls 
Beloved, apart ; 
Becmied, I ’d add. 

To match the lad 
Of old who had 
Apollo’s heart. 

Gan bard do less, 

Then, than confess 
% The loveliness 

That doth belong 
To flowers that stand 
For Beauty, and 
By his command, 

Our Lord of Song ? 


Could column rare 
A grief more fair 
Lilt into air 
From graven plinth ? 
Could love be lit 
By flame more fit, 

Llore exquisite, 

Than H^^aeinth ? 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“ Herculanean efforts were made to keep tlio 
fire to a confined area .” — Indian Paj^er. 

It sounds like the Last Days of Pom- 
peii. — 

At a religious lectiu'e : — 

“After the singing of the good old hj^mn, 
' All police that on earth do dwell ' . . 

Canadian Paper. 

We don’t recall this hymn. Possibl}" it 
is anew setting of “The Boys in Blue.” 
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THE SECRET OF THE BROKEN TRADITION. 

[Dea.b Editor, — After attending an 
engineers’ dinner I read, during the 
train journey home, a story by a woman 
in a popular magazine. This is the 
result, I ’m sorry.] 

Of course I have to disguise the char- 
acters in this story, for we railwaymen 
have a tradition to uphold, and it does 
not do to make these things public. 

^ The train which I for the purposes of 
‘ this occasion have designated the 11.59 
■ from the No' 9 platform actually leaves 
’ the No. 7 platform at 12.36. But you 
will understand. 

If you have^stood on the No. 9 plat- 
form of the L.S.N.R. station at one 
minute to twelve you cannot help being 
struck by the wonderfully orderly and 
punctual departure of the 11.69 express. 
As the hand of the big electric clock in 
the station hall flicks on to the minute 
the guard steps into his van and the 
train, after three powerful snorts from 
the engine, sets off on its journey. It 
. was back in ’45 (the year of the Gauge 
Commission), when the 11.59 was first 
scheduled; and within a few months 
its punctual departure had won for the 
L.S.N.R. an enviable reputation. By 
1867 an American Society of Traffic 
Managers had mentioned it twice in 
their Proceedings, and a German Com- 
pany had sent its departmental heads 
jon a pilgrimage to stand on the No. 9 
platform. 

In 1871 young Hallem- Carter, in a 



“She elung heh arms round the itrr- 
mah’s neck.” 

moment of facetiousness, asked his un- 
cle, the Chairman of the Company, what 
would happen if the express started 
late. The old gentleman, after making 
the necessary alterations in his will, 
died of heart failure. 

Tradition overcame even the obstacle 
of the Great War. And then, in these 
times of super-heaters, piston valves, 


booster engines and synchronised elec- 
tric clocks, one day the train started late. 

The woman was the fair blue-eyed 
girl who sits in the cigarette kiosk on 
the platform eating chocolate-creams 
and reading novels. Even a woman 
rival would have to admit that she was 



“Then he threw her on to the per- 
manent-way.” 

not bad-looking. But her fiancdt the 
fireman of the 11.59, had made the 
pioneer discovery that she was the only 
woman in the world. 

The day on which the express was 
late was marked by the glorious weather 
that makes the countryside almost as 
good as a railway poster. 

It was 11.55, and Sir. Algernon Strong, 
who had passed the kiosk for the thirty- 
seventh time, gnawed off and gulped 
down the remainder of his moustache. 
A minute was relegated to the limbo of 
the Irretrievable Past. He betook him- 
self to the kiosk to buy cigarettes to 
soothe his frayed nerves. The goddess 
of the kiosk, seeing that he trembled 
like an aspen-leaf and tried to light a 
match with a cigarette, divined with a 
woman’s keen instinct that he was 
agitated and, in the manner of her sex, 
wrung the whole poignant story from 
his over-burdened soul. 

In a voice strung taut with passion 
he told her that his beloved one, with 
whom he was going away bn their first 
holiday together, had not yet arrived. 
Hehadreserved acarriage. Hegroaned, 
and then — the clock’s hand jumped 
to two minutfes to twelve. Afar off he 
caught sight of her in the station-hall 
crowd, struggling to reach the barrier. 
He saw all her soul shining through 
her eyes. Would she reach the train 
in time ? 

Quickly the lady of the kiosk rose. 
“ Go to her,” she^ commanded. “ The 
*cnrfew shall not ’* But he was gone. 


Opening the flap of her box she real- 
ized with a woman’s intuition the irre- 
levancy, in such a situation, of the vast 
commercial machine of which she was 
a part. One spring of her lithe young 
body took her on to the foot-plate of 
the locomotive. 

The fireman stood hesitating betwixt 
duty and desire. The driver looked 
at the big clock, the.hand of which was 
already on the minute of departure. 
The wild-eyed guard rushed, whistle in 
mouth, up the platform. But in the 
moment when she flung her arms round 
the fireman’s neck and glued her lips to 
his, passion surged up from the nether- 
most depths of his being and obliterated 
the existence of everything but the 
mingling of their souls. Then reason 
returned. “ Go away, my love,” he 
whispered through his ears. But she 
clung closer yet. 

The old Scottish driver placed a strong 
hand on the girl’s shoulder. 

“ My God ! ” he said, just like that. 
“ My God ! ! ” (No, sorry. That ’s the 
wrong author.) Then he threw her on 
to the permanent- way. The door of a 
reserved carriage slammed. The clock 
hand jumped forward half-a-minute 
before the engine had time to give its 
accustomed three snorts. 

And thus was a tradition, which took 
three-quarters of a century to build, 
broken. 

Afar in the wilderness a chipmunk 





“The guard, in a fit of abstraction, 

ATE THE BYE-LAWS OF THE COMPANY.” 

howled. (My mistake, I turned over 
two pages at once.) 

sj! 

Up in the superintendent’s office the 
old station-master absent-mindedly ac- 
ceded to the office-boy’s request to be 
allowed leave of absence that be might 
be able to bury bis seventeenth grand- 
mother. The, sight which the old ser- 
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vant had jusb seen had left him a brohen 

man .... 

The guard, in a fit of abstraction, 
ate the bye-laws of the company as he 
paced the narrow confines of his van 

In a reserved first-class carriage two 
happy lovers mingled eyebrows. Ob- 
livious of the havoc that they had 
wrought, he had swept her head back 
and kissed her mouth so long and pas- 
sionately that Time stopped still .... 

In the locomotive’s cab the old driver 
looked through tear-dimmed eyes at 
misty signal semaphores, and a^o^g 
fireman contemplated suicide .... 

And in the kiosk a fair-haired girl 
pictured herself as The Lady Enoline 
m. All for Love, All the woman in 
her had risen to this great occasion. 
Like some presiding goddess she sat 
transfixed, her eyes shining, 

jji JIJ iJJ 

AIL this happened a month ago, and 
now, if you buy cigarettes, the girl at 
the kiosk says to you, “ You ’d better 
run. Sir ; this train always Leaves on 
time.” 

Tbe guard as he takes your tip will 
mutter, Never been late since I Ve 
b^n on hear, and that ’s twenty year.” 
And the old station-master will consult 
his big silver watch and talk about the 
punctuality that is a pride to behold. 


For we railw^aymen have a tradition to 
uphold, and it does not do to make 
this sort of thing public. 

A FAIRY YALENTIRL 

Comb out to me, come out ancl be 
My Valentine this morning ; 

Far have I come and far have sought 
To find the gifts that I have brought — 
And all for your adorning : — 

A pearly comb as white as foam 
(In a mermaid’s cave I found it). 
Painted shoes and a piufied shawi, 

A gilt pomander sweet as small 
With a rhyming posy round it ; 

A rose in bloom ; a crimson plume 
Pegged from a kindly robin ; 

A pot of star-dust for yoiu wdngs, 

And rainbow silk, to stitch your things, 
Wound on an ivory bobbin. 

And, search who may by night, by day, 
The countryside and city, 

He ’ll find no braver gifts than mine ; 
Then will you be my Valentine ? 

And will you not, my pretty ? E. F. 

Another Impending Apology. 

^‘Hotabians Aun Eecbeation foe Woekees. 

* How lo increase happiness ’ was the at- 
tractive title of a paper given to members of 

the Eotary Clnb by Eotarian H. 

Pjormcial 


FOOL^S MATE. 

I HAVE always been cominced that 
it is possible to checkmate the impor- 
tunities, often nefarious, of most human 
beings, including the Income-Tax Col- 
lector, provided one sets about it in the 
right way. 

As an instance I now record with due 
modesty how I overcame the desire of 
the Government to collect this year’s 
tax from me. 

So many people make the mistake 
of becoming angry with their local col- 
lector. I do not. On the other hand, I 
endeavour, with the aid of a little imag- 
ination, to regard him as of the same 
species as myself, as the following copy 
of a letter I wrote to him will plainly 
show. 

Deau Sifi, — Contrary to my expecta- 
tions I have received another demand,, 
for payment of income-tax. However, * 
I feel convinced that it is only due to 
an oversight made by one of your stai 
I am sure that my previous letter, in 
which I gave my reasons for reluctantly 
refusing to pay the tax, must have 
caused a man of your intellect and 
understanding to give instructions tliat 
further demands were not to be sent ' 
to n^e. 

^ Hence, as I say, I regard it as a ! 
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slight lapse on the part of a clerk. As 
a rule your stall' is so competent and 
courteous that I should take it as a 
personal favour if you would deal only 
lightly with the delinquent. 

In case, however, I am ^vrong in 
attributing your demand to a clerical 
error and your superiors should instruct 
you to threaten me, I think it advisable 
to mention that I should not in the 
least object to being imprisoned, as my 
cottage is leaky and in a bad state of 
repair. So you see it would be more 
of a punishinent to leave me where I 
am at present. 

In conclusion I should like to impress 
upon you that I cordially approve, as 
a matter of principle, of the custom by 
which individuals contribute to the 
cotlers of the State ; and, without com- 
mitting myself, I may say that, should 

I find it convenient to send a small 
sum to you next year, I will certainly 
do so. However, please do not build 
too much on this offer. 

Wishing you a happy and prosperous 
New Year, Yours truly 

Now you realise how easy it is to 
deal with matters of this kind by means 
of a firm and tactful letter. My wife, 
to whom I have shown it, agrees, with 
me that the matter can now be re- 
garded as settled, for a considerable 
time has elapsed without fm*ther de- 
mands being received. 

- ^ :!< ' * 

Later. — This morning’s post has just 
arrived, I open an O.H.M.S. envelope. 
Someone lias thwarted my heroic fight 
against tyranny. 

I unfold an acknowledgment from 
the Income-Tax Authorities for £3 2s. 
1(M. " I look up to meet the eyes of my 
wife. : ■ . . ' 

I couldn’t bear the thought of your 
going to" prison, Johnny,” she says, ‘‘so 
Ipaidit out ofthehousekeepingmoney.” 

I consider the fight well lost. 

“ GiBn IS Letter Case. Result.” 

Evening Paper. 

We can’t think how she got there, and 
trust the result was not serious. 

‘‘Meanwhile, a Labour Cabinet from which 
the name Arthur Henderson - was omitted 
would be the court- of the King of Denmark 
without Polomri^.^-^Pteligious Paper, 

This seems hardly , fair to “ Uncle 
Arthur.” 

“ County Foxhounds. 

The Mastership of this Pack will be vacant 
on May 1st, 1924. Country all grass, no wire ; 
coverts in order and holding 42 couples of 
homids ; ^ kennels and Master’s - Residence 
available.” — Advt. m Sporting Paper, 

Nothing is said about the coverts hold- 
ing any foxes ; but as this is an Irish 
hunt they are perhaps quartered in 
the kennels. 

AT THE PLAY. 

“The Fairy Tale” (Apollo). 

The Fairy Tale, by May Edginton, 
is really a most delightfully ingenuous 
business, very skilfully performed, and 
may be commended to those who like to 
experience the luxury of a really good 
wallow in sentimentality of the most 
shameless kind. I xmderstand that the 
exercise has valuable eupeptic effects. 

Let me tell you so much of the tale 
as is necessary for your guidance. Little 
John Star lived once upon a time (I 
don’t know what time — it was all a 
little vague) in a mean little house with 
a mean little father who whined and 
sneered, and a sweet little noble-hearted 
mother who encouraged her son in all 
his fine dreams, which were of being a 
very great man and living in a Tremen- 
jus House. She encouraged him be- 
cause, as she said, finely enough, “If the 
children can’t go into battle with hope, 
to whom are we to look for our victor- 
ies ? ” or ^Yords something to that effect. 
But' she also warned him that there 
were giants who would take a bit of 
conquering. And altogether she was a 
dear, h^pful, wise little woman.' Her 
chicken - hearted husband however, 
thoroughly fed up with English life and 
work, whisks her off to New' Zealand, 
leaving his dreaming off'spring to fend 
inore or less for himself. .'And here 
endeth the Prologue; 

Now Yoxmg Joh7i used to hear the 
“rolling. of the dranxs” (and also, I 
rather fancy, “voices,” like Joan of Arc), 
so you arenot to, be surprised that seven- 
teen years later all England is ringing 
with the narne of a Private John Star 
who has done something stupendous on 
the Afghan border and is to be rewarded 
with a V.C. and a commission; also 
with the hand of Lesley, only daughter 
of Sir Senry Sta^iley of Bed Manor, a 
daiding vague old man with a perfectl^u 
sweet butler. It had all, as~a matter of 
fact, happened in the most natural way 
in the world — for a fairy tale. Private 
Star on fuidough, six months before the 
Afghanistan adventure, had been sitting 
hot and tired on a heap of stones in the 
road, and Lesley had opened the garden 
gate. They had exchanged just one 
glance, and Lesley, in rather a leap- 
yearish sort of a way, bad said very 
simply, “ Won’t you come in ? ” and so 
forth. 

Private 'John Star had a rival, a very 
unpleasant', rising young statesman. 
This ass took the formal annoimcement 
of Lesley* s engagement to the rank out- 
sider as a personal affront and left the 
house, spurning a perfectly good dinner, 
which included the first of the outdoor 
peaehes- 7 -such the measure of his pas- 
sion and chagrin. Not, however, before 

uttering a very slightly modified version 
of a familiar prophecy: “ No matter. A 
time will come ! ” 

Thirteen years elapse. General John 
StaVr wutli a tremendous record as 
soldier and administrator and Man of 
Iron, is returning through' cheering 
crowds to a Tremendous House left him, 
with a fortune, by an eccentric stranger. 

A perfectly glorious world indeed, as he 
had always maintained. And to-mor- 
row he, John Star, is- to be knighted 
at Buckingham Palace; and his little 
mother, now happily widowed (and, to 
tell the truth, rather conveniently for- 
gotten these thirty years), is to return 
from New Zealand to find him in a 
cocked-hat, scarlet tunic and gold spurs 
all complete. 

But there is distinctly a giant in the 
ointment. The rising young statesman 
has meanwhile not been idle. On the 
contrary, the infant which Mrs, (to- 
morrow, Lady) Star is expecting is his. 
This is a facer. Anyone in- a fairy tale 
can march into action (old style) to the 
rolling of the drun :\3 and the blare of 
the trumpets; anyone can inherit a for- 
tune and be made a knight and wear a 
cocked-hat. But can he overcome him- 
self ? He cannot. - * 

Shall he kill his wife? (She may 
cower when he so coarsely mentions 
that unpleasant word bastard, but other- 
wise she is fairly calm about the matter 
and offers various excuses in a detached 
sort of way.) Shall he kilLtlie -states- 
man ? No ; but it is nice to he^r him 
stamp up and down talking about it. 
Of course, as we guessed, the little 
mother will arrive just in- time to, save 
the situation very sweetly and vaguely. 

The great soldier will not kill his 
wife. (He never seemed. to harbour 
any sort of suspicion that this “wasn’t 
done.” That no doubt showed his low 
origin.) .He will not even divorce her. 
He will rebuild the ruins of his love. 
One only slight reservation he will 
make, as he explains to the lover not 
without a certain directness. He will, if 
ever he finds that'that worthy, who has 
just been ordered by his Government to 
Washington (I couldn’t help wondering 
why), has returned to ‘England, and if 
he ever again speaks to or even of Lady 
Star — ^why then he, J ohn Sta7', will with 

his own hands break his- neck. 

Does the young statesmen believe him ? 
he asks ^imly, “I’m afraid I do,” 
says the Y. S. and . slinks ' out, having 
got off on the whole more cheaply than 
he anticipated. 

And that broadly is The Fairy Tale 
of the Tremendous House of Sir John 
Star, “ where he learned all about man’s 
greatest foe, who sits and sleeps and 
eats and walks and loves with him, and 
is greater than any of the other giants ; 
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where at length he slew that last giant j a fairly heavy ^^last straw to break how this confession would be likely to 
where he and his mother sat by the fire the back of a Camel who had emerged commend the youth to him, eitlier as a 
and dreamed again and fought again and intact from sixteen years of such treat- personal friend or as an eligible hus- 
heard the trumpets blow.” Well, well 1 ment. band for his niece.^ However, it had the 

What a dear sweet little mother Miss Mr. Somerset Maugham may,^ of desired effect of driving the Camel wild, 
Mary Jerrold was ! And what a fine course, say that during all that time after which there was a general conspir- 
figure of a successful soldier risen from had diplomatically suppressed acy to treat his every word and gesture 

the ranks was Mr. Godfrey Teaele, her gift of irony so as to get her own as a symptom of actual madness which 
looking quite as if he could break with way; but she was human, and could not had to be humoured. This situation 

his o\vn hands anybody’s neckl always have resisted the temptation to may ngt be very novel, but it gave scope 

Andwhat areally charming old dodderer use the rapier of her wit on so easy and for some fun wdiich, if perhaps a little 
of a fond father was Mr. C. V. Fe-SJS^ce’s vulnerable an object. obvious, was at least clean fun. And it 

Sir Hemij Stanleu, how detached After a dullish opening the play afforded a happy excuse for the inter- 
and unlikely was Miss MoyisA Macgill .brightened with the entrance of Her- vention of the family doctor in the 
as an erring bride. Lady Tree had the mmie ; but it was not till the introduc- person of Mr. Holman Clark, who ap- 
quite irrelevant and, I thought, tiresome tion of a little suggestiveness — ^themore plied professional tests to his patient’s 
part of a chattering aunt of the bride; titillating because it was put into female mental state with the quiet humour of 
and Mr. Cronin Wilson, haunted by a lips (Enid Lefevre^ started it, which he is a master. 


heavy .cold and a 'much 
too heavy part, did his 
best to make the rather 
preposterous villain 
plausible. Mr.EoTHBURY 
Evans was attractive as 
a courtly old butler — of 
a school that I fear is 
being gathered to the 
past. Mr. Godfrey 
Tearle was rapturously 
applauded for what, I 
admit, was, within its 
frame, a competent if 
artistically thankless 
and depressing piece of 
work. However, I don’t 
suppose he takes it too 
seriously. I do hope 
not. T.^ 

‘‘The Casiel’s Back” 
(Playhouse). 

This is anotherof those 
pieces in which the in- 
terplay of the contrasted 
personalities of a man and 
his wife seems incompat- 
tible with any rational 
conception of their exist- 










TESTING THE CAMEL’S SANITY. 

Valentine Lefevre Mb. Ebank Cellieb, 

Dr. Dickinson . Mb. Holman Clabe. 

Hermione Lefevre ]\Iiss Madge Tithebadge, 


There came a point 
when the Camel deter- 
mined to deserve the bad 
name that had been given 
him. Assuming an air of 
insanity, he seized a lot 
of little cakes from the 
tea-table, and threw them 
about the room, aiming 
at pothing in particular. 
At another time — and 
here tliere was more me- 
thod in his madness — he 
arranged the prelimin- 
aries of a jaunt to Paris 
with his pretty cook, a 
very open-minded girl, 
cleverly played by Miss 
Olive Sloane. At the 
end — I forget how, and 
it doesn’t really matter 
— ^lie was brought to liis 
senses and agreed to the 
marriage of the youth 
and the flapper. 

Mr. Prank Cellter’s 
sound acting of the parb 
of Valentine Lefevre was 
a feat which demanded 
a camel’s power of en- 


ence prior to the rise of the cmrtain. I and her aunt, went one worse) durance. In his actions, however, he 

will not inquire— -indeed I have long — ^that the admirers of Mr. Maugham resembled that beast of burden less 
ceased to ask this kind of question began to feel at their ease. I did not closely. He persistently strode about 
because it can so seldom be answered worry much about the flapper, who was, the place with great violence. Indeed 
in the cold hght of reason when we as usual, colomdess, and perhaps needed so much did this feature seem to appeal 
pe concerned with stage life — I will not to be helped out with a touch of purple ; to Mr, Maugham that the back- view 
injure how such a type as Hermione, but Hermione s wit, very subtly and of Lefevre making an exit through the 
with her devastating gift of irony, sensitively conveyed by Miss Madge French -windows at full stride was 
could ever have brought herself to Titherabge, was too fine to need this made to furnish the crowning effect for 

marry so pompous an ass as Valentine adventitious aid, two successive curtaius. All this dif- 

Lefevre; but I may perhaps allow my- The scheme of the play was not quite fered widely from the conduct of a 
self to marvel how it came about that new. It concerned itself with a woman’s camel in the course of being overloaded 
his self-conceit had contrivedto be stiff effort to conquer her husband’s objec- Miss Nina Boucicault was very 
extant and going at fuff blast after six- tion to the marriage of a young engaged pleasant in the part of the widowed 
teen years of marned hfe with a woman couple. We had all this in Mr, Pim, Mrs, Lefevre, mere, a dear old thin<T of 
so gifted. “ Bon t treat me like a fool,” But the measures adopted by Mr, sixty-five, who, after forty years'" of 

be says. “ I am treating you,” she Maugham’s lady were at least original, wedded happiness, wanted to live her 

I jrephes, as I have always treated you. In order to break the back of her Camel own life, and in defiance of her son’s pro- 
The survival of his pomposity under she invents a war-time intrigue between tests pursued an adventurous existence 

I the young in a second-rate London hotel, where she 

I and you will easily believe that it took man m question. It is not very clear could pick up acquaintances among a 
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DIRECT ACTION.’ 


IN THE MOVEMENT. 

ANOTHER LABOUR REVOLT AGAINST CAPITAL. 


variety of curious andilluminating types. 
Her first betting transaction, under the 
guidance of one of these new friends, 
afforded some innocent diversion. 

I respect Mr. Maugham’s honesty in 
calling his play a farce, and could wish 
that this candour were more co mm on 
among his kind. Except for the episode 
of the little cakes — ^and even that was 
not a very boisterous business — ^there 
was nothing of active farce in the play. 
Its farcical elements were rather to be 
found in the general unreasonableness 
of things. Such plays, where the char- 
acters are made to do or say just any- 
thing that strikes the author at the 
moment as being humorous or hizarre, 
ought not to be very hard to compose. 
And I think this one was not quite 
worth the while of so clever a writer 
as Mr. Maugham. 0. S. 

AT THE OPERA. 

^‘Iolanthe” (Princes). 

The selection of lolanthe for the open- 
ing of the new season may be taken as a 
measure of theManagement’ s confidence 
in the superiority of Gilbert and Sulli- 
van opera over any other interest of the 
hour. As far as politics are concerned 
lolanthe has, of course, been long out- 
of-date ; but on the morrow of the instal- 


lation of a Socialist Government there 
was a peculiar irony in the reminder that 
only a generation ago every British babe 
was born either Liberal or Conserva- 
tive ; and in the thought that the House 
of Lords could ever have expected the 
masses (to-day our masters) to genu- 
flect before them. 

In the matter of construction lolanthe 
is not Gilbert at his best. Some of 
the entrances in the Second Act are 
[amateurish, and poor Phyllis is left 
badly pendent in the background while 
my Lords Moimtararat and Tolloller dis- 
cuss the claims of friendship. But the 
enthusiasm of the audience was far too 
fervent for criticism of faults or even for 
discrimination of merits. All the well- 
loved airs came alike to them. Once 
again I suspected the gallery of having 
their legs pulled by Sullivan and mis- 
taking the song about ^^Good King 
George’s glorious days ” for a patriotic 
ditty of the Eule-Britannia order. And 
in the passages, ‘*0h, amorous Dove ! ” 
and “ Oh, Captain Shaw ! ” I tliink it 
must have been the deceptive poignancy 
of the music that appealed to the gods 
rather than the humour of the words, 
whose allusions were probably lost on 
them. 

The old favourites — ^Mr. Henry Ltt- 
TON, Mr. Leo Sheppielb, Mr. Darrell 


Pancourt, Mr. Sydney Granville, Miss 
Bertha Levus (in greater form than 
ever) and Miss Winifred Lawson — 
were received with exuberant rapture. 
Of the new-comers, Mr. Sidney Pointer 
made a sound Tolloller, and pretty Miss 
Eileen Sharp, though she minced her 
vowel-sounds, sang quite weU enough 
in the rather dull part of lolanthe. 

Except for the dresses there was little 
change in the familiar details of the 
production. I have a right regard for 
the traditions of propriety which have 
governed the costumes in these operas, 
and give to them, in these days of frank 
exposure, a certain cachet of distinction. 
But Elfland has a licence of its own, and 
I think the Chorus of Paines might 
j have been allowed to wear something 
a little less severe than those long tight- 
waisted Victorian frocks. Their black 
hair, too, with the heavy chignon-buns, 
did not help much to suggest an air of 
elfin levity. 

You will gather that I am hard put 
to it to justify my profession of captious 
critic. And indeed it was a delightful 
evening. * O. B. 

Prom a football-report : — 

« Craig headed the ball into the net with aa 
adroit heel movement.”— ' 

This' should have been illustrated. 
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HATS OFF TO HOLLYWOOD. 

I HAVE beenreconsti’iicfcingmy ideas 
about Hollywood, the film suburb of 
Los Angeles. In some extraordinary 
way I had imagined life there to be 
something very different indeed from 
what it is anywhere else. So it is, 
apparently, but not in the way that I 
had imagined. 

The fact of the matter is that I have 
been reading so many fervent exposi- 
tions of the true state of affairs at 
Los Angeles (as opposed to the ridicul- 
ously mistaken popular idea of it), 
written by those who are certainly in 
the best position to know the truth 
about this section of Movieland, that 
the memory of my former deplorable 
impressions fills me with shame. 

To put myself right with Hollywood 
and the world, and incidentally to help 
the good work along, I have tried in 
all humility to construct a true picture 
of the life led by a film star. This is 
the kind of thing : — 

Miss Maisie Mayflower, known to 
her millions of admirers as Flower of 
the World,” was just settling down to 
her modest supper of bread-and-milk 
and rusks when there came -a knock 
at the door and vivacious little Sadie 
Sweetmeat, “ The Girl with the Golden 
Eyes,” blew into the room. 

‘^Good evening, dear,” she said in 
her silvery tones, ** Are you just going 
to bed, or can I stop for a tiny chat ? ” 

Maisie glanced at the plain lead 
watch on her delicate wrist. “No, 
dearest. It *s only just nine o’clock, 
so we can have a nice little talk for 
halLan-hour or so. Or shall we be 
very naughty indeed — I feel awfully 
. reckless somehow to-night — and stay 
up till ten ? ” 

Sadie clapped her hands gleefully. 
“ Oh, do let ’s 1 It 's years since i 
did anything so wicked. But mind 
you don’t let anyone know. The other 
girls would be dreadfully shocked.” 

“Of course not, dear. Have a rusk?” 

“ Thank you, darling. I adore rusks. 
Well, what have you been doing to- 
day?’\ 

Maisie shrugged her slim shoulders. 
“ Oh, much as usual, I got up at six 
and went for a nice walk before break- 
; fast. I met Otis J. Hammerhausen, 
you know, dear” — (here she blushed) — 
“ that rather nice young man who stars 
for the Second International ; and what 
do you think ? He actually wanted to 
walk toith me 1 ” 

“ The idea 1 ” cried Sadie in shocked 
tones. “As if a girl could be seen 
walking with a man without a chap- 
mm 1 I should cut him in future, 

, dear. He couldn't be a gentleman to 
; suggest such a thing.” 

“But that’s not all,” pursued the 
indignant Maisie. “ Will you believe 
it — he actually’ "wanted me to go to a 
with him ! ” 

kdance\ How terrible! Dancing’s 
very dangerous, isn’t it ? ” 

“Dreadfully!” exclaimed Maisie in 
a voice of horror. “ Except when one ’s 
working, of course. That’s different.” 

“Oh, yes,” Sadie agreed. “Our 
director always says that nothing ’s 
wicked if it ’s part of ones work. Not 
even ” 

“ Yes, dear? ” 

Sadie simpered. “Well, not even 
holding a gentleman’s hand ; or — or 
even being k ” 

“ Hush, darling! ” Maisie interrupted. 

“ Of course,” said Sadie, “ we know 
we have to do it in work, because we ’re 
acting, and it’s a thing those naughty 
people do outside our own dear Holly- 
wood. But don’t let ’s talk of it.” 

“You’re right, dear,” Maisie agreed 
contritely. “ I suppose it ’s because 
I’m so excited at the idea of staying 
up late that I’m saying such dreadful 
things. There — that’s the last of my 
bread-and-milk. Now I can bring my 
knitting,' and Ave’ll have a real cosy 
gossip by the lire.” 

Yes,' I’ve no doubt at all now that 
this gives an absolutely fair and accur- 
ate picture of Hollywood life, and that 
we were all in error when we thought 
it would be an exceptionally interesting 
place to live at. 

SELL IT TO MUSIC. 

My dear Atjoustus, — I cannot tell 
you liow pleased I was to read that a 
florist’s catalogue had been set to music 
and effectively rendered at the iEolian 
Hall. Some critics appear to have 
jibbed at it; but I do not suppose that, 
to most of us, the libretto would sound 
any worse than an opera in German, a 
Welsh Eisteddfod, or a Nicht wi’ Burns, 
and surely any movement in the dii’ec- 
tion of brighter business deserves en- 
couragement! Besides which, apart 
from the scope which such a departure 
offers to new composers like yourself, 
splendid opportunities for doing good 
and popular work as commercial travel- 
lers would be offered to many singers 
to whom the plaudits of the musical 
public have hitherto been denied. When 
I think of what a mellifluous tenor 
might achieve with a musical setting 
of a wine-merchant’s sale list at stock 
prices, I am overcome with anticipatory 
emotion. As for the big bold baritone 
who endeavours' to dispose of a new 
patent vacuum cleaner by means of 
operatic demonstration, he should have 
•no difficulty in winning the favours of 
the sentimental suburban housewife.' 

As things are at present there are 
many songs which really cannot be 
said to be of very great practical service 
to the general public ; songs about love 
and kisses, and birds and gardens, and 
moonlight and old mothers. Quite nice 
songs, 1 grant you, but they do not 
take us by the throat, as it ^yere, and 
tell us what to do with our money. 
Some of them are such very sad songs 
too. Now under the new combination 
of art and business these songs need 
not be sad at all. Take the case of the 
sad song about a girl whose lover has 
gone Etway and forgotten all about her. 
Think what a difference would be made 
by a slight alteration in the last verse 
showing how, thanks to So-and-So’s 
Marvellous System of Memory Train- 
ing, the young man remembered her 
after all, and came back. The audience 
would be left in a mucli more cheerful 
frame of mind, and some good business 
would probably be done with young 
lovers by the firm advertised. 

Here is a suggestion for a possible 
masterpiece which I think you might 
call “Simpkins’ Sausage Symphony.” 
It would look well on those jolly Queen’s 
Hall Promenade programmes wliicfh 
tell you the plot of a musical work as 
it goes along. If the idea doss not ap- 
pear to you to be developed to complete 
technical perfection, that is because I 
have no intention of doing your work 
for you. 

As I have conceived it the description 
would read somewhat in this way : — . 

“ The theme is given out by the plain- 
tive notes of the double-basses, with a 
recurring ground melody for wood-wind, 
harps and GlockcnspieL This depicts 
Mr. Simpkins preparing to construct one 
of his world-famous sausages. Arpeggio 
passages for flute and clarinet declaim 
the purity of the materials used by 
Mr. Simpkins, while the growling of 
the bassoons indicates his annoyance 
at coming across a piece of gristle. As 
the manufacture of the sausage proceeds 
the industiy of Mr. Simpkins is heard in 
mg fortissimo passages for full or- 
chestra, giving pi ace to a simplepastoral 
air suggestiveof Mr. Simpkins’ thoughts 
reverting with tranquil pride to the rustic 
scenes amid Avbich the raw material for 
the sausage first saw tho light. A bril- 
liant and vivacious coda, descriptive of 
the passing of the sausage through the 
concluding stages of manufacture, ter- 
minates with a spirited fanfare announc- 
ing that Mr. Simpkins and his assistants 
have finished their task and that the 
sausage is ready for transport.” 

I think something of this sort would 
add considerably to your reputation, to 
say nothing of the sale of Simpkins’ 
Sausages. 

Your sincere Paktagkuel. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE crashed against the bridge over the river Addle. Then 

-n 7r 7 ^7 7 ^ i^arzVZ found matters further complicated by the 

{Bij 2 Ir. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks) ^0 happened to he wearing C. II, G^^ogan's over- 

A FIXER malice and a more spiritual outlook would, I think, coat,' complete with the appointment, in one of the side- 
have rendered A Cure of Souls (Hutchinson) the best novel pockets, to the coveted post in Eangoon. Clearly there is 
Miss May Sixclaib has ever written. The long spectacle here material for no end of complications, especially as the 
of the Beverend Canon Clement Purcell Ghamherlain roast- two young men immediately set out* for Burma, both takinc? 
ing at her slow fire of analysis and comment is not a pretty the name of Cfrogan; and the false Grogan arrives first and 
one ; bub Miss Sixclair^ has no call to be bonny,” and her is forthwith despatched up-country in hot haste to recover 
great gifts of characterization — the straightforward char- some elephants that have been commandeered by Theebaw, 
acterization of her pre-Freudian days — have seldom been Meanwhile the real Gi'cgan has made profitable use of his 
more tellingly exerted. The story opens under the wane of voyage by falling headlong in love with Geraldine Ap'^lehy^ 
theCoalition; hat a Government to have to pray for every also on her way out to Burma. And in the end things are 
Sunday ! ” the E'eetor feelingly observes. This antipathy and so contrived that all three come together, swept by the back- 
astrangledsympathy for his niece Z)«p 7 z? 2 c are the only senti- wash of the -war into an obscure huddle of thatched huts 
ments not wholly animal or utilitarian that emerge in the known as Kaladet. At that point, it seems to me, Mr. Lowis 
conrRft of the Beverend Clem- r“ — : 


course of the Beverend Clem- 
ent's career. His main no- 
tion in life is to anticipate on 
earth that inertia which ‘ is 
half mankind's idea of heaven, 
and his attitude towards his 
cure is the legitimate distaste 
of a good man baulked of a 
worthy object by a petty but 
pervasive obstacle. He is 
blandly brutal over the War 
Memorial — which the vil- 
lagers want in the village and 
the Sector manages to in- 
stall in the church — ^and he 
suffers untold misery from 
the fervours and scruples of 
his curates until he at last 
succeeds in diverting the 
boyish strenuousness of Mr, 
Cartwright to an urban parish , 
arid the nebulous speculations 
of Mr, Jackman to the Poplar 
Lay Mission. His crowning 
iniquity is his irresponsible 
exploitation of the local 
mystic,” Miss Lambert, an 
exalUe deaconess who, as- 
siduously encomaged^ by in- 
terviews with the Eector, 
does half the work of the 
parish before succumbing to 
anervous breakdown. Finally 
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Tommy, “Why, there ’s Bertie Tggs goin‘ to the pictures 

AGAIN. ’E SEEMS TO ’aVE A IX)T OP MONEY,” 

Billy, “Yus — ’aven’t you ’eard? ’E^s just sold ’is cigar- 
ette-picture COLLECTION.” 


loses grip of his story, per- 
haps in a laudable anxiety 
to avoid the commonplace 
of a happy ending. Most 
readers, 1 imagine, will prefer 
Mr, Betteridge to the real 
Mr, Chvgan, and feel a cer- 
tain soreness with the author 
I and Geraldine for conspiring 
to put the former out of the 
way. But Mr. Lowis cer- 
tainly has contrived to catch 
the Burmese atmosphere, and 
that makes amends for much. 

Mr. W. Shaw Sparrow's 
volume, Angling in British 
Art (Lane), shows that, while 
few really great pictures have 
been inspired by angling sul)- 
jects, the^e are many fine pic- 
tures in which a fishing in- 
terest is incidental. He has 
however, no illusions in the 
matter. He is perhaps more 
enthusiastic about a few of 
the essentially flshingpictures 
than some of his readers may 
be, but he states implicitly 
that correct angling technique 
alone will not create a master- 
pieoe^ of painting, and that 
Art is not a window-pane. 


t ““ "“i Among bis ..production .re «,vLlV„a»“,Sd& 

? A * ^ j would wilhngly recommend the each of which contains as part of a ma<ynificent comnosi 
ecclesiastics of any complexion, tion small figures engage/ in various kinds of mSins 

^tMp“Kc SbS„“pa b“ tt 

^ ^ ^ ‘ ^KBNs, the PoLiiARDs, Newton Fielding, Samuel Howitt, 

The namft nf flp^TT PTTATtrTJATvr T /mttto, t *4 * j . Morland and Francis Barlow will appeal to sporfcinu 

\ u Lowis, I admit, is strange coUectors generaUy. It should be added moreover tbol 

.tatbcrtbooU.cr.so.i^r,b.n&oc.rto,>f^/ot,.^y; tt'tirS tt 
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“Allo^v me, Sm. It ix)xt do to ’aye even a smoet ’aih on yes coat in these days o’ shinoeing.’ 


W ALTON , This experiment; in topsyturvydom has not bewil- 
dered one reader, at any rate ; and the numerous illustra- 
tions in colour and black-and-white would be a joy in 
whatever order they appeared. 

Whenever anything interrupted my loading of T/ie Happy 
Isles (Holder and Stoug-hton) I fell to wondering why I 
was enjoying it so much. I was really a little ashamed of 
my emotions because the plot — ^the rich man's heir stolen 
from his ‘^pram,” his upbringing as a poor boy, his love fori 
a high-bom maiden and his final return to the family circle— i 
is more than old. Also there have been rather too many! 
recent novels beginning with the baby, as nurses say, ^^from 
the month,” and ending with him at the altar. The fact is 
that Mr, Basil King — but I don't very much believe in that 
^‘Mr.” — ^has written a book which is fascinating because it 
is so full of human beings, and the plot doesn't seem stale 
because they greet its happenings as real people would, not 
as good characters are supposed t^o. There is Tom Whitelaw, 
the stolen baby, who loves the memory of the woman who 
stole him and doesn't feel any more drawn to his real mother 
than he would to any stranger for whom he was sorry ; and 
Mrs, Whitelaio too, tortured for years by the rumour that 
here or there her son had been found, quite unable to recog- 
nise him in the grown man, and only asking that she shall 
be made to suffer no more, is equally true to hfe, at least 
until the book's last paragraph. .But the best thing in it is 
lln Lem Roneyhtm^ the burglar who adopts Tojn as his 
^’next-o'-kin ” and sends him to Harvard. Hmeylnm's con- 
vei*sation is a delight, and I greatly approved his description 
of an ‘^orthodock” : “It ain't so much a kind o' religion as 
it 's a kind o' way o' thinkin’. You 're a orthodock when 
you don't think at all.” 


Gerry Dallas was just starting upon his honeymoon when 
by chance he learned that his mothei’, who had died when 
he was a boy, had been a homicidal maniac. What was 
he to do ? I am not attempting to answer that conundrum, 
but what he did was to disappear with no waste of time 
and with scant explanations. In The Advmtures of Gerry 


at tli6 tiuiG wsts in th© worst of iior troiiblos, if you 
were ignorant of the Irish nature, some of the incidents here 
related might suggest one of those fictitious Balkan States 
so industriously manufactured by novelists. Nothing was 
so true in the Ireland of that time as the incredible, and the 
picture that Mrs. Conyers draws wntli unfailing sympathy 
and humour is clearly taken from life. And I can promise 
anyone who is at present debarred from hunting by neces- 
sary restrictions that he may enjoy some excellent sport 
from the runs that are chronicled in these pages. I have 
one complaint to make. It is that, although I consider | 
myself one of the worst guessers in the world, I was not I 
given the ghost of a chance to bungle over the outcome of 
Genfs flight. Mrs. Conyers really goes out of her way to j 

let me into her confidence. " 1 

1 

Mr. Geoffrey Moss, in his Defeat (Constadle), places ! 
the reviewer in a difificulty, for I cannot but regard it as 
unfortunate that he should have cast his collection of stories : 
in a form which, quite apart from their technical qualities, 
provokes the pader to judge their merits solely by tlie 
criterion of their accuracy as transcripts of life in Gemany ! 
of to-day. That is one of the disadvantages of treating ia 
fiction a contemporary subject concerning which opinions 
are divided and feelings exacerbate. Here is a series of 
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the most miserable episodes which chiefly convey the im- is unpleasant, if you like it. And apart from its first half- 
• . "Ar.. ctrTvrna.flTiRfiSl W it.h the dozen numbers — pieces of sculduddery whose worst example 


pms Sn ftat M K intense^ ^athises with the dozen numbers-pieces of sc^duddery whose womt eza^^^^ 
GemaJ people by reason of their suterings following the has not even the excuse of aptness-the book is seldom 
WaT sSme people wUl ask, “-Who made the War?” and without legitimate interest. The War fmm the point of 
so on a cSvefsy into which a reviewer cannot enter. In view of the farmers has five pungent sketches to its cre^t ; 


sron a cSversy into which a reviewer cannot enter. In view of the farmers has five pungent sketches to its cre^t ; 
Tword a dispassiLate consideration of Defeat is nearly and there is an admirable account of a baUoon ascent m 
LSble. If it is not propaganda-hideous word-it “Tryon’s Eide.” Ob™tion and rnemoiy are Mr Gm- 
mioht be and that is fatal to aft. I Hke best the stoiy beet’s strong suits. He is not creative. Perhaps that is 
winch gives its name to the book ; but even here the effect why the Creator s omniscience does not exactly become him. 

is made to depend upon whether in fact Pi-ench officers — — 

have ever done what they are described by Mr. Moss as Mr. Page was an organist and he had two daughters 
doin<T habitnallY The victim of that horrid affair, Graf whom, with high-handed paternal cruelty, he christened 
KoekeriU was at least a decent person. As for the other Melody and Harmony. It is the latter who is tlm herome 
Germans’ delineated by Mr. Moss, the less that is said of Miss Diana Pat bick’s new novel. All to Seek (Hutchih- 


w 


about them the better. — “ . , son; ana wnai. sne seeas is 

\ \ \ 1 1 1 \1 I 1 ' il 1 1 ! * M 'I / ^ ^ scarcely, as her creator seems 

JamesStrcmg.thehevoolTlie \\\\ \U V I'i 'HN M' ^ ‘ toimagine, the “ merchandise 

DaihBoij (Geant Eichaeds), ^ V A \ ^ \ ^ i ll that no man ever tound of 

was the son of a foreman fitter, \ M/ A \ ^ Mr. Noyes’ poem, from which 

and was educated at the L.O.G. i ? h the title is taken, but rather 

School for Boys, Stockhara. MW. every sort of material pleasure 

Prom there he won a scholar- \yI^ ‘ perquisite for herself, 

ship at Oxford, and eventu- siVjLv; * l/cZody’s husband, turning their 

ally he went as a master ^ i ' car suddenly to avoid running 

to Harleigh, a public school / Jlluilte over an illegitimate child of his, 

fully equipped with traditions N V ^ throws her out and kills her; 

and prejudices. Pinally he re- ^ I . I? but after a verv short interval, 

turned to teach at Stoekbam. 

In a letter written to one of 
his old masters after he had 
made his final decision, Strang 
: said, ** Anyway, next term I 
■ go across the Great Divide — 
back to my own people again. 

1 1 wonder if one day this idea 
i of crossing the divide by going 
from Harleigh to Stockham 
will go? At present they’re 
poles apart- . . . -It’s some- 
thing to work for ultimately, 
perhaps something to hope 
for.” Mr. Eonald Guenee 
gives a clear picture of Strang 
at Stockham and at Harleigh, 
but Oxford has proved a stum- 
bling-block to his hero, as it 
has to many othqr novelists. 

The impression given of him c mubjus anu jduojn naa oeen, ii 

as an undergraduate is misty “Motheb, why has he got to like Bbidges is to be 

and confused, and as a matter » believed, educated at the same 

of detail I do not believe that a scholar of no athletic or social sojiool as I was. But, although Irepudiatelfajo^* Fenton with 
prominence would be elected to "his college wining, and all my might, I have also to acknowledge that his craftiness 
dining club in his second year. But, although Mr. Guenee and crimes contribute to the making of a most readable story, 
trips when trying to describe Oxford, his. steps are firm and By this time Mr. Beidges occupies a firmly established posi- 
steady when he is dealing with school-life. ' tion as a sensational writer, and he deserves it. His novels 

; are not comprised of a series of hysterical incidents, but are 

Gross Lights (Palmee) is the first volume I have encount- logicaEy and carefully constructed.- And for Scotland Yard he 
ered of that long series of dramas, poems, tales and letters shows a respect that is rare enough in detective fiction. 

which, when completed, is to form what^^Mr. Bbenard - — 

Gilbert calls a *‘Grod’s-Eye ^iew"’ of-a large tract of rural The Editor also desires to acknowledge the following 

Lincolnshire. I am bound to admit that I came to its’ books: — Kelly' s Post Office London Directory, 1924i 
perusal a little sceptical as to the identity of Mr. Gilbert’s Directories, Ltd.), with a Supplement giving a list of the 
standpoint with that of the Almighty, and that I rose from new Parliament ; Benliam's Book of QiLotation$(W abd. Lock 
four or fiive honrs’ immersion in the annals of Pletton, Bly and Co.), a new and greatly, enlarged edition: of this well- 
and Barkston with a strong sense of having spent a wet knowpv work of reference; : Broadcasting \fro 7 n Within 
aftsmoon in an inn-parlour in company with last week’s (Newnes), by C. A. Lewis (‘‘Uncle Caractacus”), with a 
local paper, last y^^r’s County Directory and as much gossip foreword by Lord Gainfoed, and The Woman's Year-Book, 
as I could drink in whenever the tap-room door was left 1923-4 (Women Publishers, Ltd.), edited by Miss 6. 
afar or the girl came in to put the coal on. None of this Evelyn Gates, M.A. 



Little Girl, 

THAT ? ” 


“Mother, why has he got to push like 


son), and what she seeks is 
scarcely, as her creator seems 
to imagine, the “ merchandise 
that no man ever found” of 
Mr. Noyes’ poem, from which 
the title is taken, but rather 
every sort of material pleasure 
and perquisite for herself. 
l/cZqdy ’5 husband, turning their 
car suddenly to avoid running 
i over an illegitimate child of his, 
throws her out and kills her ; 
but after a very short interval, 
chiefly devoted to parties and 
dancing, our pretty Harmony 
has promised to marry him 
herself. Fate is good to her 
and parts them, and, after sev- 
eral narrow escapes of even 
worse alliances, she is happily 
married to the sanest and rich- 
est man in the book. I have 
no objection to reading stories 
about vain and heartless little 
adventuresses, but Miss Pat- 
rick obviously expects me to 
admire this one. Here we part 
company, 

I received a rather shrewd 
blow when I discovered that 
Major Fenton, the exceptionally 
crafty villain of The Bed Lodge 
(Mills and Boon), had been, if 
Mr. Victor Bridges is to be 
believed, educated at the same 
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JSair&resm’, “And "WHat for you, my uttde man?” 
Little Man. “Can I have, a dry champagitb, please?’* 


CHARIVARIA, 

The halo headdress is to be fashion- 
able for ^omen this year. We can’t 
think why, Mr. Winston Churchill 
never thought of that one. 

The centenary of the Athenasum Club 
is to be celebrated by a banquet. Com- 
plimentary tickets will be sent to all the 
surviving original members. 

SH Mi 

In a recent speech the Prime Min- 
iSTERremarked that Foreign Secretaries 
are human. - It is said that upon read- 
ing this Lord Curzon made gurgling 
noises. • ^ . 

It is stated that a history of Messrs. 
Cox and Co., the Army bankers, is -to 
be written. We hope it will include 
that pathetic little dirge entitled “ The 
Subaltern’s Farewell to his Overdraft.” 

Mi :!i 

** Influenza in Camp,” says a head- 
line. But only the more, healthy germs 
could possibly sleep under canvas in 
this weather. . ^ 

At a recent fashionable _ wedding 
bridesmaids were, dispensed with. 
There is a tendency nowadays to break 
away from the old marriage customs, 
but so far no. bride however smart has 
departed from the pretty one of being 
attended by a bridegroom. 

sji ' - 

Giving evidence last .week an East 
London girl stated that her lover pro- 
mised her the earth when they became 
engaged. We fancy we know the name 
of the politician who first gave her 
the idea. ^ 

* 

According to Mr. Georob Bernard 
Shaw, vegetarians are the naost fero- 
cious beings in human society. The 
way they glare before savagely pounc-/ 
ing upon a nut cutlet is said to remind 
one of the Wild West. , \ ^ 

sic sic 

sic - , . 

One of the advantages oLMiv Shaw’s 
play,B<2cZ; toMetlimelah,i& that theatre 
patrons can go to bed between the Acts. 

s;« sic 
s}; 

“I confess to an increasing doubt 
whether the present European system 
can ever right itself,” says Mr. H. G. 
Wells. We hope this does not mean 
that the famous author has given up 
the idea of doing it himself. 

LordLEVERHULME has confessed that 
he gets up at four-thirty every morning. 
Another terrible example of what suc- 
cess brings a man to. 

Miss I. A. E. W'ylie regards the pre- 
sent as a fine ago to be alive in. There 


must be something in this assertion 
for we notice that even our pessimists 
seem to keep hanging on. 

. Boxing, we read, is taught in a Ber- 
mondsey Sunday School. Many of 
our leading pugilist's give the impres- 
sion of having learnt their boxing in a 
religious atmosphere. 

* 

A French doctor claims to have dis- 
covered a cure for snoring. He may. 
thus be the means of eliminating one 
deplorable feature from Parliament- 
ary debate ; it now remains to be seen 
if he can do anything about Mr, Kibk- 
WOOD. * ^ 

A French aviator was recently shot 
in the foot by a revolver bullet whilst 
flying at a low altitude. It is thought 
that he inadvertently passed over a 
field in which a duel was in progress. 

With reference to the 'Poet Laure- 
ate’s, trip to America it is stated in a 
personal paragraph that he was formerly 


a country doctor -and used to write 
poetry in his spare time. It seems 
rather a pity he didn’t keep up this 
hobby. 

Mr, G. Ward Price has explained 
in Tlie Daily Mail that Gibraltar is ob- 
solete. It is accordingly anticipated 
that the Government will give instruc- 
tions for the Eock to be towed away 
and broken up for building purposes. 

. A sailor has been swinging Indian 
clubs continuously for three days and 
three nights. We can only suppose that 
he had no idea it was so late. 

A correspondent Wites to The Daily 
Express to say that some years ago 
there was no full rnoon during the month 
of February. It is only fair to point 
out that the Labour Government was 
not in power then. 

Natives of the Philippine Islands 
think that the world is upside down. 
Dean Inge is sure of it. 
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fulness in Milan station. And if any particular variety of ticket upon whieli 
TH E LIBERAL DICTATOR. of the good Milanese who left their all you appear to have set your heart.” 

T *, I <• fUa W!M MAn fhnuffht to foUow my fortunes On that occasion They returned five minutes later, 

i“rbSVsri.b'k, a.. ■ — "o. ” — SoSS,® y i 

Done by a Toiy Demociat . original intention, on entering I tipped, paid my fare, received my 


Of Eamsay’s modest bill of fare ; 

In vain for anv bint they sought 
Of good hot'stuff to raise your hair; 
You might, in point of spice and fat, 
Have had a menu much like that 
Done by a Tory Democrat 1 


When there ** emerged ** no scheme of station, had been to avoid anything ticket — ^wliich bore a striking resem- 

in the nature of xuidue ostentation ; to blance to a music-hall programme — and 
For bathing Capital in its gore, discover the coiTect booHng-ofiSee by fell into step at the rear of the column 

Little above their breath they said, stealth, and blush to find inyscli in the that was helping me with my two 


For bathing Capital in its gore. 
Little above their breath they said, 
But, like the parrot, thought the 
more; 

Murmuring low, A time will come 


right train. 


But the warm-hearted staff wouldn’t umbrella, 


suit-cases, my handbag, my mg and my 


I hear of it. No sooner had I set foot in 


When we will take, to make things hum, t;}ie booking-haE than my two suit- 
Our own sweet way. Fee-fi-fo-fum I ” cases, my handbag, my rug and my to the head of the line. 

_ , , . , n umbrella I^ecame the objective of a pow- Your ticket,” shouted the inspector, 

Meanwhile to I^boprs virgin screed baggage column. The organiza- or Italian idioms to that effect; and 

BAnnwiN apphed the silken lash ; wonderful. There was no over- with a flourish of triumph I swung the 

E^llent schem^-^is own, indeed lapping to speak of, very little shouting thing before his startled gaze. ■ 

But how would Samsay raise the a^jj(3^p^.actically nafching*in the nature of For a moment the man looked in- 
_ l -fiT) • » 4 ? open riot. Not a drop of blood was credulous. Then, snatching the docu- 

He doubted too if Eussia s i^e, ^ although at the end of ten ment, he gazed at it for a while before 

Where dirty tricks. had left their trace, j began to experience some diffi- raising his eyes to fix me reproachfully. 

W as good enough for our embrace. culty in distinguishing between those As plainly as if he had spoken I read 
Then uprose Asquith, breathing doom, who were helping me, those who were his thoughts. Why didn t you let one 
And crossed the floor to face his foe helping the men who were helping me get this for you ? ” he said, with his 
(For so he named the Party whom and those who had helped oxioanted to shoulders, his eyebrows and his mou- 
He put in power a month ago) ; help or were waiting to help me, I am staohe. ‘ 

« I ani the Judge who seals your fate,” ready to admit that this little weakness But his anger passed. The irresistible 
He told them baldly; “I dictate in the organization might easily have instinct of the Italian railway-ofiScial 

Your lease of life, your f uneraFs date I been overcome in about ten minutes by rose uppermost in his being, and he 

the simple provision of auxiliary help- prepared to help me. My train was 
•‘The thingsyourso-e^lsd guardians do ers-^men whose sole duty would consist due out in about tliree minutes, a fact 
by my final edict, banned ; helping me to distinguish clearly that might easily have been seized upon 

Your Wheatl^, ay, and all your crew, be^^een helpers engaged .in helping as an excuse for withholding any further 
Lie in the hollow of my hand ; legitimate helpers, and helpers who, in assistance. But no ; instead, produc- 

XJnless that man — ^take t^s from me might conceivably be tempted ing a pair of iron-rimmed speictacles, the 

Shii^ down from yonder Poplar tree, ^elp themselves. ' inspector put them on, adjusted them, 

I and my .henchmen shoot . si^s he. inte^reter'took the first real step turned to paragraph three on page five 

- towards aiding me in my quest" for a of my ticket, and read the passage out, 

p- - ^ , • ticket. At the moment of my entrance w'^ord for woM, in the divine language 

H CUP . busy leaning" against the angle of Dakte. A lump rose in my throat'; 

Insulak prejudice throughout this formed by another interpreter and a' a mist came before my eyes. I wanted 
Bn^and dl ours has been responsible wall. But he jumped to his feet, fought to shake the inspector by the hand. I 
fori^ny a thoughtless libel against the his way to my side,.aseertamei where felt that I ought to ask alter his family, 
foreigner. ' But of all the calumnies I wanted to- go, placed me at the end An almost overwhelming desire seized 
that have ever been utter^ mone is of a long booking-queue, pobketed his me to tefl him that, if only the departure 
m<im cmel than that which charges tip, touched his cap and vanished — all of my train could be delayed for an hour 
the Italian railway-official with being in the twinkling of an eye. I have never or so, nothing would please me more 
^ unhelpful. Like purselves, he is pro- seen a smarter piece of work, unless it than to go through the whole ticket 
i baWy only human. He may occasion- was that of the friendly porter who with him, chapter by chapter. My 
aSy te^t where he left the key of his immediately afterwards pulled me out total ignorance of Italian, however, 
tooMr^-offiee or where he put the par- of the queue again. Through the mixed combined with the uproar occasioned by 
iicular brand of ticket you happen to medium of gesture and broken English, such of my following as had broken rank 
fancy. He may have to work out his this man and his supporters explained to elaborate' on what the inspector had 
,ealcaIaMons with a bit of chalk on the to me' that I was in the wrong queue been reading, decided me to bow grace- i 
n^rest wall. He may even forget to altogether. Nor woidd they leave me fully, recover my ticket with a snatch, i 
give you your <prr^t change. ^ But of until I had accompanied them to a dis- and shove my way on to the platform, 
all railway-officials in Europe it is doubt- taut booking-office, which bore all the From the window, of my carriage I 
fol whether any come forward more appearance of never having been opened assisted at the vociferous demobiliza- 
wiUingly, more determinedly or in such since it was built. tion of the baggage column. And as 

numbers to assist the foreigner to his “Stop here,” they commanded, again they straggled back in the direction of 
' uithe language of gestoe, “while we the booking-haU. I watched my late 

my good fortune, not long exert our influence with the authorities, helpershelpone another to count the lira 
- to experience some of this help- Onlythus can youeverhopeto secure the notes with which I had sprinkled them. 


At the barrier a halt was called, 
word was passed back and I moved up 


Meanwhile to Labour’s virgin screed 
Baeowin applied the silken lash ; 
Exisellent schemes — ^his own, indeed— 
But how would Samsay raise the 
cash? 

He doubted too if Sussia’s face, 


And crossed the floor to face his foe 
(For so he named the Party whom 
He put in power a month ago) ; 

“ I am the Judge who seals your fate,’ 
He told them baldly; “I dictate 
Your lease of life, your funeral’s date I 


Lie in the hollow of my hand ; 
Unless that man — ^take this from me — 
Shins down from yonder Poplar tree, 

I and my .henchmen shoot! ” says ho 

O, S. 

i HELP! 















THE NEW 

I SAW you in the shop and found you fair, 

A club compact of everything most meet ; 

In all the ordered row that met me there 
Was none so sweet, so sweet, 

I handled you, and to the shopman spake : 

Sound, sound the clarion, friend, and fill the fife ; 
This is an article by which we take 
To a new kind of life. 

“Here is that subtle force that all men seek 
(How vainly, shopman, most) ; that hidden strength 
Which makes a person strong where he was weak, 
And gives him line with length. 

“This must be mine in all its gracious pride ; 

(Sing, shopman I ) life shall be a merry tale 
Henceforth; what 's more,” I definitely cried, 

“I pay you on the nail.” 

you were fair— a thing that all could praise, 

And I for one was well prepared to love ; 

At once io my old club of other days 
. I coldly gave the shove. 

And out in all your peerless pride you came, 

And I have played with you not once nor twice, 
And daily have you bowed my head in shame ; 

My hat, how you can slice 1 

, I know (God wot) that in your normal kind, 

^ Ev’n with the best, it is a racial trait ; 

when it comes to them, we wait -resigned ; 

/ The mood will pass, we say. 


BRASSIE. 

But you — ^with you it 's chronic ; not a stroke 
But searches out the wide and distant off ; 

It is no fleeting mood ; it is no joke ; 

It surely is not golf. 

You nearly slew a man the other morn, 

A harmless distant man, to your disgrace, 

Who looked on me with sour and bitter scorn 
Ev'n as he rubbed the place. 

I laid you and sadly took again 
The friend I had discarded — ^tried and true 

In days when I was happy — ^but in vain ; 

He"s started slicing too. 

Even my calm respectable old spoon, 

Old Slow-and-Sure, has grown erratic now 

With a fierce recklessness one might as soon' 

Have looked for in a cow. 

My comely friend, I can no more endure 
This poison ; if you carry the disease 

XJnwdtting, still I have to find a cure, • 

If not for you, for these. 

You will now deal this ball a hearty biff, 
Despatching it, I trusfc, both straight and far; 

, If you accomplish this achievement, 

You do, then there we are. 

But, if the mad ball hurtles off the map 
To that wild rough of which you seem so fond, 

Why then, I' -swear it by my handicap, 

• I give you to the Pond. Dum-Dum. 
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The Wife, just shown hbi the bill fob this hat and ” 

Her Mother, “ Oh, Lauba, youb estbavagance will 

The Wife, “ Aisd he said, * Why didn't you get a betteb one ? ' ” 


THE BATTLE. 

My niece is blissfully ignorant of the 
business methods of the British Post, 
Office, or, indeed, of any of the major 
worries of life, with the possible ex- 
ceptions of the vagaries of parents and 
the vagaries of the climate. She will not 
read this number of Punch, and I shall 
not tell her of the incident here re- 
corded. Experiences of this hind will 
come to her in good time. Meanwhile let i 
her grow up in the faith that civilisation I 
(including, the Post Office) is, broadly | 
speaking, based on eommonsense. i 

x\t the moment my niece is little! 
more than a year old ; her birthday was 
last week. My wife having decided 
that a ' rattle vras the memento de \ 
rigiieur of this attainment, and myself ; 
having provided what seemed to me an ! 
exorbitant sum for such a trifle, I took 
the thing to be posted. My wife, whose 
faith in the Post Office is almost negli- 
gible, insisted that the parcel should be 
registered. 

So, entking the Post Office, I made ; 
the customary tour of inspection and 
eventually located the yard or so of 
counter which proclaimed ‘‘Eegistered 
Letters.” 

“Begistered, please,” I said politely, 
handing the precious package over the 
griU. 

The clerk held out a condescending ; 
hand, took the parcel, turned it over 
suspiciously once or twice and then 
shook it. 

“Battles,” she said. : 

“No, only one,” I corrected. 

The young lady looked at me rather 
pityingly. 

“I say it rattles,” she said, a little 
more kindly. 

“It does, doesn’t it?” I replied! 
brightly, I was not to be outdone in ! 
amiability by a Post Office clerk. ^ ! 

But I had made a psychological mis- 1 
calculation. The damsel was not aim- i 
ing at a friendly exchange of views at 
all. Tossing her shingled hair, she: 
rapped out at me: — 

“ Can’t-take-it — ^yes ? ” 

The final word of the phrase was an 
interrogative, and was not addressed to 
me, but to the customer behind me. 
Having a fair share of good manners 
and quite a good knowledge of this 
particular Post Office game, I waited 
while the other customer argued about 
the price of a registered envelope and 
eventually departed. After that I de- 
cided to be firm. 

“ I think that we misunderstand each 
other slightly,” I said. “What I require 
is to have this package despatched by 
registered ” 

, “And what I’ve said is that I can’t 
register a parcel that rattles'' 


“But, my dear young lady,” I ex- 
ostulated, “ the thing contains a rattle. 

use the word as a concrete substan- 
tive. To be quite clear, a child’s 
rattle.” . 

“Ohl” exclaimed my young friend, 
“ J see. 'Why didn’t you tell me that 
before ? All the same I can’t take it 
as it is. Couldn’t you pack it so that it 
wouldn’t make a noise ? ” 

I looked at the young lady with fresh 
interest. Here, I reflected, was one of 
the future mothers of the race. 

I regret to say that, for a moment, I 
became sarcastic. 

“Of course,” I replied, “I could cut 
open the celluloid container, extract 
the peas and pack them in cotton-wool, 
or 

I perceived that my sarcasm was 
missing its mark. The parcel was 
coming back to me over the rail, pre- 


sumably in order that I might carry 
out my suggestion. So I altered my 
tactics. 

“ I ’m afraid,” I continued with all 
the dignity I could command, “that 
you do not grasp the subtleties of the 
situation. However, if, as I under- 
stand the position, the Postmastee- 
GeneeaIi is not prepared to accept a 
child’s rattle for transmission by reg- 
istered post, I must — er — send it the 
other way. Perhaps you *11 teU me how 
much and give me the stamps ? ” 

Over the wire defences the rattle 
came back to me, and through the 
mesh a voice. 

“Next counter, unregistered,” said the 
voice. g.,,-'.' 

** The whole of the Household Appointments 
will be sold in lots.”— Paper, 

We are glad that the Pbime Ministee 
did. not adopt this arrangement. 
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THE MAN IN THE MOON. 

XIII.— Love; ob, The Lumbar 
Ganglion." 

I KNEW it would happen. 


seen thousands more beautiful, hun- 
dreds more agreeable and dozens more 
intelligent. Yet in her presence iny; 
heart beats at a rate which my doctor 
advises me is abnormal and even dan- 


One day last week the Man in the gerons. I find myself anxious that the 
Moon stopped eating. The next day he whole world should share my good 
told me he had stopped sleeping. That opinion of the young person ; yet as soon 
night he refused drink. Meanwhile he as any man shows signs of doing so it 
sat about in attitudes of profound melan- is with difficulty that I restrain myself 
choly and imid no attention to the con- from^ killing him. My doctor can do 
versation of others. Every now and nothing for me. What is this disease ? ” 
then he rose from his chair and sighed ^’It is Love,” I replied, ^^Amor In- 
heavily, or walked up and downstairs toUrahilis:' 

singing in a sad voice a very gay song. “And what does one do for that ? ” 

In the streets he was a perfect nuisance, “Curiously enough,” I said, “I am 
either cmwling along with his head on at this moment reading a book which 
his chest and too deep in thought to should be of use to you. It is called, 
apologise about collisions, or skipping FsycliO' Analysis wnd the Unconscious^ 
like a lamb, striking the lamp-posts Und the chapter I am reading is called 
with his stick. And when ” 

he halted in ^Trafalgar , ' f 

blew^kisshithe^^L^ I fe-'i 

direction of Nelson I felt || J| ~n~ ~ T " ^ 

it was time to intervene. |l ’ y|| i 11^ 

what’s the matter with H (i . | \| 

me” he explained. “lam | i « 

rapturously happy — I j| P ' / 

know that— bnt T don’t | , ^ 

^^?oudoi?tJ°ffid;“I jl I ll, ^ 

never saw any^^man get | ^ 

felt so warm^ an affection 
for the human race ; I feel 
that every man is friendly 

and good; I long for every- , , . - 

onetobeas happy aslam, ,,3 ® ™ 

yet I am unable to pay any iJ - 

attention to what they say. Life, the ‘The Lover and the Beloved.' The fact 
earth and every common sight have a is, the human race has been loving for 
new meaning for me; but I have not some considerable time, W we are only 
the rmotest idea what it is. I overflow now beginning to understand love, and 
wftb ^nerous impulses, and I feel like it is very fortunate that you should have 
abearwithasorehead. Indeed I some- chosen to visit the Earth at this particu- 
times wonder wl^ther I am quite right lar moment, when Mr. D. H. Lawrence 
in .the head. Perhaps I have stayed in and othears ,of the moderns have made 
jour planet too long. We have nothing the whole rnatter plain. You read this 
Ike this in the Moon. What is it? chapter, my boy; forget all that old- 
all dates,” he went on, without fashioned nonsense about the heart and 




“It^s all swank- 

’IS ACCIDENT.” 


■’e's only wore that since the Prince ’ad 


called PhyUis — Phyllis Fair — ^Phyllis 

— Phyllis — Phyllis,” he murmured — ^ liOVER and the BELOVED. 
“PhylfePair.” ^ “‘Consciousness develops on suc- 

“Go I said; “ I can remember cessive planes. On Qaoh plane there is 
that.” ^ the dual polarity, positive and negative, 

“ This,of ^urse, maybe nothing more of the sympathetic and volimtary nerve 
than a coincidence. Indeed it must be, centres. The first plane is established 
^for I se^ very dearly that this young between the poles of the sympathetic 
"lady is in no way remarkable. I have solar plexus and the voluntary lumbar 

* Enlargement 6r knot on nerve is the active fost plane of 

feom which nerTs-fibres radiate : mass of grey subjective imeonseious, from which 
central nervous system forming a whole of consciousness arises. 

“‘Immediately succeeding the first 


uebb UiilSCC) UJ.J.C7 JJlJLOll 

of objective consciousness, the objective 
unconscious, polarised in the cardiac 
plexus and the thoracic ganglion-*^ ’ ” 

“ Give me the book,” said he. 

“ What Phyllis Fair’s address ? ” 

“21, Laburnum Villas, Chelsea, 
S.W. 3 .” 

“Eight. 1 11 send her a copy.” And 
I did. 

Yesterday my friend took me to call 
Phyllis was charming. And the book, 
at any rate, had taught them both that 
love is not a thing to be ashamed of, 
provided it is expressed in the right 
language. The Man in the Moon i 
broached the subject before tea was 
' over, ignoring my pre^nce entirely. 

“ Miss Fair,” he said, “ I 
can keep silence no longer. 
From the positive pole of 
my cardiac plexus flows 
ouk that effluence which 
, we call selfless love. From, 

j 1 the strong g£ingiion of my 

^ I shouldersproceedstheneg- : 

ative circuit, searching and i 
exploring, bringing back 
pure objective apprehen- 
sion, not critical in the 
— mental sense, and yet pas- 

- sionally discriminative.” 

- mr ^ ^ some 

more tea ? ” said Phyllis. 

“Thanks. This is the 
- dual polarity. Within the 

individual the polarity is 
fourfold. In a relation be- 
p„„„_ tween two individuals the 

polarity is already eight- 

^ — fold. I am polarised. You, 

are polarised. The question is — are we | 
polarised in the same plane ? In a : 
word, wfll you many me ? ” 

“ The roots of vision are in the cardiac | 
plexus,” replied the girl. “ I don’t know 
what to say.” 

“ You are right,” said the Man in the ; 
Moon. “Of that reflected moon-love, 
derived from the head, that spurious 
form of love which predominates to-day, 
we wiE not speak, you and I. Love is 
a great objective flux, a streaming forirh 
of the self in blissful departure, Uke sun- 
beams streaming. Audi ” 

“ You know, of course,” she said, “ that 
the lumbar ganglion negatively polar- 
lises, the solar plexus in the primal 
psychic activity of a normal individual. 
:Do you find that ? ” she added searcli- 
ingly. 

“ Yes,” he answered,meeting her gaze. 

I sometimes sit in my window,” she 
whisj^ered, “when the moon is up and 
polarise my lumbar ganglion ” 

“ I too,” he broke in wfldly., “ And 
from the thorame ganglion also my un- 





• BE I srrrosE. Ji«, ok a boat bike that the skitpeb w6ubb> -ave to 


conscious goes forth in its quest of the 
beloved. Last night the young snow- 
drops were calling to me, and my whole 
^s^che went out in a passionate flux of 
sympathetic love, subjective-abdominal 
and'objective-devotional, both.” 

; “ You too ? ” ' she breathed. » But 
there must be the twofold passional cir- 
cmt of separatist realisation, the lower, 
vital self-realisatioUj and the upper, in- 
tense realisation of the other, a reali - 1 
sation which includes a recognition of 
abysmal otherness. Gan you Give me 
ihatr^- - . 

There is nothing I would not do for 
you,” he -answered. 

“Perhaps, between lovers,” she 
mused, “in the objective way of love, 
either the voluntary separative mode 
predominates, or the sympathetic mode 
of communion — one or the other. In 
the North we have worshipped the 
latter mode ; but in the South it is dif- 
ferent — ^the objective sapient manner 
of love seems more natural. Which is 
yours?” 

“The -former,”- he replied, falling on 
his knees. “ 0 my dear, Springis waking 
I in the woods; in tiny sheaths the daffo- 
dil prepares its glory, on every bough 
the'whitethroat practises the song of 


Summer, and from the passional con- 
scious-centre of my breast gees forth 
my lonely unconscious, groping after 
your unconscious on the first upper 
plane, dynamic, functional, positive and 
negative. And shall not these two im- 
consciouses be one unconscious? Be 
mine ! ” 

“ Alas ! ” she cried, -“it.,canuot be ; ” 
and she buried her face in her hands. 
“ Ah, how can I tell you ? ” she whim- 
pered, raising a face feom which all the | 
colour had flSi, and most of the powder. | 
“ I have lost my unconscious.” 

“What!” cried the stricken lover. 
“Lost it!” ' 

“Last night,” she' said, “the moon 
I had a golden ring, and for a happy hour 
or two my dynamic consciousness was 
subjective. Little thinking what I was 
doing, I linked up the two poles of the 
cardiac plexus and the thoracic ganglion 
and sent forth my unconscious ’on the 
secofid plane; Alas! the poles were 
both positive, and there was a shoi't cir- 
cuit. My unconscious never came back. 

I have ho unconscious,” she wailed, 
clinging to the Man in the 'Moon, whose 
face was now sxiffused with passion. 
“Just Heaven, give me back my un- 
conscious!”- 


He flung her from him with a brutal 


gestui’e. 

“Unsexed!” he cried, and madly 
left the building. A. P. H. 

A NOETHEEN OEPHEUS. 
When Jamie took it in his hoid 
He wasna meant for wark or study, 
An’ wandered fiddlin’ for his breid. 

An’ livin’ like a gangrel buddy, 

The unco guid in ferm an’ toon 
Wad shake their heids ower sic a 

riddle — 

“A dacent lad turned beggar Ipon ! . 

But — step inbye; let’s hear yer 
fiddle.” 

When Jamie, auld an’ wnmkled, dee’d, 
Smoored in a snawdrift i’ the swirc, 

I An’ gaed, as folks had prophesoed, 

Tae regions of eternal fire, 

The deil cam ben an’ whispered, ' * James, 
Naeneed tae roast there i’ the middle; 
There ’s a caller bit ayont the flames 
I keep for lads that plays the fiddle.” 

As the time of the appointment djfew nearer 
she listened fearfully to every foothall in the 
corridor .” — Daily JPajper feuilhtm. 

Poor girl ! How she must have longed ' 
for the referee’s whistle. 
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ODE TO MR. MACDOKALD-A FRAGMENT. 

The lines printed below reached me without any name 
or address by which to identify the sender. Their meaning 
on the whole is clear, but their manner seems unwarrant- 
ably obscure. I take them to be a further proof of my con- 
tention that poets will soon be returning to the eighteenth 
century for their inspiration. If Congreve, they possibly 
argue, then why not Dryden ? But is there going to be a 
Ministry of Arts ? I have not heard about it. 

Thou who, undaunted in debate, 

Hast set up Yulcan in the seat of Jove, 

Which makes men pretty mauve," 

Who see the hand of rapine reared against the State : 
Whether to-day thine arm propels along 
The golf-bail, or thou gatherest in a drove 
Thy followers, be a decent cove, 

Eamsay, and hear my song. 

From Beauty, Heavenly Beauty, grows 
Yon light that overspreads the sky 
Of Sculpture, Painting, and of Poetry ; 

Prosperity, without, were all my eye. 

We simply must have lotis and lots of those. 

I therefore, taking up the lyre, 

Submit this thesis by express desire : — 

That more than Mr. Webb's elaborate schemes 
To oust the old, to start the new rdgivies^ 

Alone, in fact, of all thy dreams 
To make thee dear to men of wit and parts 
Most rare, most admirable seems 
Thy Ministry of Arts.' 

Too long the pining Muse hath mourned an age 
Of fickle Publick Patronage ; 

I am not- speaking now about the Stage, 

Though even that 
Might benefit by being nat.+ 

But all the pencil’s crafts, and all 
The instruments harmoniously musical, 

And song-birds’ voices stifled by the weight 
Of ponderous dulness and Boeotian hate, 

To these, Macdonali), when thou criest Ho I 
Things being so, 

We '11 make a Minister, and one with a Portfolio,’* 
Such wealth of gratitude shall soon outpour 
As not the Augustan Age nor Pericles had more. 

To know who fijrst shall hold the scales 
In that nice Court of Fame 
Presumptuous Faimy asks, but quails, 

Nor Itumbur breathes the name ; 

But Hc^ surrounds his path with prosperous gales 
And Joy from heaven looks down, 

While disconcerted Envy ^oans, 

“ It might, of course, ba Mr. Jones, 

Member for Silvertown.” » 

Or Sidney’s self at last, from Bluebooks torn, 

, Leaving statistics in his desk forlorn, 

On that thrice happy, happy morn 
Might seize the oboe and the clavichord ; 

Or Mr. Shaw, with timbrel and with tabor. 

Fly the unfruitful Ministry of Labour ; 

Or, Baal and his shij^ abhorred, 

Ammon in Phoebus find superb reward. 

Or, if not these, why then some Labour Lord ; 

I i Or Wheatley hear the harp’s insidious strain 
pu And shadowy Poplar weep for hiih in vain. 


This much is certain, that the Muse’s charms 
Shall overtilt the weight 
Of every Bank and Office in the State 
And lure them to her arms. 

So great the chance of being hymned in song 
Or painted gratis by some painter strong 
(For Cabinets are short, while Art is long) ; 

So big the hope in each quick mind, 

Through counterfeit of oil or bronze, 

New immortality to find 

As Epsteins or as Johns. 

And last of all the Publick and llie Press 
Thy saving virtues, Eamsay, shall confess, 

And, fearful of Philistia’s awful charge, 

Envelop thee with marge.]: 

And vow for Beauty’s sovran sake no tax can be too 
large .... 

Unhappily the fragment breaks off here. Evoe. 


* Sc. Bine. 


t Sc. Nationalised, 


AIDS TO GARDENING. 

The gardening calendar which Clarissa hung up in. the 
hall, ostensibly for my benefit, is a decorative and informa- 
tive publication, yet I always jiass it by as quickly as 
possible. It reminds me too much of the sad ease of poor 
Peterson. 

Like most of us, Peterson was happily contented with the 
artistic side of gardening — smelling a rose, picking a car- 
nation and so forth — ^mitil someone presented him with a 
gardening calendar. He then became possessed of a passion 
to grow some sea-kale ; he felt, I think, that he would be i 
living a fuller life if he grew his own sea-kale. According ; 
to the calendar it was necessary that he should sow the 
sea-kale either between 6.50 a.m. and 6.50 a.m., or between 
8.15 A.M, and 10.40 a.m. Try as he would, Peterson could 
not fit himself into that schedule. He would awake with 
unfailing regularity at 6.65 A.M., but he knew it was useless 
to leap out of bed and sow his sea-kale, as apparently, on 
the authority of the time-table, it would perish and its 
blood vrould be oh his head. By 8.15 he would be sound 
asleep again and would awake with just enough time to 
snatch a hastj^ breakfast and catch the 9.14 to town. So 
be never succeeded' in growing his own sea-kale ; and he 
had just the same trouble with Dutch turnips and German 
greens. As a result he lost interest in horticulture and took 
to playing golf and keeping a canary. 

They are heart-breaking things, these gardening guides. 

I once took one up, feeling the old Adam stir within me and 
yearning to jdough and to sow and to reap and to mow, etc. 
The book said, Bulbs coming on iti the ground should 
be mulched lightly/’ . I rather fancied the idea of doing 
a little, mulching the word had a merry, old-Englisb^ 
rustic flavom:. I pu^t my head over the fence and asked the 
man next door ii he had a mulcher. He said he had not ; 
wouldn^t have that breed of dog as a gift. And from the 
way he talks about liis aspidistra you would think that man 
was a gardener, ; 

I went to one of those shops where they have pretty 
patterns in the window done in split peas and haricot beans 
and packets of seeds and bags of flour and boxes of ants’ 
eggs on the coimter. I said I wanted to mulch a bit ; what 
did he recommend ? He was a man of ideas and suggested 
a dictionary. So I looked up mulching” in the dictionary 
and. decided I did not want to do any ; it seemed just an . 
ordinary sordid occupation after all. Curious liow often a 
dictionary destroys one^s pleasant illusions. 

X An oily substance. 
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OUR MUSICAL COLUMN. 

PBOFESSIONAIi NOTICES, 

MARMADUKE MANDRILL 

Basso Bombitante, 

“A -wonderful Yoice. ^Ir- MandrilTs iioot 
dejoc/yrme is the nearest approach to that of 
a gorQla that I have ever heard.’’ 

Sir Hamby 

Address : 

7, Mappm Terrace^ Event's Part. 

JOLYON BRAGCi 

Hypnotic Voice PaoDOOEE 
Has ,a few vacancies for pupils at Ms 
Address: 

Charcot Studios, Great Snoring, Norfolk. 


THE ALL-BRITISH TRIO 

WangkEiBAcbl Krink, Gongoea. 

" Unparalleled ensemble. They remind me 
of the palmy days of Paganini, Liszt and 
Piatti,” — Mr, EmssT Newman, 

Concerts^ Psychic Seaitces, Jtmhle 
, ^ Sales, etc. 

ply for terms, vacant dates, etc., to : 
Gongora, The Prado, Denmark 
HiU. 


HECTOR GORM 

Veoetaeian Tenor. 

“My favourite vocalist.” — Mr, Eustace Miles, 

Mr. Gorm has sung before three 
Royal Courts, and was partially eaten 
by cannibals when touring with Mr. 
Bamberger in the Solomon Islands. 

Available for Rawest Homes, Fmit- 
arian Festivals and Belligerent Bean- 
feasts. .nn 

Address : 

197, Appletree Yard, Jermyn Street, W. 


LAURIE LUMLEY 

The Self-Taught Baritone. ' 

“A living proof of the possibility of the 
‘ clean cut * from all conventions and tradi- 
tions. Mr. Lumley sings as no one ever sang 
before.” — Mr. Ei>wm Ei’ans, 

Exclusively Twencent ’’ non-Teutonic 
repertory: Brax, Buncovitch, Din- 
widdle, Dundoodle, Gagalitzky, OfPalo- 
vitch, Pattigosky, Spermo-Caccialotti 
and Btercohiljinsky. 

Address : 

Larynx Lodge, World's End Passage, 
N.W. 21. 


AMELITA SQUINCHLER 

England's Greatest Sub-Conscious 
Soprano. 

“Supremo sophistication combined with 
unbridled primitive instinct .” — The Times. 

“I have no hesitation in saying that no one 
knows more about the Medulla oblongata or 
the Pineal Crtand than Miss Squinchler.” 

Mr. Cybil Scott. 

Opmxb, Gono&t't-iuorh, Ocmdtist (hxitorio. 
Address : 

Vortex Villa, Warblesdown. _ 


Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 

“ Those who have climbed to the top are too 
often content to remain where they are.” 

Daily Paj)cr. 

From Smith Minor’s geography- 
paper 

“The streets of Venice are noiseless, for 
they are canals ; boats called gorgonzolas take 
the place of cabs.” ^ 

“The senior steward presented the Bev. 

E, with a wallet of notes on behalf of the 

Church and circuit. Numerous other presents 

have been given to Mr. and Mrs. . They 

will be missed.”— BeZipioMs WeeTdy. 

We advise a burglary insurance. 
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Wife. ‘*I FEED so SFEINGDrKE. ThE SWEET LITTLE CEOCUSES JUST SHOWING — ^BIEDS 
BrSTGING— L07ELY I Do YOU FEEL SPEINGLIKE, CHAELBS?” 

Eusband. “ Yes— botten 1 ” 


NEW SHAPES FOR THE HUMAN BODY. 

’ Did you notice,’’ said the Uttle man 
in the corner of the carriage, “that 
Professor Burstall says, if he could de- 
sign the man of the future, he ’d make 
him spherical ? ” 

Besides myself there was only the 
morose individualin theoppositecorner, 
and he apparently didn’t want to be 
sociable, so I said “ Yes.” 

“ Spherical ! ” went on the little man. 
“ Can you picture it ? The Professor 
reckons that a globular man would be 
easier to clothe; but that's nonsense. 
I 'm a tailor myself, ’and we should never 
be able to get a collar to sit nicely. The 
average’ tailor's .nightmares are of fat 
men whose backs start right out from 
under their ears. And look how a man 
with even a slight tendency to con- 
vexity has trouble with his braces, to 
prevent their riding off/* 

I nodded. The little man. went on : 

** When you come to think of it, our 
anatomy is still modelled on the re- 
quirements of the cave-man, and it is 
consequently ill-adapted to modern con- 
ditions. . He needed his claws and 
toe-nails to climb trees after the plesio- 
saurus, but, all they do for us is to 
wear holes in our socks and gloves. 
Then who wants knees in these days of 
lifts ? They only make trousers baggy.” 

“ That *s of course from a professional 
point of view/’ I said. “ But supposing 
you could re-design man according to 
the general needs of the near future 
what improvements would you make? ” 

“I don't quite know,” said the imagin- 
ative little tailor. “ Perhaps a couple 
of extra ears for wireless reception, and 
a third band, so that he could strap- 
hang and read at the same time. And 
more easily detachable teeth. I’ve 
just left my dentist. 

“But why have teeth at all, when 
half the food we eat is already masti- 1 
cated for us ? Our digestive apparatus ! 
was intended to deal with the raw food | 
that old man Pliocene brought home 
for his supper, and, owing to the fact 
that we don’t use half of it, we sulfer 
from all sorts of ills, from diabetes to 
bad temper. If we could concentrate 
all the alimentary processes into one 
organ, look at the extra space there 'd 
be in us for the necessary glands of the 
future. What do you think, Sir ? ” he 
added to the morose man. 

“ Me ? ” said he. “ All I *d do would 
be to give the new man six legs instead 
of two.” 

“ But why ? ” said the ai’gumentative 
little tailor as the train slowed down. 
“ Imagine the noise he ’d make going 
upstairs to bed. He’d sound like a 
platoon of infantry. How would he 
keep himself in step ? He ’d have to 


cross the road in echelon. And think 
of the doormats he/d wear out, wiping 
all his feet to oblige his wife. 

“I admit that six legs would be 
handy at times, for example, to a foot- 
baller. He ’d be able to kick the ball 
occasionally, as well as run all over the 
field as he does now. And they would 
be useful when indulging in some of the 
latest dances. You could stand on two 
feet and use the others to do the steps 
with. But with the increased risk of 
breaking a leg there would be an end of 
newspaper insurance. Now if you had 
said a pair of wings-^ — ” 

“ No,” said the miserable man, gath- 
ering up his bag and papers as the 
train stopped. “Why should he fly? 
Man is an insect. Let him walk. It ’s 


good for his health and lets him see the 
scenery.” 

As he got out the ticket-inspector 
touched his cap. I asked that function- 
ary who the morose man was. 

“Sir John Wilks, the boob manufac- 
turer,” he said. 

It all depends on the point of view. 
LordEoTHBRMEBE nodoubt would want 
to give the future man more heads so 
that he could have more bats to take off. 


Hore About Wigan. 

A local resident sends us the follow- 
ing geographical note 
“ The Edver Douglas, which rises in the hills 
to the North of Wigan, flows „South until it 
reaches Wigan, whenit immediately goes WesV^ 

The italics are his. - 
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Shades, vwts an interloper— a 

George {draininq lus glass). Thank loper* In plain tern 
eii, Maurice; I needed that one badly, from my best friend. 


fairh^ by you aU, especially you. You G, {inexorably). Yes, but did it *? 
INTIMATE AFTERNOONS. Virginia, and she M, George, I am beginning to wonder 

III.— The Eiyals. certainly had a soft corner for you. whether you really deserve your good 

George and Maurice have met in The You practically gave her up, old boy. I fortune. , . . r . . 

Shades, vvyis an interloper— a confounded inter- G, And I hn beginning to leel quite 

Thank loper. In plain terms I stole Yirginia sure that I don’t in the least deseiwe 


Maurice, Strenuous afternoon? 


M, {hurriedly). Not at all. 


Virginia. 
You are Maurice. 


I’m not worthy of her. 
You ought not to have given 


MULUn/ ILO, LAW 1.10 , V . '46. ,. *,1 T\>J £ 1 L. 

Q. Bather. Been shopping -with exaggerating. Virguna and I were ]ust her tip. Don t you ever leel any regret 




Vir<^inia. ‘ iriends. it was never more inan 

M, Lucky man. that. ^ 

G, Began at ten o’clock this morning. G, It was said at the time that you 
Lunch atthe Stores— sort of lunch they were ]practically engaged to Virginia, 
provide for women customers. On again I thought so myself till you solemnly 
this afternoon. Then Vhginia suggested assiwed me you weren’t. 

tea. I hastily swallowed thei irtiifyiiiimittffliiiiiMffiM 

nauseous draught and at last |||| |j |jjj jj [jl™^ 

escaped into this friendly bar. 1 1|| 6 8 iliB i||||i|H 

her to a play— one of those IB B iII ^ 

Jf. Pity. We ’re making up ! 

rather a jolly party for Giggles, \ .j; L % 

Thought perhaps you ’d lOse to 

^ G, {unstfuUy), I ’m afraid it ’s j ' 

G, Can’t be* done. Virginia .. ' [ 

wants to hear this new fiddler ‘ 

M, Then what about a week- ‘‘i' I ' 

end? I have some fellows ^ /fM _ 

coming down to Walton Heath \ 

for some golf. 

G, I should love it, but Vir- 
ginia has specially asked me to 
stand by. She ’s interested in 
\ some Sunday show at one of 
; the play societies. 

M, She keeps you pretty / j 

G, As you see. III/ v 

Jf. It mi^t be tremendously fl f I % ' 

grati%ing to fimd yourself so ^ 

TTidicmP-TiisMiblp tn a cnVl lilro Frantic Householder, “Ethel I Ethel! Quick. 1 
V ^ j ‘Hotoehou) Hiots’ you’tb oivbn me; ims is ‘Gi 

' Virginia. You re a proud and qjhe Poets.’ ” 

tepspy knan. 1 

G, Quite. ... \ M, Virginia and I were never in any 

^ Jf. Wonderful girl, Virginia. sense engaged. I was terribly devoted, 

G^ Y^. ^ of course, but when she took such' a 

M, Prettiest woman in London — violent fancy to you I naturally felt it 


'|i-!i I’ 


'■1 


da^ijei clever with it too. {Slaving only right to vTithdraw. 


good friends. It was never more than on the subject ? 

that. -SL I try not to think about it. When 

G, It was said at the time that you I do 

were practically engaged to Virginia. G, {eagerly), Y’es ? 

I thought so myself till you solemnly ^ JI. {guardedly). Well, naturally Vir- 
assiwed me you weren’t. ginia leaves a gap. 

- — — — — Q ghe would. Virginia is a 

that I ’ ve lost the most beautiful 

'| moments when 1 wonder how 
> I could have brought myself 

G, {seizing his opportunity). 
It was quixotic of you, Maimice. 
It makes me feel mean. After 
all, she has much more in com- 
mon with you than with me. 

M, Nonsense. In‘ any case 
it ’s too late now to raise that 

often mentions^you, Maiirice. 

M. That means less than 
nothing, I ’m afraid, Vh'ginia 
makes a point of mentioning 
one’s predecessors. She did it 

in a special sort of way. I ’m 
siure in my own mind that it ’s 
you she really likes. She only 
pique. 

I/^^^^^IIIIIIII mV Fiddlesticks. 

// f''^^j///IJIIjl G, Why don’t you take her 

/// / if to this Sunday show and let me 

, „ . _ ^ , go to Walton Heath? I could 

k; Householder, “Ethel I Ethel ! Quick. This isn’t ® excuse 

lOLD Hints ’ you ’ve given me ; this is ‘ Gems iteom some excuse. 

STS.’ ” ’ ' M, 1 consider that s a very 

heartless suggestion. In order 

M, Virginia and I were never in any to satisfy an unfounded and trivial curi- 
sense engaged. I was terribly devoted, osity you ’re prepared to inflict consider- 
of course, but when she took such' a able pain on your best friend, 
violent fancy to you I naturally felt it G, Do you mean to say that it would 




^/Jy 




Frantic Householder, “ Ethel I Ethel ! Quick. 
‘Household Hints’ you’ve given me; this is 
T^TT w Poets.’ ” 


This isn’t 
Gems iteom 


George on the hack) George, you’re a 
f orti^te feUow. * * ’ 

G , , Yes> Maurice. But I sometimes 
worker— — 

^ M, Wonder? 


give you pain to take Virginia to the 


G, {looknig at Mm keenly). Did ycni theatre on Sunday ? 


’ ever go to classical concerts with her, 

But I sometimes Maurice? 

M. I 


M, Of com'se it would give me pain. 
Are you completely devoid of the finer 
feelings ? Think of the old associations 


G, And did you take her to picture it would call up, the hopes that were 


G, Yes. I mean, do I really deserve shows and Scandinavian plays and never destined • 
\ fiddlers from Belgrade ? I promised qu; 

M, Come, come, George, Youthor- M, {testily). I’ve akeady told you Walton Heath. 


and never destined to be fulfilled. Besides, 
I promised quite definitely to go to 


oughly deserve Virginia. You cut us that I was devoted to her. 

all out completely — carried her off under G, And did it amuse you, Maurice? 


all out completely — carried her off under G, And did it am 

our very noses. * If, That, George 

G, Do you know, Maurice, I’m be- tion. I did these 1 
ginning to doubt whether I acted quite Tliat should suffice. 


that I was devoted to her. G, You disappoint me, Maurice, I 

G, And did it amuse you, Maurice ? offer you Virginia and you talk to me 
If.- That, George, is a leading ques- of Walton Heath. ' I ’m perfectly will^ 
tion. I did these things for Virginia, ing to go to Walton Heath in your 


(Earnestly) Go with Virginia 




on Sunday. This may be the tnming- 
point in our lives. You may find that 
she’s willing to forget me. It would 
be a serious blow, but I ’d bear it cheer- 
fully for her sake and for yours. 

M, Thank you, George, but when I 
gave Virginia up to you I swore that 
I would never go back on my decision. 
If Virginia really needed me it would be 
different, but I m sui'e that she never 
actually cared, and that at this moment 
there are quite a number of young men 
who are far more to her than I am. 

(3. (quicJcly). I never thought of that. 

M. Never thought of what ? 

(?. {eagerly). Do you mean that per- 
haps there might be someone else ? 

M, Now, George, keep a rein upon 
your jealous temper. 

G. My dear Maurice, I ’m like you in 
one respect. I ’d give up Virginia cheer- 
fully if I could be sure that she cared 
for somebody more deserving. Who is 
my rival ? 

M, Well, I saw her in Bunters the 
other day with young Somerville. 

G. Young Somerville 1 Excellent. 
Most suitable in every way. 

M, Virginia was looking at him in 
the way we know. She likes him, 
George ; and of course he simply adores 
Virginia. 

G. Of course. 


M, Who would not? The most 
beautiful girl in London. 

G. So extraorlinarily brilliant. 

M, And such fascinating ways. The 
fellow could not help himself if she 
really made up her mind. 

G. Maurice, I’ve been feeling for 
some time that Virginia ’s been rather 
cool to mo. I ’ve noticed a subtle change 
in her manner. Her thoughts seem 
frequently to be elsewhere. I imagined 
at first it was you. I thought she was 
pining after her old love, I was wrong, 
Maurice. It must be young Somerville, 

If. I shouldn’t be at aU smprised, 
{Looking hiUntly at his friend) He 
would suit her admirably. 

G. The happiness of Virginia must 
come before everything else. I feel it 
my duty to give way to the better man. 
{Anxicnisly) You really think she likes 
young Somerville sufficiently ? 

M, Virginia easily takes to people. We 
might approach Somerville tactfully — 
encourage him. 

G. He shall go with Virginia on 
Sunday, 

M. And Virginia will do the rest. 

G. {musing), I- might have a sudden 
chill, perhaps. 

M, Virginia might want to ‘ nurse 
you. • - 

G. Not if Somerville turns up with 


the tickets. We must put in a little 
staff work. 

M, After all, the end justifies the 
means. 

G. Exactly. I can be quite unscru- 
pulous where Virginia’s happiness is at 
stake. 

M. George, I feel that Somerville 
was bom to marry Virginia. He has 
a beautiful nature. He likes classical 
music. She will mould him, George. 
They are going to be very happy to- 
gether. Virginia will cling to him. 

G, Lucky fellow. Virginia clings 
divinely. We shall miss her, Maurice, 
but we must try to keep up our spirits. 
Perhaps some evening next week — 
Giggles, I think you were saying. 

M, All right. I *11 buy another ticket 
in case. 

Another Impending Apology. 

** In the Ladies’ events at the Temperance 

Union sports gathering yesterday Miss 

was the most consistent winer of the day.” 

Neta Zealand Pa^er, 


“ Sir, — On arriving at my home last night I 
found my Airedale had a family of twelve. 
Surely this wants beating.” 

Letter in Daily 

We don’t see why it should; What has 
this innocent family done to merit cas- 
tigation ? 





WHEN WE 

' X.— Buckingham PAUAbE. " ' 

They 're elianging ^ard at Buekingkani PalacB- 
Ohrisfeopher Ilobin;went do^ with; Alice,. ’ 
Alice is marrying one pf the guard^ • . 

A soldier’s Hfe is terrible hard/;’ = -. , ■ 

/ j' ' . -Saye Alice.' - ; , 

They’re changing guard at BucMngMam Palace- 
Chiistoph*^ ]^bin went do^^ni-with Alice.' 

We saw a ^ardih a ^ii^box - - 

“ One of the sergeants looks after their, socks/’ 

. . "r , Says Mice.'.-' 

They 're changing* guard at Buckingham Palaee- 
Chiistopher Bobin went down with Alice. 

We looked for th6 King, but he never came . . 
Well, God take care of him all the same,” 

Says Alice. 

They ’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace- 
Christopher Eobin went down with Alice. 
They’ve great big parties inside the grounds . . 
“ I wouldn’t be Eng for a hundred pounds,” 

. Says Alice, 

They ’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace- 
Ohristopher Eobin went down with Alice. 

A face looked out, but it wasn’t the King’s . . 
’s much too busy a-signing things,” 

Says Alice. 


WERE VERY YOUNG. 

They ’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace — 

___ Chnstopher il^bin went down with Alice. 

Do you think the King knows' all about me ? 

' - Sure to, dear, but it *s time for .tea,” 

Says Alice. 

XI. — ^At the Zoo. 

:i - - Thebe are lions and roaring tigers, and enormous camels 
« and thihgs, ' . 

; There are biffd’o-buffalo-bisons, and 'a great big bear with 
• • ' wings; / / ' / ' “ ' 

There’s a sort Of a tiny potamus, and a tiny noeerous too — 
But I gave biins to the elephant when I went do“^n, to the 
Zoo!* . ■ 1 ' 

There, are .badgers and bidgers and bodgers, and a Suj)er-rin- 
■ ' tendent’s House, 

There are masses of goats, and a Polar, ^and different kinds 
of mouse, 

And I think there ’s a sort of a something which is called 
' a wallaboo — 

But I gave buns to the elephant when I went clown to the 
Zoo! 

If you try to talk to the bison he never quite understands ; 
— ^ You can’t shake hands with a mingo, he doesn’t like shaking 

hands; 

And lions and roaring tigers hate saying, How do you do ? ” 
But Z give buns to the elephant when J go down to the 
Zoo ! A. A. M. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Tuesday, February 12tli . — The arrival 
of a Labour Government has intensified 
the difficulty of the seating problem in 
the House of Commons. It was always 
a case of getting a quart into a pint- 
pot, but in former clays a portion of the 
quart (and not always the frothiest por- 
tion) was content to remain outside. Now 
it all insists on trying to get in. The 
result this morning was an ^^ugly rush ” 



THE PAISLEY POBTABLE. 

Specially desig^ted fob Liberal ex- 

Ministers wno "svaxt something to 

THUMP. 

among the early arrivals, in which Mr. 
Sexton was bowled over and Mrs. 
WiNTRiNGHAM lost her hat, but not, I 
am glad to say, her head. Why should 
not the Commons take a hint from 
other purveyors of popular entertain- 
ment, and have two Houses a night ” ? 
For the second ‘‘House” the Front 
Benches might be manned by under- 
studies, thus giving some sixty or 
seventy budding statesmen a chance of 
displaying their fitness for office. 

Mr. MacDonald and Mr. Baldwin 
have changed places ; Mr. Asquith has 
been relegated for the first time since 
1892 to a seat below the Gangway, 
where he will have no box to thump 
unless he adopts om artist's suggestion ; 
and Mr. T. P. O'Connoe, who for more 
than forty years has been “ agin' the 
Government,” has crossed to the Minis- 
terial side and turned his other cheek 
to the Speakbb. 

There are no other revolutionary 
changes to record. Although this is a 
Laboiu’ Government and laborare est 
orarsy the Chaplain read prayers as 
usual. No sinister significance, I may 
add, attaches to the fact that the Prime 
Minister carried his papers in a red des- 
patch-box. Mr. Baldwin did the same. 

From the ordeal of Question-time the 


new Ministers emerged for the most part 
very well. Some of them have adopted 
the old formulas, “ The answer is in the 
negative,” “I shall require notice of 
that,” and so forth ; but Mr. Wheatley 
pleased the House by rapping out, “ The 
answer is ‘ Yes,’ ” and the Prime Min- 
ister a little st^rised it by sapng that 
negotiations with France and Belgium 
had been going on “ever since my Gov- 
ernment took office,” though he after- 
wards admitted, inreply toMr.McNEiLL, 
that they had been going on before. 

Mr. MacDonald, as he grows accus- 
tomed to his new dignity, will doubtless 
get rid of the tendency to over-emphasis 
which still impairs one's enjoyment of 
his speeches. With such a big canvas 
to cover— -foreign affairs, bousing, unem- 
ployment, etc.— the details were neces- 
sarily a little vague. He admitted that 
his programme was largely based upon 
that of the late Government as set forth 
in the King's Speech, but insisted that 
‘ everything depended upon the spirit in 
which the work was approached. His 
most important announcements were 
that the Government had no intention 
of going out if defeated in a snap- 
division or upon a minor question ; that 
they hoped to provide working-class 
dwellings which could be built for five 
hundred pounds and let for nine shil- 
lings a week, and that they would set 



Little Bo - Fc & y , “Two, four, six— any- 
how I haven’t lost any of irr sheep.” 

lord MUIB MACKENZIE 
(Labour Whip in the House of Lords). 

up a strong Committee to investigate 
the possibilities of reducing the Na- 
tional Debt. 

The poet who expressed his desire 
for a sojourn in the desert “ with one 
bright spirit for my Minister ” should 


have been on the Government Front 
Bench in the House of Lords this 
afternoon. It was a desert indeed, 
untenanted at first even by one bright 
spirit. But presently Lords Parmooe, 
Chelmsford and Muie Mackenzie 
arrived ; and a little later their forces 
were doubled by the addition of Lords 
Oliyieb, Thomson and Arnold, new 
creations. 

Lord Haldane outlined the policy of 
the Labour Government in a speech so 



LOED BALEOTJB ENDUBES LORD 
BIRKENHEAD’S HUMOUR. 

sweetly reasonable that Lord Curzon 
compared it to a well-known brand of 
soothing- syrup. The House was, I 
think, relieVed to hear from the Lord 
Chancellor that the Government in- 
tended to keep up the national defences 
in order the better to negotiate for gen- 
eral disarmament, and that he himself 
would give up some of his judicial work 
in order to preside over the Committee 
of Imperial Defence. The “ attenuated ” 
condition of the Government benches 
inspired Lord Curzon to some good- 
humoured chaff of its“occupants. Lord 
Muir Mackenzie as Whip would, he 
suggested, have an easy task in shep- 
herding his little flock into the Lobby. 
Barring the unconditional recognition 
of the Soviet Government, “a very 
great mistake,” and the Poplar, sur- 
render, “a direct encouragement to 
profligate expenditure,” he approved 
the Government's policy as presented, 
and he declared, in the words of the Iron 
Duke, that “the King's Government 
must be carried on,” and that it was 
the duty of the Peem to give Ministers 
what aid they could. , 

Viscount Grey, from his place below 
the Gangway on the Government side, 
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spoke to much the same effect. Lord 
Bibkenhead was very facetious at the 
expense of Lord Pae^ioor and Lord 
Chelmsfobi) : Lord BlinrouE sat with 
his head in liis hands , the better to endure 
his japes. Lord Ohelmsfoed met the 
bowling with a straight* bat, and gave 
a plain account of the circumstances in 
which he had taken office/ He had come 
in, as one detached from politics, to help 
in carrying out “a disclosed programme, 
but would at once resi^ if at any mo- 
ment he found himself in disagreement 
with his colleagues. 

Wednesday j February IStJi . — Lord 
Birkenhead was not present to hear 
Lord Pabmooe's reply to the sarcasms | 
levelled at him the day before. Lord : 
• OuRZON seemed to think that the Lord i 
President should have waited for the ; 
arrival of his critic; another noble lord | 
retorted that the critic should have | 
been there. Anyway it did not much I 
matter, for on the subject of his personal ; 
relations to the Ministry of which he is i 
a member Lord Parmoor practically 
said ditto to Lord Cheemsfoed. 

Mr. Baldwin, evidently thinking that 
’ the time has not yet come for the 
official Opposition to open its heavy 
. guns upon the Government, contented 
himself for the most part with friendly 
raillery. The Tvhole House enjoyed his ; 
sallies at the expense of ‘‘the Blessed 
, Bamozels ” on the Treasury Bench, still 
‘ wondering how they got there ; and his; 
innocent inquiry as to whether the Prime 
Minister, who had taken credit for the i 
recent rise in the price of stocks, was 
alsato be accounted responsible for the 
rise in the price of food. 

It was Mr. Asquith who furnished 
the surprise of the sitting. * Crossing 
over to the Opposition Pkont Bench, 
he took his stand at the Box he loves 
so well — one of its advantages, as he 
observed, being that ‘‘you can see your 
opponents,” The phrase must have^ 
sounded a little ominous to the Minis- 
ters he had so lately put into office. 
Their fears were quickly justified when, 

. after putting some rather searching 
questions regarding other points in 
their programme, he came down in his 
old sledge-hammer style upon the Pop- 
lar surrender. By condoning the illeg- 
alities of the Guardians the Minister 
OP Health had set a very bad- prece- 
dent, of which other poverty-stricken 
municipalities would be sm:e to take 
advantage, and we should have Pop- 
lars all over the country, Mr. Asquith 
concluded by demanding a day for dis- 
cussion. 

This Mr. Clynes promptly conceded. 
Later on the Labour Party cheered 
Lady Astor’s tribute to ^‘the wonderful 
; , 3 poeeh of khe Prime Minister on social' 
hut did not show the same 


enthusiasm for her defence of Capitalism, 
which she described as “in itself a most 
uninteresting thing, but a most neces- 
sary thing.” 



admiral ameby nails his colours 

TO THE MAST. 


On Monday the Tory Party (Mr.AMERY, 
ex-Pirst Lord, excepted) agreed to put 
Protection on the shelf ; to-night Mr. 
Wardlaw Milne, having been success- 
ful in the ballot, fetched it down again, 
and called attention to “ the necessity 



“ Why should Poplar alone > be put in 

APILLOEY?” 

MR. LANSBURT.. 

for -regulating imports and the protec- 
tion of home industries.” His motion, 
of course, went down heavily before 
Liberalism and* Labour combined. 

‘ But' after Mr. Asquith’s speech how 


long will the combination last ? That 
is what everyone was asking. 

Thursday, February IMJi , — On Val- 
entine’s Day it w^as appropriate that 
Lord Oharnwood should want to know 
whether the Prime Ministee’s “some- 
what serious entanglement ” with the 
Socialist International at Hamburg was 
a formal betrothal or a temporary Sta- 
tion. In foreign affairs would he be 
guided by the Covenant of the League 
of Nations — a body composed of organ- 
ised Governments — or by the roles of a 
society many of whose members were 
violently opposed to organised govern- 
ment ? Why, only a few years ago, a 
leading official of the International had 
assassinated a Prime Minister, an act 
which Lord Parmoor, he was confident, 
would regard as “a' breach of good 
taste.” 

Lord Parmoor refrained from ex- 
pressing an opinion on this delicate 
point, and perhaps wisely, as he seemed 
to think there was little difference 
between the International and the 
World Alliance for Promoting Inter- 
national Priendliness between the 
Churches (to which he himself belongs). 

There was a keenly-contested conflict 
between the Lord Chancellor and 
Lord Parmoor as to whether Lord 
Banbury should or should not put a 
question that he had on the Paper. 
Lord Banbury eventually agreed to 
postpone it. But the incident has 
probably strengthened his regret at 
leaving his happy home at the other end 
of the corridor to come to a place where 
it is impossible to master the rules of 
procedure, because there aren’t any. 

Possibly Mr. Austen Chamberlain 
considered that his leader’s criticism of 
the Ministry yesterday was too gentle. 
At any rate he put much more “pep ” 
into his own remarks, whether they 
were directed against the Government 
or the Liberals who put- them in 
office. He plainly resented ‘Mr. As- 
quith’s invasion of the Pront Opposi- 
tion Bench. “He sits on one side, 
speaks on the other, and votes- alter- 
nately on this side and that^the fine 
art of wangling! ” 


Apropos of some sartorial criticism of 
the new Ministers : — . 

A correct crease is not always the mark of 
a correct mind, and many an honest heart 
may beat beneath a baggy pair of trousers.” 

Net tli~Counfry Paper, 

Only, however, when they are cut very 
high. 1. 

The Editor begs to acknowledge with 
respectful gratitude a valentine of early 
Spring, flowers sent to him from the 
Fairy Qffeen, through one of Her Oharm- 
ing Majesty’s agents (anonymous). 
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AT THE PLAY. 

^‘Thb Way of the Woeld” 
(Lteio, Hammeesmith). 

Ip Mr. Conobeye were offering The 
Wwy of the World to the town for the 
first time one would feel bound to point 
out that his plot had a most nnplansible 
complexity which at times was apt to 
hamper the appreciation of his wit and 
most felicitous phrasing. Even a re- 
reading 'of the text on the very day of 
the performance did not remove all the 
obscurities ; but it did at least — ^to take 
an instance — ^make one realise who the 
two ladies were in the opening dialogue 
of the Second Act, where the discovery 
to the audience was too long dela^red 
to be explained as a dramatic device 
for aiYcsting attention ; and it certainly 
helped one to form some idea of the 
history and functions of the mysterious 
black box which works to the confusion 
of the unscrupulous Faimll and to the 
completemystification of an unprepared 
audience. 

No intelligent playgoer should miss 
this admirable presentation. And none 
who is wise will omit to provide himself 


with the text, so that he may skim 
through it beforehand, and afterwards 
recall and ei^ance his enjoyment of the 
performance by re-reading, for fuller 
appreciation of the exquisite matter, at 
least the passages of the rare courtship 
of Millamant^ the adorably roguish co- 
quette (and much more and better than 
that), by a Mimhell shaken out of his j 
cynical hbertme*s ways by her beauty, ! 
wit, charm, ’ spirit and, emphatically, i 
braitts : in particular, that passage (so 
adorably spoken by Miss Edith Evans) 
in which MilUmant debates the surren- 
der of her liberty, and that conference 
for the laying down of provisos and 
guarantees before the ultimate surren- 
der and the final plaintive **Well, if 
Mirabell should not make a good hus- 
band’* (which, on the evidence, I con- 
ceive to be highly unlikely), am a lost 
thing, for I find I love him — ^violently.” 

There is, of course, much that is 
plainly diverting in a straightforward 
enough way: the chatter and banter of 
the sham-sparkling Wifwoiid and the 
coarse Petulant \ the drolleries of Sir I 
Wilftill, drunk and sober ; the grotes- 
queries of Lady WishforL These last 


seemed to me perhaps a little overdone, 
no doubt in accordance with a plan of 
production which, for box-office rather 
than artistic purposes, I assume, bad 
rather an air of taking at second-hand , 
the garments and moods of i 

Opera, Little episodes like the lighting 
of the sconces ‘^by numbers,” as it were, 
get their laugh, but seem rather intru- 
sive; and there was a good deal of 
conscious posturing and grouping which 
made for distraerion. Howev^, the 
precise method of best producing a 
play of a time long past is no easy 
matter to determine. It is sufficient 
to say that Mr. Nigel Pdayfaie’s pro- 
duction was successful according to the 
method chosen. 

It is becoming a little monotonous 
to praise the consistently interesting 
work of Miss Edith Evans — the‘‘Mxs.” 
Evans of the pleasantly archaistie pro- 
gramme. She has, to tell the truth, the 
player’s indispensable gift of abeuni:- 
ing personality ; to which is ^d^ in- 
telligent study which brings ouk not 
only the brilliant whole but the variety 
and beauty of -feedetail iu'^exc^ently 
written a part as this of Millamant, I 
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gallant air and a rich 


have seen no other Millamant, and had 
in my mind something a little more 
haughty and detached* But I gladly 
surrender this vague vision for the ex- 
quisite, warm, lively creature now 
offered to us. I will, however, com- 
plain that very occasionally Miss Evans 
dropped her voice and lost us a phrase 
or two. 

Mr. Egbert Loeaine's Mirabell I 
thought just a trifle too heavy, a little 
Bassendylluh perhaps, and the pace a 
little slow. But the man was palpably 
hit, and I suppose a love-converted 
rake must needs be a fairly solemn 
fellow — “ sententious ” withal and apt 
for a cruel and witty mistress to pour 
her laughter on. And certainly Mr. 
Loeaine has a 
pleasing voice. 

Greek as the 
mischievous Marwood 
looked, very handsome in 
a mosteffective highway- 
manish dress. Her elocu- 
tion was admirably clear. 

There never seemed quite 
enough reason for. her 
busy malice, but perhaps 
other times other pas- 
sions. 

I liked Mr. Playfair’s 
Wiiwoud without re- 
serve,, and Mr. Normak’s 
fantastic Petulant was 
successful* Sir WilfuWs 
rustic airs and his sound, 
if slow, sense were well 
conveyed by Mr. Eus- 
SBLii. “Mrs.” Yaede’s 
Lady Wisihfort — ^if you 
grant the key — ^was a fine 
hearty piece of work. 

Mr. Akstbuther’s 
FOfinall might, I thought, 
have been a little more 
sinister, a little less airy, 
thoroughly bad egg, this Fainall, even 
accord^g to Eestoration lights. “Mrs.” 
Taylor as FainalVs wife — the most 
colourless of the main characters — ^was 
pleasant enough. In fact a thoroughly 
competent cast. 

I noticed, not for the first time, that 
eager members of audiences wMch have 
a re;putation to keep up^ audiences with 
a nigh-brow leaven, often think, it 
necessary to laugh loud at points of 
which the authentic tribute is a smile. 
There is plenty to cause spontaneous 
hixi^termTheWayoft^ but 

there k more to smije at with a quiet 
connoisseurship which is much more 
appropriate homage to author and 
player and much, less distractog to 
the— to the low-brow. Laughter of 
course may show that one has taken 
-the point. But I don’t think that’s im- 
por&bnt. 


“Lord o’ Creation” (Savoy). 

There are such engaging feats of 
individual playing in Lord o’ Creation, 
Mr. Norman Macowan’s new senti- 
mental comedy, that one can readily 
forgive a certain naivete of outlook and 
sundry unlikely assumptions on the 
part of the author. A play that is bad 
in grain inflicts a devastating boredom 
on the sophisticated beholder, and the 
fact that one was not bored, but con- 
tinually being interested and enter- 
tained, can’t altogether be due to the 
players. The author must have his 
share of the credit for it. 

The central idea, if perhaps not very 
likely, is ingenious enough. A young 
Fettes-Magdalen Scotsman, John Alec 





A SUDDEN SQUAIjL ON THE EAST COAST OF SCOTLAND. 
Janet Gray Miss Mona Harrison. 

Bobert Gray Horace Hoboes. 

He was a | Baird^ inherits a shipping business and 
a feud with a rival shipowner who has 
contrived — on strictly business princi- 
ples, a little stretched, maybe — the ruin 
of Baird^s father. Before setting his 
teeth into the job of building up his 
line and getting even, or better, with 
his father’s rival, young Baird puts in 
a longish holiday ^ with a friend in a 
Scottish fishing village. The two boys 
work for a wage for old Bobert Gray, 
who has a small herring-boat. To con- 
ceal their identity and gentility they 
affect a broad Bqric, which, if not quite 
of the local brand and flavour, is yet 
likely enough to pass for the speech of 
some “foreign” part— such as Edin- 
burgh. 

John Aleib loves the hard physical 
labour, the dangers, ’the reality Of the 
fisherfclk’^ ways and determines to lead 
a double life: to carry on his .work 
London and to escape as often as pos- 


sible to Scotland and honrne Janet Gray, 
whom he loves. A quite proper double 
life, be it understood. He is duly mar- 
ried as Alec Baird, and lets his wife 
know no more than that he has “some- 
thing to do with shipping.” Being a 
very masterful man — duLord o’ Creation, 
in fact — he thinks that a man’s work is 
not his wife’s business. Lords o' crea- 
tion being not only clever but credulous, 
he supposes that Janet, overwhelmed 
by his masterfulness, has accepted this 
rather unsatisfactory reticence and is 
to think no more about it. 

At any rate for sixteen long years 
John Alec Baird, the pushful London 
shipowner, is continually disappearing, 
not his secretary nor his devoted 
mother ever knowing where or why. 

It says well for the world 
that nobody makes any 
scandalised comments on 
this phenomenon. While 
away he takes up the life 
of Alec Baird, assumed 
to be a sailor on furlough, 
actually a father of three 
little Bairds and the 
adored husband of the 
ineffably discreet Janet 
It also says much — per- 
haps rather too much — 
for the self-control, not 
merely of the Grays, but 
of the whole village, that 
for sixteen years nobody 
should draw any dark 
conclusions from such 
mysterious ways. 

It was not till Lord 
Leithing, the rival ship- 
owner, now thoroughly 
alarmed by the brilliant 
progress of John Alec 
Baird, stumbled across 
the truth and thought 
he could use it by way of discreet black- 
mail to induce Baird to abandon the 
Eastern Eoute, which he looked upon 
as his own preserve, that — but I won!t 
spoil your pleasure by disclosing the 
attractive, way the .giuthor straightens 
his tangled tackle. 

Of course I never believed in John 
Alec, He talked much too freely about 
his brains and his efficiency, his hunger 
for Eeality and his, masterfulness, ever 
to have been the great man he was 
supposed to be. And as to Alec, he was 
for ever protesting too much about his 
inordinate happiness in the fisherman’s 
cottage to be beyond suspicion. (Mr. 
Ian Fleming was probably not to blame 
for this failure.) 

, ,But Janet — rif.a little too good and 
wise to be true — ^was rather a dear; an 
attractive maid, romantic yet controlled, 
and a steadfast, managing wife and 
mother; and very attractively played 


SK . 




by Miss Harrison. I liked Miss as Lord Leitking gave us, with his 
Lindsay Gray’s sound performance as accustomed gusto, one of those bizarre THE SAFETY GAME* 

Mrs. Gray, while Mr. Horace Hoboes’ character-studies which he manages so The ladies, Grant’s wife and mine, 
playing of Bohert Gray^ especially in skilfully. I got the idea that British had retired and left us to the port, 
the “ sixteen years after ” scene, when shipping must be in rather a bad way ‘‘I’ve been thinking,” said Grant, 
he was an old and failing man, was as if John Alec Baird and Lord Leithing — tilting back his chah:,‘<‘ how absurd and 
good a piece of acting as I have seen both “Controllers ” during the War, by unintelligent it is of us to rely entirely 
for many a long day. What a relief the way — ^were its outstanding figures, on golf for our w^eek-end amusement, 
to have so shrewdly-observed and com- But I am quite prepared to believe that Everj^ week-end it is the same business 
petent a study, informed too by a quiet Crmy handled the Giisel better — golf on Saturday, golf on Sunday, 

chuckling humour, instead of those than any other fisherman in Scotland, just as if there were nothing else in the 
quavering old dodderers stricken with T. world to do.” 

that disease so commonly incident to Pianissimo ‘'What else,” I asked, “is there ? ” 

old men on the stage, the Tibrating ‘‘There yon are,’' he retorted. “I 

palsy ! could have heard a pin drop,” — Daily Paper, really believe you think there ’s nothing 

i liked Mr. Frederick Leister as else to do. Surely it’s frightfully 

5 friend^, perhaps better as a youth ^^Mr. Weir [the Premier’s Private Parlia- narrow.’ 
than as a knighted Brigadier. A slight mentary^retary] has ability under his white I had never heal'd Gmnt talk like 
portrait of a drawling husband-hunting sjpats.”^GIasgoio Paper. tins before, and it was a little puzzling, 

aristocrat was pleasantly touched in by Mr. MacDonadd’s attention was at- “ Tell me,” I urged him, “all about 
Miss Moldy ToaiPKiN^. Mr. Eonalb tracted, no doubt, by his fine under- it ? ” 

Simpson gave a promising sketch of standing. “There’s nothing to tell,” he replied, 

an unnecessai.'y young ass, _ account of a newspaper “ ®^cept that in my opinion this mad 

Miss Mary Jbrrold, who is at pre- competition* chase after golf is stupid and un<lgtii- 

sent speoialising in dear old mothere .. Altogether, 'theshiUmgssentwitlitheballot ®^®° unhealthy.” 

With portentous sons — she has another amounted to asubscription of £9,889 15s. lid.” ^ “ Grant,” I said, “ you Ve been read- 
r^mning at The Apollo — ^was her usual ' Daily Pap^. ing.” 

attractive self?' as she is no doubt Somebody seems to have been a penny “Nothing of the sort,” he answered 
meant to be. And Mr. Leon M. Lion shy^ ' ' ; indignantly. .“I’ve been thinking; 
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that ’s all ; and anyone who thinks for 
a moment will see that I am right. It 
struck me particularly last week-end.” 

He sighed. 

“What happened last week-end? ” I 
inquired. 

“ Nothing,” he replied, “ only that we 
went down to stay with some people in 
the country — the Mortimers. I thought 
I should be bored stiff because I knew 
there would be no golf, and I simply 
hated the idea of going. And yet I 
honestly haven’t enjoyed a week-end so 
much for years. You ’ve no idea what 
a relief it was to get away from the 
scramble of golf — ^the dash for a place 
on the first tee, the hustled lunch, the 
rush for the tee again, and the anxiety 
that it will be dark before the round is 
over. It was simply perfect, and I felt 
twice as fit on Monday morning.” 

He leaned back and blew contempla- 
tive smoke rings at the ceiling. I watched 
him, wondering ; there was more in tliis, 

I felt, than had so far met the ear. 

“What did you do with yourselves 
all day?” I asked. 

“ Do ? ” he rex^lied. Oh, there was 
tons to do. And yet one never seemed 
to be busy or in a hurry. That was the 
beauty of it ; plenty of time for break- 
fast, then a i-ide or a run in the car, you 
know ; a good lunch, a stroll round and 
all that.” 

“ Any bridge ? ” I asked. Bridge is 
Grant's favourite game, after golf. He 
was here to-night to play bridge — a duel 
with his wife against us. 

“No,” he answered. “And there 
again — ^bridge. I assuie you it w^as 
quite a treat not to have to play bridge 
hour after hour. Eeally, you know, I do 
think it ’s most frightfully dull of us to 
think there's nothing else in life but 
golf and bndge.” 

I poui’ed him out another glass of 
port. 

■ “ What did you do in the evenings ?” 
I asked. 

“Music,” he replied, “and dancing 
‘and so on.” 

I stifled a cry of laughter at the 
thought of Grant as a lover of music ; 
it is doubtful whether he would recog- j 
nise any tune but “ God Save the King” 
smd “Auld Lang Syne”; and I have; 
heard him sing both these. And Grant 
as a dancer — I dared not tliink of it, 

“ Bmlly I ” I said. “ How ripping 1 ” 

An expression of tender reminiscence 
had settled on his face and he was 
; puffing rings of smoke again. I thought 
I saw my way. 

“And wasn’t there,” I said, “an 
absolutely priceless girl who played the 
i piano and sang beautifully and danced 
a.fairy, and — He shot a look of 
; s^^fee at me, and I grew bolder— 
“te cheery girl and JoUy intelli- 


gent, with blue eyes” (Grant ^ would 
never notice the colour of anyone’s eyes) 
“ and a ripping laugh, and ” 

“ How do you know?” he demanded 
eagerly. 

I shrugged my shoulders and rose 
from my chair. 

“Grant,” I said, “you're a bad lad. 
You 've been married for twelve years, 
and the first time you get away from 
the safety of the golf links and the card- 
room you fall a victim to the charms of 
a pretty woman. And, as if this were 
not enough, you aggravate the offence 
by delivering a wholly unjustifiable dia- 
tribe against the very games that have 
hitherto preserved you as a respectable 
citizen. It is very, very disappointing 
of you.” 

He laughed a sardonic laugh and 
straightened the ends of his tie. 

“ What an idea I ” he exclaimed. “ I 
never heard of such a thing.” 

“It’s an old story,” I continued. 
“ Be warned in time. Stick to golf and 
bridge ; all other games are too danger- 
ous for a man of your age and respon- 
sibilities. Now let us join the ladies.” 

5!e jjc s!s 

As a matter of fact it is all right 
about Grant. W^e had an excellent 
evening’s bridge, and at the end of it 
we made our golf plans for the follow^- 
ing week-end. He is by now, I think, 
completely out of danger. 

But I cannot help reffeciing what a 
terribly precarious life it must be for 
women whose husbands don’t play golf, 
and how fortunate those women must 
surely be counted, at any rate from a 
matrimonial point of view, who arc 
only goK widows. 

THE CRITIC. 

In the days when I used to write 
poetry I had a literary friend who wrote 
short stories intended for the maga- 
zines, and we dined at the same chop- 
house not very far from Piccadilly 
Circus. That was a long while ago, 
before motor-cars, before cinema^, be- 
fore Tubes, when few people had the 
telephone and none the gramophone. 
And yet we did very well. When we 
could afford it we jingled home in a 
hansom, now and then exchanging a 
joke through the roof with the cab- 
man, which no one has ever done with 
a taxi-driver. And if there were no 
cinemas there was Elizabeth Ann 
Bellwoob singing, or Paul Oinque- 
VALLi juggling, at the Pavilion, and 
WxNDHAM was at the Criterion and 
iBViNa at the Lyceum, and Regent 
Street stood. 

The peculiarity of our chop-house 
was the extreme deliberation of the 
waiters. There were only two, and if 
it were possible for either of them to 


be slower than the other he was. It 
was only on the understanding that 
you, so to speak, accepted their tardi- 
ness that you were served at all; but 
once having established yourself as a 
customer you remained . There is some- 
thing hypnotic in leisurely processes : 
you were drugged ; but there were such 
positive advantages too as the excel- 
lence of the food when it did arrive, 
the excellence of the beer, the sweet 
reasonableness of the charges, and the 
fun of watching strangers, unaware of 
the special guarded character of the 
place, getting angrier and angrier, and 
at last flinging out. In a word, if you 
were going to the theatre, it was the 
worst eating-place in London; if you 
wanted to talk, it was the best, 

I remember one evening awaiting 
Mark, as I will call him, with no little 
excitement, because I had just finished 
a poem' and I thought sufficiently well 
of it to wish for his praise. 

“ I wanted to see you,” I said, “I’ve 
written some verses which I rather 
think you ’ll like. About dreams,” and 
I took the manuscript out of my pocket. 

“ Talking of dreams,” be said, “I 've 
just finished a story about one. Very 
odd you should have brought it to my 
mind like that. I should like to tell 
you about it. In fact, I happen to have 
the first draft with me, and we might 
see if we can’t improve it while we eat.” 

I placed rather carefully beside my 
plate the sheet of paper on which my 
poem was written. “ It 's astonishing,” 
I said, “ what trouble even a little lyric 
can give one ! No one reading this ” — 
and 1 tapped it — “ would believe that 
1 spent three hours on one of the four 
stanzas.” 

“ I don’t know,” he said. “ I always 
feel that rhymes help you. Now, in 
writing a story you get no help. The 
art of the short story is one of tbe most 
difficult to master. But I flatter my- 
self — ” here, he disappeared for few 
moments behind a tankard — “ I flatter 
myself I 'm getting nearer to it. This 
story ’’-T-he deposited his exhibit on the 
table too — “ this story is , about a man 
who dreams futures. He lives in a village 
and has got a terrific reputation for his 
gift. You go to him and impress your 
personality on him in some way—: — ” 

“If you’ve got one,” I suggested. 

“ Yes ; don't interrupt,, please. Of 
course, if you 've got one. And then ho 
dreams about you. ^ Well, my story is 
about one of these dreams. A girl goes 
to him and he dreams a future for her, 
and she has to have it, go through with 
it, just as he,said:,she can’t frustrate it. 
It 's very uncanny. In fact he glanced 
at himself ih a mirror with some satisfac- 
tion — “I can’t think how I thought of it. 
* We are greater than we know * — ^how 



JillagcDame. **I know what be the biatteb •with mb. I wish zometimes I ’ad the wings of a dote so as I 

COULD ’AYE A CHANGE.” 

Crony. don't ’old wi’ that zaet o’ tittles. Gib I a bit o’ cold pobk,” 


does the line go ? Anyway, it ’s about 
this girl that I think you might pos- 
sibly be able to 'help . . 

I won’t bother you with any more of 
the story. ^ Suffice it to say that Mark 
was still picking my brains when we 
suddenly realised how late it was and 
liurried off just in time to see Harry 
Pleon, who came on that week at 10.35. 

The next time we met, at the same 
place, I had a triumph to display : my 
poem had been accepted and I had 
the evening paper containing it in my 
pocket. 

This is the dreamdyric I wanted you 
to read when we were here last,” I said. 

He ran his eye over it : — 

ALTEUISM. 

IMy niglxts among the dead are passed ; 
When sleep at last is here 

Into my dreams come thronging fast 
The friends of yesteryear. 

They share the wild absurdities 
That mark the dreamer's track ; 

Oaprice controls their entrances ; 

But ah 1 I ’ve brought them back. 

Kor I nor they display surprise ; 

Familiar is their shape — 

I wonder if they realise 
And reKsh their escape? 


If so, then let us sleep the more, 

To help them, over there— 

Our friends not lost but gone before — 

To constant change of air. 

“Not bad,” he said as he handed 
the paper back. " I like it better than 
when you showed it me first.” 

E. V. L. 


AET AND ECONOMICS. 

As “ bright eners ” of labour 
The fiddle, pipe and talx)r 
Are welcomed for their influential 
aid ; 

And their genial ministrations 
To the comity of nations 
Are in keeping with the gospel of Eree 
Trade. 

But when from foreign lands men 
Come to rob our British bandsmen 
Of their earnings in depreciated pounds. 
It is obvious, on reflection, 

That unqualified Protection 
Must be pressed on “purely economic 
grounds.” 


The corybantic Zulu . 
Or bands frbin pioholulu 


Are free to jazz at any British ball ; 
But the players from Vienna 
Would be safer in Gehenna, 

For the moment, than in Covent Gar- 
den’s Hall. 

The danger still is serious 
When one views the deleterious 
And reactionary preference that’s 
shown 

To Bellini and Puccini, 

, Galli-Curci, Tetrazzini, 

In the vocal and the operatic zone. 

Then w^ake, ye native singers, 

And unite against the bringers 
To om shores of this superfluous alien 
throng, 

Who with bountiful bravura 
And superb colo7*atura 
Invade the fair preserves of British 
song. 

t ’ 

Art in its high adventures 
Contemns all mundane censures ; 

Art knows no narrow patriotic bounds ; 
But within its wide communion 
It must respect the “ Uniem ” 

And act on “ purely economic grounds.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Pmioh's Staff of Learned Glei-ks.) 

lo? is a little bard on Mrs., Olwen Waed Caivipbell that 
her eomprehensiye and critical Shelley and the Unromantics 
(Methxten) .comes just on top of the sifted simplicities of 
M. Maubois* Ariel, now, by the way,^ available in a good 
English translation (Lane). Yet I think no reader willing 
and able to clear his mind of cant — French and English — 
can fail to see that the two books supplement each other. 
Mrs. Campbell is too poignantly aware of Shelley’s pre- 
vious biographers. She sees herself a second Flora Mac- 
noNALD, conniving at the escape of her hero’s character 
through a critic-infested terri- 
tory. Every time he crosses 
the Eubicon (and how often 
this river recurs in the annals 
of Shelley !) she looks round 
to see if he is holding his skirts 
too high. All this is due to a 
wholly illogical desire to level 
the man up to his gift. M. 

Maubois deals with the human 
being on his own merits. That 
is why his pellucid fiction is 
more convincing than Mrs. 

Campbell’s cloudy facts ; and 
why his handling of the West- 
brook marriage (always the 
crux of Shelley biography) 
is a triumph, while hers is a 
failure. But take Mrs. Oamp: 
bell’s book on its literary side 
and you have a real attempt to 
grapple with the genius of 
Shelley, the growth of his 
own perception of it, the Eng- 
lish romantic spirit in general, 
and its portents, antidotes and 
imitations, “ The love of a light 
distance appearing over a com- 
paratively dark horizon . .. , 

Escape, Hope, Infinity,” as 
Buskin said in ModemPainters 
— ^these things she understands 
and prizes ; and these she finds 
in a unique measure in Kkats, 

Wordsworth and Shelley. 

Her airy relegation of Byron, 
in whom the Eighteenth Cen- 
tury and the Eomantic Age 

met — and quarrelled,” is one ot 

the prettiest things in a book whose greatest fault, a rare one 
nowadays, is a somewhat indiscreet display of earnestness. 

After a pleasant interlude of experiment in other styles, 
Mr* ABcmBAuy Marshall has reverted to his normal 
method. His stories are never violently exciting, ■ They 
move at an easy gait, and in Anthony Dare (Collins) the 
- author seems to be even more than commonly unhurried. 
He takes T<my*s school life at Hilbury from sixteen to 
ei^teen, and leaves him safely planted in his half-brother’s 
office in the City. But it is quite clear that we have by no 
means finished with Tony yet. He is not at all the sort of 
character who is meant to go on filling up bills of lading 
for the rest of his life. Mr. Marshall’s publisher hints 
not obscurely at other volumes to follow, and the foimda- 
tion here laid is wide and strong enough to bear the rest 
of a trilogy at the least. For we have already been in- j 



troduced to a considerable number of characters. There 
is Hilbury School, with a sprinkling of the staff and some 
of the boys, and the lively Eoptooods of Hilbury Grange, 
and the severe Mrs, Hawthorne, with Stephen and Buth, 
who looks after Tony for a while after his father dies. 
Then there are Henry and Laura, the half-brother and 
his enigmatic wife, and the remarkable Aunt Charlotte, 
and two celebrated literary men (who are certainly 
going to reappear later on), and Sir James March, who 
supports the double distinction of being the one person 
o? title in the book and also of figuring in a striking 
attitude on the coloured wrapper. All these are real char- 
acters, not merely wooden puppets, and they are drawn 

with all the quiet subtlety we 
have learned to expect from 
Mr. Marshall. Personally, I 
shall be glad to meet some of 
them again, with Tony himself, 
in the London suburbs or down 
at Hastings or by the Norfolk 
Broads. The author does all 
three very well, but I think I 
like his'Broads best. 


Milkman , ** You nee’dn’t look at the milk like that ; 
IT ’s THE cleanest IN THE DISTBICT.” 

Client , **And well it might be with all the washing 

YOU GIVE IT.” 


I congratulate Saki’s ” 
sister without reserve on the 
gay, sympathetic and unas- 
suming biography she has 
prefixed to The Square Egg 
(Lane), by the late H. H. 
Munro. Three of her brother’s 
short stories, five of his essays, 
two pocket melodramas and a 
three-act farce make ‘ up the 
second half of the book; and 
the first of the short stories, a 
merry little episode of an esta- 
minet in the war-zone, gives 
its name to the whole. But 
'‘Saki’s” life, so gallantly 
sacrificed, is perhaps the'most 
attractive of liis legacies ; and 
bis sister, obviously the ideal 
confederate of her two mother- 
less brothers, could not have 
been bet?tered as its annalist. 
She chronicles Hector’s aunt- 
ridden childhood in Devon- 
shire, his passion for politics 
at seven and for Eoman His- 
tory at nine, his enduring 
love of uncommon animals, 
from the Houdan cock of his small boyhood to the tiger- 
kitten of his Burmese police days. She takes a sisterly 
pride in his youthful escapades— -did she not' hold their 
Bohemian guide in conversation while Hector stole a hair 
from the tail of 'Wallenstein’s horse ?- She touches lightly 
on his journalistic and literary successes when seven bouts 
of malaria had invalided him home, and spares us his 
country-house parties to stress that zealfor untrodden ways 
which- led him to think of farming in Siberia after the War. 
How it came about that there was no after the War for 
" Saki ” sh^ leaves to a fellow-Fusilier to tell, and brings 
her task to an end with a disarming but quite unnecessary 
apology for her own prominence.^ The rest is a true 
“ Saki ” farrago of boyish irresponsibility and ironic insight. 
Personally I found the two one-act plays, “ The Death- 
Trap” and "Karl Ludwig’s Window,” more satisfying than 
the farce, which for all its wit is little more than a super- 
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Mistress. “I don’t know what youb mastbb wiel-say, Jane — his favodbite tabe. 
Jane. “Oh, Mum, I wooed have wieeinoey sBOKEN EVESYTHiNa else.” 


charade. The essays and tales are all good of their kmd, 
and the drawings which go to illustrate a score pf viTacions 
letters deserve special mention for their'gusto’and drollery. 

I cannot help thinking that Mr. GmEBET Fbaneay 
be a more forceful writer if he would not so pemistently 
mistake violence of phrasing for stren^h. Much kbour is ] 
expended in Ge)-aU Crmistm’s Lady (Hutchinson) to give 
the effect of an iron will, of ice-cold detachment, of flame- 
red eneravi of the “terror ” of sex as a factor msturbmg to 

work and money-getting. “Hefelthisanger^re-mcandesoe ; 

“vet always ghostlike behind the rage and the power-lust 
moved fear Mr. Heankau has to pile it onhke this to get 


moveaiear — mi. ajiuvAvxxrxv • j 

over to us the simple fact that Cranston, who mamed ms 
Lady, a beautiful titledJhoroughbred, because he 
she would be useful, not uimatur^y to 

seductions of pre^inquity, but is so obsessed by the necessity 
of keeping hLseff wmpletely detached and concentrated 
for Cmmton and Co.’s com and coal business that lie ^7 
escapes apoplexy under the strain of 

atram indW is sufficient to reduce him to the folly of ^ 
tempting to settle a coal strike with an automatic pi^oL 
He is timely dissuaded bjr a stt™g blow on the bead ^h 
a huge lumpnf the material m dispute And ®f ^rse 
was all that was necessary to make Inm lady s 

how indispensable they were to each other. The author can 
tell a story and describe well a tense scene such as th^ at 
the pit-head, . But a. perdstent and most tnesome u^ of 
over?emphatic words doubly underlined suggests a machine- 


made and machine-driven rather than a living hero. ^ 

never believed for a moment in Cranston’s wraith of a Lady. 

It is perhaps as well in these days to relieve the natural 
appreh^sion that in Mr. E. A. Wxkb Smith’s spirited story, 
T& Second Chance (Lane), the dubious advantage of arti- 
ficially prolonged existence is conferred by some horrid sur- 
gical operation. Dr. Taggart — that passionate pioneer of 
science— would have stooped to nothing so conventional. 
Exactly what were the methods he used to rejuvenate the 
aged. rich, benevolent Sir Arthur Chanel are not diTOlged. 
■Whether they were strictly scientific or, had m th^ a 
touch of magic, is a question Mr. Wtke Ssjbcth tantMisingly 
raises without answering it. After years of agonising re- 
search Pr. Taggart was not satisfied merely to prolonglife, 

) but he must needs challenge death itself, with the help of a 
r civil engineer, who chivalrously supplies in his own person 
I the material for an extremely painful and a very hazardous 
r experiment. The worst of these marvellous diacoyeri^ is 
i that their chronicler must make his account with those 
- who offer the obvious criticism that either they are real or 
they are not. If real, the noveUst must explain why nothing 
1 seems to be done about it. If not real, how does he jus^y 
! his own position ? I can assure his readers, however, tMt 
e Mr. Wv^ Smith knows bis business, and I can praise 
a them, if not a real discovery, a real comedy, which, all things 

,t considered, is perhaps the greater benefit of the two. ihere 

>f is tragedy, too, but that oameof meddhng with idols, always 
)- 1 a dangerous experiment. , 
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All people connected with the business of writing — and 
in particular, perhaps, those disgruntled authors (and cred- 
ulous laymen) who are inclined to store in their minds an 
old epigram about Barabbas and the publishers — ^must 
certainly possess themselves of the late Dr. Walter Page’s 
A P2iblishe^'s Confession (Heinemann). Here is a con- 
spicuously honest, intelligent, tolerant and cultured man 
speaking with pride and knowledge of his trade-profession, 
exposing its difficulties, giving harsh details of its business 
calculations of profit and loss, discussing with candour and 
understanding the delicate relations between the artist- 
writer who is also a party to a commercial deal and the 
critic-publisher who has to balance his prepossessions, as 
critic, in favour of a sound piece of work with his estimate 
and forebodings, as publisher, in regard to the size of the 
author’s public, and, if his immediate estimates turn out 
from the business viewpoint unfavorable, to determine how 
far a dead loss can be incurred for the sake of the reputation 
: of the house. If this is 
I a publisher’s apologia it 
I is in no sense a feat of 
! special pleading, but an 
iUustration of the fact 
‘ that, if any intelligent 
craftsman will speak of 
his craft with enthu- 
siasm and disclose as 
much as may be of its 
technique, he will pro- 


I duce something which 
I any other intelligent 
! naan will be glad to hear. 

' Dr. Page was a sound 
craftsman-writer with- 
al and has wise words 
to say of the need of 
that apprenticeship to 
writing which, as a pro- 
fessional observer, he 
judges to be too often 
neglected by modem 
penmen in an age of 
hurry. 





The Surplus (Fisher Unwin) which Miss ^ Sylvia 
Stevenson deals with in this more than promising first 
novel is that creation of the statistician, the surplus woman. 
I have never met one myself, and I am not sure that Miss 
Stevenson’s Sally isn’t disqualified by the fact that 

she only avoided marriage as it were by the skin of her 
teeth and by her own choice, just as I had decided that the 
author was going to be weak enough to marry her off after all. 
Sally is a selfish, unreasonable, jealous young person, like 
lots of real girls, and like them very lovable in spite of it. 
We leave her wondering whether her «*job” is not ‘‘to 
teach some other unmated woman that she hasn’t missed 
the greatest thing in the world if she ’s had a great friend- 
ship.” It is to be hoped, if the statisticians are right, that 
Sally is right too. Meanwhile, to turn to a different sub- 
ject, where do the majority of Mr. Fisher Unvtin’s brilliant 
young first novelists go to when they should be second 
novelists ? That is what I want to be told. We know what 

has become of some — 
Miss Ethel M. Dell 
among them — ^bnt why 
do so many begin excel- 
lently and then go no 
further ? 





MARTYRS OF COMMERCIAL ENTERPRISE. 

An employee op an Antists Supply Company b^eeiences ’lipfioulty 

IN OBTAINING CAMEL’S HAIR FOR BRUSHES. 


In The King* $ Bed- 
Haired Girl (Hutchin- 
son) we are introduced 
to yet another fancy Balkan State, under the fancy name 
KmaMia': 'Its sudden importance in Great British eyes 
was due to its oil, a product which, whatever its use may 
be in composing troubled waters, seems both in fact and 
fiction to cause a lot of disturbance upon land. Mr. Selwyn 
Jepson however can be trusted not to concern himself too 
closely with* politics, and is here content to tell a tale of 
amusing^ adventure." Given the mood, you will enjoy the' 
light-heartedness winch never fails hhn. His hero, Peter 
Miehael Faynton-Ambieton^ never for a moment convinced 
me that he was deeply in love ; but he was an engaging 
youth,, and had a shrewd way with him, thanks to which 
and a fine gift for bliiff he succeeded in Both winning the* 
red-haired Elizabeth and in frustrating hiu country’s enemies.^ 
As a foil to Peter Mr. Jepson ^ves us hrs cousin^ Herbert' 
Forsythy a foolish person, who is- described as “a rising but 
conscientious member of the Diplomatic Service.” If we 
are to accept the sinister implication in that word “but ” 
(which I, for one, decline to do); it may* be that his con- 
scientiousness, though I detected little sign of *it, militated 
against his success. Anyhow, this “rising” young man 
never rose very far. 


The Deception of 
Ursula (Stanley Paul) 
— she is in the objective 
genitive — is a variation 
on a rather threadbare 
theme. Old Mr. Ander- 
Zey , wi th his son waotin g 
to throw up the law 
and go to Texas, one 
daughter planning a 
trip to Florence with a 
friend of whom he dis- 
approves, and the other 
— worst of all — threat- 
ening to turn his study 
into . a “ bedroom, uses 
the promise of an early 
distribution of 'his pro- 
perty as a means of get- 
ting his own way. How 
the ruse succeeded and 
how it failed is the mat- 
ter of Mr. Thomas Cobb’s story. He has written it in a 
curiously flat manner, as though he had not found it very 
interesting himself, .but has redeemed it by creating in 
Frank successful novelist of doubtful origin, and 

La%ire Fdrebrother, Ahe young woman of whom Afn 
Anderley disapproves, two such likely and lovable characters 
that one takes pleasure in the whole book for their sakes. 
At the same time I must confess that I expect Mr. Cobb to 
give me a little amusement too. 


‘‘Professional Entertainers, etc. 

Local Contesting Band require Flugel and Comet Players ; work 
found for bricklayers or joiners .” — Provincial Pa^er, ‘ 

Blit why not plumbers ? Surely they have a well-estab- 
lished’ reputation as professional entertainers. 

Froih.the announcement of a motor-sale : — 

“1 automobile Cow, moteur Aster, magneto Boscb, carburateur 
Zenith .” — Maicritius Paper, 

Now we understand why (as reported in our issue of 
January 23rd) Mr. Henry Ford abandoned his motor-cow 
project. ^ He had been forestalled. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The G.P.O. is conductiDg research 
work wifeh the view of eliminating cross- 
talk on the telephones. We shall m ss 
our merry moments with the back-chat 
artiste at the Exchange. 

We are relieved to learn that the 
majority of the audience that sat out 
the periormance of Bach to Methuselah 
have now returned to their homes. 

sic ^ 

Greece is hoping to try another form 
of Government if somebody will kindly 
think of one they haven’t tried already. 

A Norwegian named Niels Aasen 
claims to have invented a projectile by 
means of which war can be waged with- 
out men. Another good thing would 
be a peace which could be waged with- 
out politicians. 

Lecturing on “ The World of To-mor- 
row,” Sir Fredekick Keerlb declared 
that he had succeeded in changing the 
colour of young shrimps so that they 
grew up brown or green or stiiped. He 
is to be made an Honroary Member of 
the Brighter Tea-table Movement. 

A strike of school-children at Maids 
Moreton, Bucks, was settled by the 
Hector. Fortunately before Eton and 
Harrow could come out in sympathy. 

❖ si? 

Sir Chartres Biron has stated that 
during his eighteen years on the Bench 
he has only cracked one joke in court. 
How many of our judges and magis- 
trates can make a similarly proud boast? 

ijt 

M. Geabski has been invited to form 
the New Polish Government. , It is a 
wonder that he waited to be asked. 

'‘'sis'*' 

A man has been summoned in Dub- 
lin for assaulting a landlord. This 
seems to indicate that under some new 
law this sort of thing has developed 
into an offence. ■ j 

The President of the National Build- 
ers and Engineers Brick Federation 
has written to the Press to say there 
are heaps of bricks. The opinion grows 
that unless more houses are built- some- 
body will start throwing these bricks. 

Sunset-pink is to be the prevailing 
colour this year. The fashion, of course, 
was anticipated by Mr. Lloyd George. 

The International Middle Classes 
Congress will, it is announced, be held 
at Berne in October. This announce- 
ment leaves plenty of time to select the 
Upper Tooting delegates. 


. Electoral reforms are being contem- 
plated in a South American Eepubl c. 
It is thought likely that cbe one-man- 
one-revolver plan will be adopted. 

Trotsky has been advised to go to a 
warmer climate. This merely repeats 
what many people have advocated ever 
since he came into public notice. 

A fire which occurred in a large hotel 
in Hampshire last Monday week was 
extinguished, but broke out again on the 
following Thursday. It is not known 
where it had been in the meantime. 

* sic 
* 

The latest researches of science m- 
dicate that only the man with a firm 
square jaw will succeed in business. 


This is bad news for business men who 
happen to have an ingrowing chin. 

-I* 'I? • 

We have had a rerj poor jumping 
season, says a sporting writer. No 
such complaint has been made by short- 
sighted pedestrians. , . . » , 

It is pointed out by a contemporary 
that housewives are, attending classes 
to learn how to . do odd. jobs about 
the house. It is always useful to know 
the best way of unsoldering a plumber’s 
mate from the two**thirty raoing,^dition. 

Thelatest proposalisthatt^oreferees 
should officiate at ^fooiballr-m^ches. 
The idea is that the other wbiild be in 
a position to give evidence at the inquest. 


VOL. CLXVI. 


n 
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“‘YOUR FOOD.” 

[Thouglits attributed to a Free Trader on reading the above elliptic 
phrase on the poster of an evening paper during the dockers' strike.] 

The cruel ironies of life ! 

“ Was it for this/' I said, 

That England foiled Protection’s knife 

Which meant to kill her dead — 

Por this, that, when the foe was battered 

And pnt by Free Trade on the floor, 

Our food — the thing that really mattered — 

W’as yet to cost ns more ? ” 

I heard of herrings left to rot 

TJnkippered on the quay ; 

Of mution rooted to the spot 

Where it arrived from sea ; 

Of ripe bananas coming croppers 

Into the gutter, there to stay, 

W^ith Henderson’s indulgent coppers 

Looking the other way. 

But now, for just a breatliing spell, 

The hatchet ’s gone below ; 

They *ve made a truce they might as well 

Have made a month ago ; 

The “ peaceful ” pickets (thankyou, Heaven 1) 
Cease from their frightfulness, and I 've 

Secured the leave of Mr. Bevin 

Still to remain alive.* 

But not for long ; a little space 

I may enjoy my luck, 

Then other men will take his place 

And other strikes be struck ; 

What good to us, the stricken classes, 

To be excused from famine, if 

The miners mean, ere Winter passes, 

To have us frozen stiff ? 0. S. 

SCUTTLES AND SCOOPS. 

PiBES are splendid friends, we ai’e all agreed. The splutter 
and the flag and the crackle of them ! They cook chestnuts 
and toast bread and keep grog hot, and if we gaze into the 
heart of them we see the counterfeit presentments of friends, 
dogs and celebrities. Even when we turn our backs to them 
they stimulate us to air our political views. If they spit 
and burn holes m the Persian rug they have friends m the 
Insaranca world who pay cheerfully for all the damage they 
do — striking evidence of their lovable nature. But, alas ! 
they involve the use of scuttles and scoops. 

There are several kmds of coal-scuttles. First in order 
of abomination is what is known as the ** coal-box in 
Jacobean oak/* This looks like a cheese-dish with a slipped 
face, has a handle on iop and a shovel or scoop in a pocket 
behind it. When it is lifted up by the handle on top all the 
coal falls out. Hence servants carrying in coal have to put 
both arms round it as if it were a large struggling dog. 

But a veil may be cast over its transport. Let us suppose 
you have got the malefic thing safely by the fireside. The 
fire needs feeding. You go to the coal-box and crouch before 
it, veiy much as you us^ to at physical jerks in the army. 
But, instead of keeping both bauds on your hips, you 
extend the right and snatch at the handle of the coal-scoop. 

Instantly a tragedy.' The coal-scoop fits too tightly in 
its pocket, and so the scuttle is jerked forward. The lid 
opens and coal pours over the floor .... When the 

atmosphere is fit to breathe once more, you place your foot 
fairly on the Jacobean cheese-dish, seize the handle of the 
coal-scoop with both hands in an overlapping grip and pull 
back. Sometimes you do not hit the edge of the table 
behind you with the back of your head, but it depends on 
your luck. 

Having withdrawn the scoop, you now attempt to scoop 
coal out of the scuttle. The coal, of course, has been care- 
fully wedged in. The maid has crammed it full, so that 
it shall last all day, thus saving her from journeys to the 
cellar when she is wearing her afternoon salmon-pink silk 
stockings. The result of this packing is that nothing less 
than a charge of dynamite will get the coal out of the 
scuttle. You scratch at it, you dig at it, you kick at it, you 
very nearly lie down on the floor and bite it, but no coal 
comes out. 

Hastily throwing the scoop aside, so that the tin shovel 
parts from the wooden handle with a musical ring, you 
'gather up the scuttle and turn it upon the now’feeble blaze. 
The entire contents pour out as if they were milk, and the 
flame is put out for ever. 

We now pass to the second-class torture, that of the coal- 
cauldron or vase. This is a repulsive circular structure, 
sometimes with alid andsometimes without. It has handles 
on either side and is made of brass, copper or oxidised silver. 

It is impossible to tip the coal out of this into the fire unless 
you are a contortionist. Try it for yourself. Your hands 
are occupied with the two handles. Balancing on your 
left foot, you bring the right toe under the base of the 
cauldron and endeavour to draw it towards you with the 
view of turning the top over the grate. Invariably, when 
you get your right knee close to your chin and the trick is 
all but accomplished, there comes a twinge of rheumatism in 
the left calf and over you go with the coals tipped into 
the hearth. 

Of course the correct way to feed a fire from a cauldron 
is with toDgs. Oome, oh come with me to the “ Fireside 
Accessories and Hearth Furnishings ’* Department, and let 
us buy a pair. What kind will you have? That antique 
copper little pet, constructed like a pair of scissors, that 
cuts ridges in your forefinger and thumb without boasting 
about it, or that exquisite little treasure resembling a pair 
of nutcrackers, which requires two hands for its manage- 
ment ? You need to put pressure on both of its arms'^in 
order that it may retain its grip on the selected lump ; and 
it never lets go till you are close to the grate, so enabling 
you to strike your forehead on the mantelpiece as you dive 
hearth wards to retrieve the coal. 

Or perhaps that long outrage over there attracts you. 
You know the kind of tong. It stretches its repulsive form 
at full length on the hearth, with its bead resting on 
“ dogs,** and is used exclusively for hitting their namesakes 
when they bring bones into the drawing-room. Take your 
choice, I beg you. 

I have suffered for fires and have no great hopes for 
the future. Friends recommend a gas-stove or an electric 
radiator, but J hope I shall die an Englishman. . . . This 
New Year, however, I did make an effort in the direction of 
a less violent existence and bought for my wife a beautiful 
thing called an 'Tnlaid Mahogany Coal Cabinet, £5 Us.Od” 
You just pull a knob and the coal almost walks into the fire. 
Well, the thing arrived and was greeted with transports of 
delight. They have decided to keep music in it. 

“For sale— Baipin, 17-fool launch, horse-power, good as new. 

Fine family boat, — Canadian 

Few families ia Canada, we hope, require such accommo- 
dation as this. 

♦All this is a roseate anticipation, not yet confirmed at the time of 
going to press- 





GRAND CR NATIONAL OPERA? 

Mr. Punch, an opera-goer of eighty 
standing, is of course keenly in- 
vested in the controversy which, 
arising out of the proposed and post- 
poned visit of the Viennese Opera Com- 
pany, has developed into a contest 
between the supporters of ^ ‘ Grand ” and 
‘‘ll^ationai” Opera. Mr. Punch’s ex- 
periences are probably unique, for who 
else has heard Lablache, Maeio and 
Geisi, Jenny Lind, Titiens, Alboni, 
Viaedot-Garcia, Patti, Nilsson and 
I?eebbiiLI in their prime, as well as 
the De Peszkes, Tamaono, Teenina, 

I Melba, do^ to Dbstinn and Cabuso ? 
I Then he knew all the great operatic 
I conductors from Costa to Pichtee and 
[ from Eiohtee to Coates and Goossens ; 
all the great dancers from Taglioni to 
Lopokova. 

When he began opera-going, Italian 
composers ruled the roast ; he witnessed 
the advent of Wagnee, the fury of his 
detractors, his ultimate triumph and 
his partial supersession by Eiohaed the 
Younger — ^now in turn regarded as 
a back number by the modernists — ^by 


the Eussians and Puccini. But of all 
the experiences in his operatic career 
perhaps the most illuminating was a 
visit to Govent Garden about a year 
ago, when Siegfried was done, and very 
well done, by the British National Opera 
Company. Then and for the first time 
Mr. Punch was fully awakened to the 
coming of the new audience. Gone were 
the diamonds and tiaras, the sumptu- 
ously-apparelled Society beauties, gilded 
youth and well-groomed age. The house 
: was crowded, but mostly with young 
people in tweeds and jumpers — ^keen, 

; critical, unfashionable, even unkempt, 
i Mr. Punch is old-fashioned enough to 
; regret the change on the ground that, 

; as you are (or were) expected to put on 
your best clothes on Sunday, so it is 
right and fitting to put on your smartest 
dress at the Opera. He is quite certain 
that the performers like it — ^not from 
snobbery, but from a sense that Opera 
is a sort of festival and demands festal 
attire. But the experience was most 
enlightening in^ that it enabled Mi*. 
Punch to recognise that Grand ” Opera 
(in the true sense of the adjective) does 
not necessarily demand grandeur or dis- 


play on the part of the audience or the 
payment of thirijy shillings for a stall. 
The new audience — the generation born 
since the present Promenade Concerts 
were started in 1897 — know a great deal 
more about the music in which they 
are interested than their predecessors. 
The average standard of musicianship 
is much higher. They care more for 
ensemble and the orchestra than for 
“ stars ” and roulades ; for ** character ” 
in music than for beauty — has not one 
of their shining lights recently told us 
that no sound which is deliberate can 
be pronounced ugly ? Yet they are not 
immune to the charm of the bel canto 
or of bravtcra (when it is allied to a 
lovely voice), and, though they proscribe 
Mendelssohn, they cannot do without 
Bach and they adore Mozaet. 

In short they are a factor in the sit- 
uation which cannot be ignored, in view 
of their numbers, their tastes and their 
limited means. In these lean years 
Opera is dominated, like everything 
else, by economics ; and “ Grand Opera,” 
when it involves the engagement of 
**star ” perfotmers at fees three dr four 
times as large as those paid to Patti 
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forty or fifty years ago, cannot live on 
the support of the younger generation 
of opex^a-goers. Indeed it is doubtful 
whether ifc can be made a ‘‘commercial 
proposition” on lines which rule them 
out. The “old nobility ” who supported 
it are impoveiished ; the new rich of 
to-day have not yet acquired the opera- 
going habit. Perhaps they may. But 
the fact remains that for the last few 
years the “ star singers ” have stayed 
in America, because British and Conti- 
nental impresarios could not offer terms 
which would make it w^orth their while 
to cross the Atlantic. And .this has 
proved the opportunity of the British 
National Opera .Company, which, in 
spite, of imperfections and inevitable 
limitations, has catered in the main suc- 
cessfully for the new operatic audience. 

The B.N.O.C, has its difficulties, for 
co-operation is a principle peculiarly 
difficult to translate into practice in the 
sphere of' Art. Co-operation involves 
compromise, and compromise is fatal 
to Art. Again, it is hard to dispense 
with' capitalists. The development of 
the modern Eussian school is the best 
illustration of their value, for it was 
solely owing to the munificence of the 
rich widow of a railway magnate that 
Tchaikovsky was able to devote him- 
self to composition, while Belaiefp, a 
prosperous timber- merchant, was the 
good genius of that remarkable group 
whose works might never have seen the 
light but for his enlightened aid. 

The difficulties of the B.N.O.C. are 
largely financial. You may dispense 
.with “star” singers at fabulous salaries, 
but you cannot dispense with a first-rate 
orchestra. Orchestral players in the past 
were badly paid, and the foundation ol 
a “ Musicians’ Union ” was perhaps in- 
evitable, though its developments may^ 
be not exempt from criticism. It is hard 
to be a good artist when you always 
have your eye on the clock at a re- 
hearsal. And then there are high rent s ; 
and finally there is Mr. Haeey Hi&gins. 
Mr. Punch welcomes the evidence of 
hereditary controversial skill shown re- 
cently in The Times by the son of his 
old friend and contributor, “Jacob Om- 
nium.” It was in Punch's own pages 
that Thackeeay once wrote, in his 
“ Ballad of Policeman X ” : — 

“His name is Jacob Homnium, Exquire ; 

And if I’d committed crimes, 

Good Lord ! I wouldn’t ave that mann 

Attack mo in The Times 1 ” 

The B.N.O.C. have not “committed I 
crimes ” ; they have, oh the eontrai^, 
done a work which deserves cordial 
support and encouragement, and Mr. 
Punch cannot but regret the somewhat 
ungenerous tone of Mr. Haeby Hig- 
, GINS'S references to their^ activities, 
though some of his criticisms are legiti- 
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Partner (to ladyliJce young man). “Do tell me who does youe shingling for you.” 


mate and well founded. But the British 
National Opem Company need not be 
dismayed. They have enlightened musi- 
cal opinion, youth and numbers on 
their side; and they may confidently 
face the future if they avoid Chauvinism, 
welcome competition and induce some 
benevolent millionaire to pay for the 
cost of their rehearsals. 

Our Shameless Advertisers. 

“If you have nothing on 
come to the 

Ladies’ Leap Year Carnival.” 

JNortJi-Country Pajger, 

“At Grimsby and Hull railwaymen, who 
support the dockers, refused to handle fish. 
Supplies were short at Covent Garden.” 

Daily Paper. 

On the other hand flowers (of rhetoric) 
were still plentiful at Billingsgate. 


A DULL APTEENOON. 

I don’t know where I put my ball 
And someone’s pinched my bone ; 
My basket ’s in the draughty hall; 
They ’ve left me quite alone ; 

I can’t play with the kitchen mat 
’Cos Cook ’s just washed the floor ; 

I can’t rim out and chase that cat, 
They ’ve shut the garden door ; 

I don’t feel well ; 1 ’ve got a pain ; 
There ’s nothing I can chew ; 

I ’d better go .to sleep again — 

What else is there to do ? 

Prom the prospectus of a popular 
entertainer: — 

“When he is imitating the characters he 
loved so well, the audience nevdr takes its eyes 
ofi him, except to wipe them.” 

Not, we gather, a dry humourist. 
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THE MAN FN THE MOON. 

XiY,— DRESSING-Ur. 

“ With all our intelligence,*’ I said, 
“ onr unprecedented intelligence, we 
cultured men and women of the modern 
world are estremel}' childish at heart, I 
am glad to say. And one of our favourite 
recreations in the winter months is the 
nursery game of ‘ dressing-up.* Come, 
I have some tickets for the ^ Abdul' 
Fancy-Dress Ball. You will there see 
a large number of our leading artists, 
writers, musicians, sculptors and com- 
mon artistic dog*s-bodies from 
Chelsea, with not a few real 
actors and litUratem's, what- 
ever they may be. 

“The note of the Ball is 
Oriental, for it is intended to 
celebrate the Oriental play, 

Abdulf and most of the cos- 
tumes will be somehow con- 
nected with that drama. It is 
commonly supposed that the 
Oriental stage provides a wide 
range of costumes ; but in fact, 
as a man, you have but three 
alternatives. You may appear 
as a Shaikh, a Negro Torturer, 
or a Merchant of Bargdard; 
and all these costumes may be 
hired in Wardour Street for an 
unreasonable sum. 

“ If you were a woman you 
could appear as a Houri in silk 
trousers, an Odalisque in silk 
trousers, or an Oriental Vam- 
pire in pyjamas. Man, as 
usual, has the wider oppor- 
tunities. 

“ Fancy Dress, however, is 
optional, and, if you like, you 
may go in Full Evening Dress, 
which is in many ways a more 
original costume than any of 
th^aa* Which will you be — 
an Arab Sheikh or an English 
Gentleman 7 I Ve asked Phyllis 
Fair to come/* I added. 

“I have never yet put on 
the old-fashioned uniform of 


where a small opening is left to obviate 
choking and provide a small manoeuvre- 
space for the Adam's Apple. The collar 
is made smaller than the top of the 
cuirass, so that it can only be fastened 
by main force, with the help of an iron 
stud ; and, when fastened thus, it over- 
laps the cuirass, so that small folds of 
skin are pinched between the two, caus- 
ing acute pain and discomfort. 

“ I don't like this," said the Man in 
Moon, wriggling cautiously. “ Can't I 
be a Torturer? " 

“ You '11 soon grow used to it," I 



“CURIOSITIES OP LITERATURE.' 
AdmiraIi Newbolt. 


an English Gentleman," said the Man 
in the Moon. “ If you will help me, I 
should like to go as that." 

We took great pains over the Man in 
the Moon's costume, and I personally 
supe^rint^ded the dressing of him. First 
tte shirt — an extraordinary garment of 
pure white linen and long-cloth, a kind 
of ephod, fitting tightly round the neck. 
The whole of the breast and most of 
the stomach is covered by a kind of 
cuirass of stiff starched linen, hard as 
a board and desperately uncomforb- 
able. Then to the top is attached* a 
two-and-a-half-incb collar, unyielding 
as nails and preventing any movement 
of the neck or head, except in front, 


told him, “and when you have the 
whole thing on you 'll find that you 
feel tremendously good. The fact is, 
this part of the costume is a relic of 
the old Puritan times in England. It 
was felt that nobody could misbehave 
himself in a dress like this. You can't 
imagine yourself embracing anyone 
passionately in that shirt — can you ? — 
not even Phyllis. It, is done in books, 
of course, but, looking back, I can’t 
remember that it ever happened in real 
life." 

" What do I put on next ? " said the 
Man in the Moon gloomily, 

“It was the same thing," I said, “in 
the Age of Chivalry. You may have 


noticed in the old legends that distressed 
maidens felt perfectly safe with the 
knights in armour who rescued them, 
not because the knights were parti- 
cularly good, but because they were 
obviously not dressed for making love. 
The tenderest embrace would have 
killed the girl. Well, we have discarded 
the helmet and visor, but we keep the 
cuirass; and the result is that there 
is almost nothing but Platonic love 
among the upper classes. 

“ These are what w^e call ‘ trousers’ — 
from the French Hroiisses ' — breeches — 
literally, ‘ bundles.' " 

The Man in the Moon put 
on bis bundles and I handed 
him the socks. 

The bundles, I explained, 
are suspended from the shoul- 
ders by gaily-coloured pieces 
of elastic called braces, and 
the socks are braced up by 
suspenders. They have a metal 
clasp which digs into the flesh, 
and are drawn very tight, 
crenerally producing varicose 
veins. 

After this a strip of white 
linen is tied round the neck 
in a childish bow. This is 
very difficult to do. There are 
two methods. One is to tie 
the bow loosely so that it 
•hangs down and reveals the 
stud; the other is to knot it 
fiercely, so that the stud is 
concealed, the linen loses its 
shape and the whole thing 
looks like a white bootlace. 
This is what I did. 

“Now the waistcoat," I said. 
“Many ladies fondly suppose 
that a man's dress is less com- 
plicated than theirs. Observe 
this waistcoat, which is the 
central beauty of the gentle- 
man at night. It has four 
buttons, beautifully done in 
mother-of-pearl, and each of 
these has to be fastened in 
individually with a kind of 


key-ring, painful to the fingers. D aring 
the time that it takes to do this a 
woman of ordinary capacity could 
put on a couple of one-piece frocks. 
There! The waistcoat is, of course, 
too small, and will in a few moments 
be puckered all oyer, besides giving you 
indigestion. 

“And now the coat. The coat! The 
crowning glory ! The coat, you observe, 
like the bundles, is of a funereal black, 
and adds the final touch of gloom. It 
is faced with black silk, and has two 
extraordinary black appendages at the 
back, like the wings of a black-beetle. 
At the beginning of the nineteenth 
century the officers of His Majesty's 




Navy wore similar coats, with the 
triHing dijfference that they were pale 
blue, with buttons of gold, and were 
worn with knee-breeches. However, 
this coat^ is well enough — if only it 
were worn with knee-breeches ; and the 
trousers are well enougli, if worn with 
another kind of coat. Together, how- 
ever,' you must admit, the effect is 
bizarre and striking in the extreme. 
Come, let us go. I may .say that I 
myself am a Merchant of Bargdard.^' 
There is nothing like a Fancy-Dress 
Ball to make one question the legend 
of the Beauty of the Human Form/*' 
The wrong women tozll wear trousers, 
and the wrong* men will appear as 
Negro Torturers,! displaying yards" of 
the human back, meaty and a trifle 
warm, like Monday’s cold lunch m the 
summer-time. One longed for a skewer. 

I counted twenty-five Negro Torturers, 
ten or more acres of the human back and 
thirty-seven Odalisques in trousers. The 
room was full of gaily-coloured Sheikhs, 
Princes, Dominoes, Columbines, Jesters, 
Harlequins, Caliphs, Bajahs, Bedouins, 


* There are exceptions, of couQ'se. 
t There are no e!sceptions. 


Soldiers, Sailors and Merchants of Barg- 
dard. A fox-trot was in progress and, 
as if there was not enough colour al- 
ready, green lights and yellow, yea, 
mauve and heliotrope, were flung upon 
the throng. One has seen this before ; 
but it used to be done "with delibera- 
tion, so that one grew accustomed to the 
face of the loved one being a livid yellow 
before it went heliotrope. But life is 
speeding up everywhere, and now, by 
means of a revolving wheel, the lights 
are changed continually, and the loved 
one is green, yellow and purple at the 
sarne time, a pretty picture of con- 
fusion.- Through this brilliant scene ^ 
the Man in the Moon moved statelily 
with Phyllis Fair, entranced, en- 
amoured, blinded with the’ lights and 
bumping Occasionally into the pillars. 

After the fox-trot the guests were 
ordered to parade for the Judging 
of the Costumes. ■ First, there were 
two prizes for Abdul costumes ; but it 
was the open competition which pro- 
voked most interest. Hand-in-hand 
the Rajahs and Columbines and Negro 
Torturers lined up 'and marche‘d round 
the room, producing, I thought, an 


effect of gai’ish uniformity. Nothing, 
somehow, seemed to catch the eye. 
Stealthily 1 pushed the Man- in the 
Moon into the moving line, and meekly 
he fell into step. 

All eyes were immediately upon him, 
a distinguished and unique figure in 
that commonplace crowd of fancy char- 
acters, with his gleaming white cuirass 
and extraordinary beetle-tails and the 
ridiculous bootlace- bow. There was' 
never a doubt of the result ; and in a 
minute or two, amid general cheers, 
he was being presented with the First 
Prize in the All-Oomers’ Competition 
“ Fojs THE Most Fantastic Costume.’* 
A.P.H. 

' ‘^Another advantage of the new escalator . . 
is -that any. or all of the three staircases can be 
made to go in either, direction at tho same 
time.” — Local Pa;pc}\ 

We foresee complications. 

Cnauffenr, single ; Liverpool district : must 
have beer ih private service.” ' - " 

ifi Local Paper, 

That does not seem '^ unreasonable. 
Some chauffeurs 'woiild insist On having^ 
champagne. ' - - ‘ 
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THESTYLIS. 

We bad a cook, but she has gone away, 

She was too good, too beautiful to stay — 

Beautiful in her art, I mean to say. 

There is no book 

That- can expound the sorrow of the thmg 

When a light hand with pastry taketh wing ; 

We can but sit and weep, remembering 

How she could cook. 

It was a dreary and a winter morn 

What time the taxieabman wound his bom, 

And Thestybs, her trunk of tin upborne 
"With a great push 

On to the taxi, bade us both adieu : 

To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new — 

The actual place was in some avenue 

Near Shepherd’s Bush. 

Ay, Thestylis is gone, who had no peer 
(Young Thestylis) in making thick or clear, 

Or doing simply anything, my dear ; 

Why, she could scrub ! 

Ah, false and fickle as the white sea foam, 

Why did her wayward footsteps choose to roam 

Just when one got as good a joint at home 
. As at the Oiub ? 

There was no sound of trouble when she went, 

No observation on the way she spent 

Her outings, and her work was excellent : 

She did not leave 

Through having words with Mary over spoons, 

She got her ordinary afternoons, 

She did not come to crave for extra boons, 

Like Genevieve. 

She was not bribed away with alien gold ; 

We would have had the grand piano sold 

To keep her. Then what ailed the girl? The old. 

Old fatuous whim. 

She had a friend. I count it a disgrace 

That Love should trench on Art in any case. 

She had a friend. She took another place 

To be near him. 

Him at the dancing palace, Hammersmith, 

It was her custom to go dancing with 
(0 vanished steaks 1 0 mutton now a myth I), 

And so she left. 

Blunt is to-day the ineffectual steel 

Because of that young man, and poor the meal ; 

The concave souffle tells what woe we feel ; 

We are bereft. 

0 happy basement where her feet are set. 

Wherein she turns to-day the omelette ; 

Shall she remember or can we forget 

Our too brief bliss ? 

The fricassees, the savouries, the stews, 

The various cheer fi*om which she bade us choose ? 
These mutton cutlets are like ancient shoes, 

Ah Thestylis ! 

But happier be and favourite of chance, 

That youth who now attends her at the dance 

And sees on Thestylis’s countenance 

A lover’ s look ; 

He has no other thing for which to pray, 

And, when he bids her name the happy day, 

His lot shall be all roses and all may, 

Fot she can cook. Evoe. 

THE PASSING OF HAMPSTEAD. 

My telephone is, or was, Hampstead 9999, though I don’t 
live there. Telephone numbers in my popular and salubrious 
suburb were something of a lottery and I happily drew 
“Hampstead.” My next-door neighbour is “Finchley.” 
Probably in education, appearance and means he would be 
considered my superior — and yet? Hampstead.- There is 
a touch of patronage, of condescension in my morning 
greeting which he does not resent. He feels that it is jus- 
tified. Somehow our telephone exchanges place us socially. 
About Hampstead there is a something, an aroma, a 
bouquet, which obviously belongs neither to Finchley nor 
Hendon. It has so many literary and historical associ- 
ations — ^the Heath, Keats, cokernuts, the “ Spaniards.” 
It maintains its attraction for the great. Mr. Masefield 
and Mr. Eamsay MacDonald ..live there. It was from a 
Hampstead house that Mr Beomlby said, “ Let there be a 
strike,” and there was a strike. And from Hampstead he 
said, “ Let there bo trains,” and behold ! there were trains. 
Hampstead is superior, despite Mr. Drinkwater’s inde- 
fensible assertion that the bulk of the inbabitants drink 
their coffee out of large cups. What may be described as 
the Upper Zionist Movement runs through Hampstead to 
Park Lane. The White Sbone Pond, the deepest tube lift- 
shaft in London, and Lord Lbverhulme are ail to be found 
in Hampstead. “ Hampstead 9999.” Oh I a number to be 
proud of. 

The blow fell about two months ago. The Postmaster- 
General, officially indifferent to the painful fact that he 
was about to lose his job, wrote tactfully and delicately. 
Certainly he used a buff form, but his mode and manner of 
address at once removed the unpleasactness one associates 
with such sombre-tiuted literature. He said frankly that he 
proposed to open a new Exchange in my distiict and that I 
should be transferred to that Exchange. But he regretted 
that he could not inform me at present what my new num- 
ber would be (little I cared) nor what the new Exchange 
would be called. I suppose he had realised that a new 
Government must take office and that it should be left for 
them to name this beautiful new Exchange. 

All very well; but what of me, doomed to lose my 
“Hampstead”? For weeks I found names for the new 
Exchange. I remembered a jolly one in the Borough called 
“Hop,” and wondered if they would carry on with “Skip,” 
reserving “Jump ” for another change of Government. 

Time passed and a second buff form arrived. The new 
Exchange is suitably to open on April 1st; my number is 
unchanged. But the name — the vital name I must per- 
force use, though “Hampstead” remains written on^my- 
heart ? — “ Speedwell ” ! And in my bereavement I had 
said, “No flowers, by request.” 

At the Zoo : — 

“There are Buf as-headed why dabs, rosy-faced parrakeets, black 
cheeks, ruddies, bush-babies, and other birds whose strange names 
are Imown only to chronologists.” — Provincial Pa^er, 

Well, why not ? Time flies, too, you know. 

“ Meanwhile Luxor is filled with disconsolate American women and 
tourists, mostly elderly, all wearing plus fours.”— Pro-zjmcmZ Pamper. 

Why hasn’t The Times given us some snap-shots of these sport- 
ing females ? ' ' 

From a speech by M. Poincari^ : — 

“ The Government appealed to the majority of the Chamber to rally 
round it and to form a square to rei>ulsa the attacks against the franc.” 

Manchester Paper, 

We have long feared that the French Premier was trying 
to square the circle. ® 
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WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. ~[j 


XII. — ^XuRSEBY Chairs. 

One of the chairs is South America, 
One of the chairs is a shij) at sea, 
One is a cage for a great big lion. 
And 07ie is a chair for Me, 



The First Chair, 

When I go up the Amazon, 

I stop at n»ght and fire a gun 
To c^ll my faithful band ; 

And In diems, m twos and threes, 

Oome silently between the trees 
And wait for me to land. 

And if 1 do not want to play 
With any Indians to-day 
I simply wave my hand, 

And then they turn and go away — 
They always understand. 

The Second Chair. 

I ’m a great big lion in my cage, 

And I often frighten Nanny with a roar. 
Then I h:)Id her very tight and 
Tell her not to be so frightened— 

And shedoem’t be so frightened any more. 
The Third Chair. 

When I am in my ship, I see 
The other ships go sailing by. 

A sailor leans and cal.s to me 
As his tail ship goes sailing by. 

Across the sea he le ins to me ; 

Above the winds 1 hear him cry ; 

“ Is this the way to Round-the-world?’* 
He calls as he goes by. 

The Fourth Chair. 

Whenever 1 sit in a high chair 
!P or breakfast or dinner or tea, 

I try to pretend that it ’s my chair 
And that I am a baby ot three. 

Shall I go off to South America ? 

Shall I put out in my ship to sea ? 

Or get in my cage and he lions and 
tigers ? 

Or — shall I he only Me? A . A. 11. 
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ago I thought you were the most beau- 
tiful woman in the world. Perhaps I 
was mistaken. My feelings ran away 


E Affected creature. ago 1 thought you were the most beau- 

INTIMATE AFTERNOONS. tiful woman in the world. Perhaps I 

IV. — The Candid Couetship. Both. was mistaken. My feelings ran away 

Scene — Ernest has called upon Ger- But she understands him and I with me. It was a delusion. 

aldine. They have taken tea, and don't. It’s no use, Ernest. I know ^ G. Then you admit that my nose 
Ernest is norv continuing a previoiis my deficiencies only too well, and I hate isn't straight ? 


conversation. 


to be admired on false pretences. 


SmesL I shall never forgefc that want to believe that you know all my crooked nose. 


E. {coldly). It is most decidedly a 


moment. It was the most wonderful faults and see me exactly as I am. ^ G. And myeyes are too close together? 

thinly that ever happened to me in all E, (argumentatively). But I am in E, (frigidly^ There ought to be at 
my hfe. I thought you were the most love with you, Geraldine. It would not least another inch between them 


beautiful girl I had ever met. 
Geraldine, Eeally. 

E, And when you spoke to me I real- 


be natural for me to see you as you 


G, And I am not frightfully clever? 
E. (icily), I think it most unlikely 


E, And when you spoke to me I real- G, You were not always in love with that you would ever master the binomial 
ised at once that you were as charming me. Throw back your mind. Can’t theorem, 
as you looked. As a rule I am afraid you remember how I seemed to you G. Thank you, Ernest.^ 
of clever girls, but with you it was when you met me first? E, (politely). Pray don't mention it. 

different. " El, (shortly). No, I can't, G, You realise now, don't you, dear, 


am clever as well as G. That 's rather a poor compliment that honesty is the best policy ? ” 


different. 

G, Then I am clever as well as 
beautiful ? 

E, (sticking to Ms 
gtms). Yes, dear, you 
are clever as well as 
beautiful. 

G, {unexpectedly), 

How well you do it, 

Ernest 1 

E, What do you 
mean ? 

G. A little heavy per- ‘ ‘ 

haps, but that is pro- j- 

bably the effect of our ^ 

terribly long lunch at 'Wy^W/ 
the Ivy. 

E, You're not, I 
hope, suggesting that 
what I have just said 
to you was insincere ? 

G. You can hardly 
expect me to believe 
that I am the most 
beautiful and the most 
gifted woman m the - 

world. It would not be 

seemly. 

I E, The point isn't whether you are the 


to me. 


E, Certainly. 


mc^t beautiful and gifted woman in the compliments. 


— ^ G. Between people 

~ ^ first impression of 3/OT(, 

I know she 's supposed 

“ One, begin with uept foot, and step dirbotly ^o be terribly amusing 

3P DIAGONALLY FORWARD TO RIGHT, WEIGHT ON RIGHT FOOT. T 

FOOT UP TO RIGHT, DIP,” ETC., Eic. mjselt that 

she s overrated. I won- 

E, {^scoring), 1 thought you hated I dered whether you were just playing 




Voice fr(yi)h 2 LO. “ One, begin with left foot, and step directly 

FORWARD. Two, STEP DIAGONALLY FORWARD TO RIGHT, WEIGHT ON RIGHT FOOT. 

Three, draw left foot up to right, dip,” etc., etc. 


up to her, as men do, or whether you 


world, but whether 1 think that you are. G. I was using the word compliment were really tickled. 
Gw Do vou ? in quite a different sense. ^ ■vr 


G. Do you ? 

E, (stiffly), I believe I made a state- 
ment to that effect. ' you are evidently too clever for me. G. So they say. Bub men will say 

G, Of course. So would anybody G. The remedy is obvious. anything of a girl with a pretty face, 

else in your position, ^ A man when he E, What do you mean by that? I once saw her put out her tongue at 

is engaged to a girl is obliged to say G. I mean it isn't as if our engage- an archbishop. All the men thought 

those things. Most^giris would be dis- ment had been actually sent to The it most amazingly witty, 

appointed if he didn t. But I 'm differ- Morning Post, E, Dorothy Perkins is a very lovely 

ant; I hate compliments. When you E. (in despair). What we squab- creature. 

tell me that I am beautiful I look into bling about? G. (sarcastically). The most beau- 

the mirror, which at once reminds me _ G. (righteously). It 's your fault en- tiful woman in the world, perhaps, 
that my nose isn't straight. tirely. I have told you again and again E, I didn't say so. 

S. It’s an adorable nose, that 1 dislike you to be insincere. Mar- G, It's the kind of thincp you are 

G. {inexorably). But it iso t straight, riage is a very serious thing. We have quite capable of sayin^^. 

Then my eyes are too close together, got to live togetber for years and years, E. No, darling. Yo'n have cnred me 

E. (as oefore). They re adorable eyes, and you won’t always be blind to my of that. 
rnJ^' together, shortcomings. Yon must try to think (?. Aren’t we wandering from the 

Then I know I m imt so dever as what it will be like when the glamour point? We are, I believe, trying to 

some girls. There s Winnie Durham, has worn off. recollect our first impressions of one 

ft)r instance, who understands Henbt E. (wearily). Very well, dea.T. I will another. 

say anything you like. Five minutes E. (thinkinff hard). I remembernow. 


E, You pretend not to be clever, but liant girl 


E, Dorothy Perkins is a very bril- 


G. So they say. Bub men will say 
anything of a girl with a pretty face. 
I once saw her put out her tongue at 


is a very lovely 


some girls. There 's Winnie Durham, 
for instance, who understands Henry 

J AMES. 
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I thought you were rather good-looking. 
I also remember that you said some 
rather cutting things about poor Dor- 
othy. That *s one of your faults, dear. 
You are often terribly down on other 
girls. And there 's another thing 

G* Yes, dear, do tell me what it is. 

E, You won’t be oii'ended ? 

G. Of course not. Haven’t I asked 
you to be frank 7 

E. Well, you are just a little bit in- 
consistent. {She makes to s;peak, but 
fpntrols her,^clf with an effort.) You 
•often say one thing, and it turns out 
afterwards that either you have changed 
your mind or that you must have meant 
something else. 

G. {indignantly). Eeally, Ernest 

E. {eagerly making h%s point). There ; 
you see what 1 mean. You’ve just! 
asked me to be frank, and when 1 do i 
what you wish you are perfectly furious. I 
That *s what i mean by being incon- 
sistent." 

G;. [subduing her temper). I am not 
in the least furious. 1 am merely sur- 
prised. 1 iiave my faults, but, what- 
ever my bitterest enemy may say of 
me, 1 am never in the least incon- 
siS'tent. 

E. {doggedly). You asked me to be 
frank with you. 

G. I asked you to be frank, but I 
didn’t ask you to be malicious. I want 
you to tell me my reai faults. I didn’t 
ask you to invent imaginary ones. 

E. {beaten). Very well, dear, then I 
take it back. You aren’t in the least in- 
co^si^tent. It’smerely my stupidity, i 
can’t always followyour line ol thought. 
Please don’t be upset about it. 1 take 
it back. You 're always and utterly con- 
sistent. I tell you, I take it back. 

G. {tearfully). You c- can’t take it 
back, 1 know now what you think of 
me. I ’m spi teful and 1 *m inconsistent 
and I ’m plain. 

E, {outraged). Plain 1 I never said 
you were plain. 

G. You said I was rather good-look- 
ing, which amounts to tne same thing, 
especially when you referred in almost 
the same breath to somebody else as a 
lovely creature. {Feeling for her hand- 
kerchief) The best thing we can do is 
to break off our engagement at once. 

[She weeps with the utmost frankness. 

E. {with conviction). Geraldine, dear- 
est, I have been a fool. 

G. I want you to be f-f-f-frank with 
me, b-b-but I don’t want you to be 
unkind. 

E. {soothing her). Of course not. I 
quite see your point. My subtle darling ! 
I shall understand you better in future, 

G, {through her tears). And you will 
always be quite honest with me, won’t 
you? 

E. The soul of candour. How sweet 


you look with the tears in your eyes 1 
You have the most lovely eyes. 

G. {archly). But don't you think 
they ’re just a little too close together? 

E. Not a bit. They ’re exactly the 
right distance. ' An eighth of an inch 
more would spoil the whole effect. 

G. {with a little sniff). Excuse me, 
dear, but I must blow my nose — my 
crooked nose. 

E. {indignantly). Crooked? It’s as 
straight as a die. 

G. Honestly? 

E, Honestly. I shall always be quite 
candid with you, Geraldine. I have 
realised this afternoon that it’s no use 
tryii.g to throw dust in your eyes. You 
are not like other girls ; you are much 
too clever to be deceived by flattery. ' I 
shall always tell you the plain truth, 
even if it hurts, 

G. It will never hurt me, Ernest dear, 
not if it ’s really the truth. 


E. My wonderful Geraldine ! 

G. Am I really wonderful? 

E. Entirely and absolutely wonder- 
ful. I am sorry if it offends you, but I 
promised to be frank, and the truth is 
the truth. 

G. {leaning gently on his shoulder). I 
don’t mmd it in the least, dear ; not if 
you really mean what you say. Please 
go on. 

E. Go on ? 

G. Yes, dear. Please go bn being 
frank. 

‘*We learn with deep concern the news of 

transfer of , the popular Munsif of . 

He was impartial and innocuous. He was so 
sharp & keen that he threshed out at the very 
outset the tenderest fabrics which the legal 
tactics of lawyers managed to hotchpotch with 
a farra go of ambiguities , His judicial howitzer 
almost always hit right at the target!.” 

Indian Taper. 

How different from the editorial blun-' 
derbuss ! 
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A LESSON IN TACT. 

[A well-known scientist, lecturing in New 
York, has said that the grafting of monkey 
glands on human beings will eventually cause 
mankind to revert to the monkey type from 
which it evolved.] 

Mrs. Smith caught her husband's eye 
at the other end of the table. ^^£>o 


] 

“ Calmly hoisted both his knees to 

THE LEVEL OF HIS CHIN AND EEMAINED 
^THUS PENDULOUS.” 

you thinh that Grandfather is quite all 
right, dear?” she signalled with her 
eyebrows. Mrs. Smith had very expres- 
sive eyebrows. 

Mr. Smith glanced at Grandfather. 
^‘Oh, ye®, he's all right,” he signalled 
back with his nose. Hr. Smith had a 
remarkably eloquent nose. 

^‘But really, dear, I 've never seen him 
behave quite like this before. And so 
awkward, with the PilMngton-Browns 
here for the first time and everything. 
You kncna how ridiculously punctilious 
Mrs, P.-B. is,‘’ Mrs. Smith remarked 
I with h^ shoulders. Mrs. Smith had 
I euidously garrulous shoulders. 

Never mind Mrs. P.-B. Mr. Smith 
observed with his ears. Mr. Smith had 
strikingly chatty ears. “ The eld chap 's 
all right.** 

Nevertheless Mrs. Smith's alarm was 
not entirely without cause. The doctor 
who had carried out the operation had 
been quite emphatic in his warning that, 
in the case of a man whose parents 
had both imdergone the same process, 
a farther experiment might possibly 
be attended by somewhat unexpected 


i results. In the few months that had 
elapsed since then it is true that no- 
thing untoward had happened; but 
Grandfather's demeanour to-night, the 
curious light in his eyes and his refusal 
to utter a single word, even when 
directly addressed, filled Mrs. Smith 
with painful forebodings. 

Her anxiety might have been sub-, 
stantially increased had her husband, 
whose reassurances were masking the 
liveliest uneasiness, informed her that, 
travelling back from business on the 
Tube that evening, Grandfather, unable 
to find a seat, had attached himself to 
a strap with one hand and, straighten- 
ing his arm to its fullest extent, calmly 
hoisted both his knees to the level of 
his chin and remained thus pendulous 
for the rest of the journey, to the undis- 
guised interest of his fellow-passengers. 

The next moment both she and Mr. 
Smith were working their hardest to 
appear unconscious of the fact that 
Grandfather, having suddenly aban- 
doned the more conventional attitude 
in favoiu: of a cross-legged position on 
his chair, had taken a handful of nuts 
from a convenient dish and was crack- 
ing them vigorously between his two 
remaining teeth. The kernels he masti- 
cated with every sign and sound of en- 
joyment ; the shells he expelled forcibly 
from his mouth in all directions. 

What a charming house you have 
here, Mrs. Smith! "said Mrs. Pilkington- 
Brown serenely, only shuddering faintly 
as a piece of shell grazed one of her 
ear- whiskers. 

“ S-so kind of you to s-say so,” smiled 
Mrs. Smith nervously, keeping an anxi- 
ous eye upon her sharp-shooting grand- 



Geandfathee began to pbee hope- 
fully INTO THE INTBICACIBS OF MeS. 

Pilkington-Beown’s goiffuee.” 


father. Mrs. Smith lacked Mrs. Pilk- 
ington-Brown’s aristocratic calm. 

‘‘ Bought it outright, I hear ? ” asked 
Mr. Pilkington-Brown tactfully. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Smith. “Got the 
chance of ” — (he ducked sharply to 
avoid half a walnut shell) — “of a 
bargain and took it.” 

“ So delightfully situated,” observed 
Mrs. Pilkington-Brown graciously, and 


nobody could have told whether or not 
she had noticed that Grandfather was 
now climbing laboriously and unneces- 
sarily down the back of his chair to the 
floor. As a matter of strict truth she 
certainly had, 

“ Preehold ? ” asked Mr. Pilkington- 
Brown, carefully avoiding anything like 
a direct glance at Grandfather as he 
shuflSed, in a curiously bent attitude, 
towards the back of Mrs. Pilkington- 
Brown's chair. 

“ Yes,” said Mr, Smith ; -and, aban- 



“ Swung himself nimbly on to the top 

OF THE PIANO AGAIN.” 

doning all decorum, watched with a 
glassy eye as Grandfather began to peer 
hopefully into the intricacies of Mrs. 
Pilkington-Brown' s coiffure, parting the 
well-coiled strands with both his hands 
as he did so. 

It was Mrs. Smith who saved the 
situation. Deftly catching Mrs. Pilk- 
ingfcon-Brown's frenzied eye, she rose 
to her feet and pushed back her chair. 
So did Mrs. Pilkington-Brown. Grand- 
father, on the other hand, receiving the 
chair in his solar plexus, descended 
heavily to the floor. As the ladies, not 
without a certain relief, left the room, 
Mr. Smith picked him up and set him 
in a chair before proceeding to discuss 
stocks and shares with his guest. 

When, half-an-hour later, they joined 
the ladies in the dining-room, Mrs. 
Pilkington - Brown was playing the 
piano. Grandfather pricked up his ears, 
hesitated a moment and then swung 
himself, by way of an occasional table, 
on to the top of the piano. Then, with 
hunched shoulders and picking up each 
foot alternately in time to the music, he 
began to sway slowly from side to side. 

Mrs. Pilkington-Brown, who must 
have been a really heroic woman, played 
on unmoved. 

After a few minutes Grandfather 
let himself down from the piano and, 
shuffling over to Mr. Smith, halted be- 
fore him with palm outstretched and 
a wistful expression in his eyes. Mr. 
Smith did his best to pretend that 
Grandfather did not exist. Mrs. Pilk- 
ington-Brown played on. 

Grandfather shifted his position and 
held out his hand to" Mr. Pilkington- 






**WeLL, are TOXJ G0I2TG TO HATE A GARDEN THIS TEAR?” 

“Ko. You HAVE A garden; it’s my turn to keep chickens.” 


Brown. The latter, exhibiting a readier 
tact than his host, dropped three pennies 
into it. 

With a shrill cry of joy Grandfather 
stowed them aw’ay in his cheek and 
swung himself nimbly on to the top of 
the piano again. There he disembar- 
mssed his face of the pennies and, lean- 
ing forward perilously, dropped themi 
down Mrs. Pilkington-Brown’s back. ^ 

It was then, and not till then, that 
this wonderful woman’ s iron nerve at last 
broke down. But only her nerve. Tact- 
ful to the last, she resolutely refused 
to notice anything unusual in anyone’s 
behaviour and simply decided to faint. 

Oh, let us all take a lesson from Mrs. 
Pilkington-Brown I 


Getting his Own Back. 

Prom Smith minor’s essay on ** Good 
Manners ” : — 

“ A polite boy will raise his hat when he meets 
a lady, or a school-master or a gentleman.” 

“ Cries of Old London, by Wheatley.” . 

Advt. in Daily Pa;per, 

“ Hello ! Poplar.” 


ENGLAND’S GLOEY. 

[“If there is one glorious thing in England 
which must never die, it is a breakfast of 
bacon and eggs.”— Jlfr. G. K, CUstertcni,] 

I HAVE relished the rolls in Vienna, 

I have played with the porridge in 
Perth, ' 

I have dreamt of an ice in Gehenna, 
But never (for breakfast) on earth; 
The Picardy omelettes are grateful, 
Tho’ often the coffee is dregs. 

But' you have to come home for a 
plateful 

Of Bacon and Eggs. 

[There are some who find heaven in 
* ' honey. 

While others are joyful with jam ; 

In Tunis they try you with tunny. 

In Chicago they help you to ham ; 
Some persist in abusing the liver 
By breakfasting largely on “ psgs,” 
And these would undoubtedly shiver 
At Bacon and Eggs. 

It is whispered that epicures favour 
A kidney or even a sole, 

While to others the sausage’s flavour 
Is. an exquisite ultimate goal ; 


But the browner and brawnier Briion 
Por manlier nourishment begs, 

And the Tale of the Empire was 
written 

On Bacon and Eggs. 

Then here ’s to the earliest blender 
Of- the fruit of the hog and the hen ; 
May the former be streaky and tender 
And the latter be fresh from the pen ! 
Por the glorious fact that enables. 

Old England to stand on her legs 
Is that nine out of ten breakfast-tables 
Show Bacon and Eggs. 


Another Plea for Dilution ? 

At the meeting of : Water Oopimittee, 

yesterday, a letter was read from the 

Licensed Victuallers asking for a reduction in 
the water rates.” — Local Paper, 

“ Most of the evening Sir Thomj^,s [Beecham] 
conducted with his hands, sometimes with his 
fingers, and often with his clenched fists; 

With the palm of his hand, he literally 
smoothed out some of the exquisite violin 
passages in the first movement.” 

Prbinneial Paper, 

Most embarrassipg for.the fiddlers if 
he really did it “ literally.” 










CULTURE AT CAMBRIDGE. 


. ** ^ [Time — The jpresent week, during the performance of ^^The Birds'^’’ of Abistopeanes in the original, 1 

Maid, YOU PI.EASE, *M, GAN I GO 'TO THE THEATBB THIS EVENING TO SEE THEM ‘BiBDS’?” 

Mutress, “Bur i>g you tbcink you would cabe por.it? You know it’s a Greek play.” ■ 

Maid, “Well, *m, I saw some perfoeming fleas once — and they was French. I enjoyed it "vtsby much. 


THE SPOKEN- WORD. 

Whenever a discussion springs upj 
as tojthe respective md'its of the Stage 
and the Elna, one of the'first arguments 
one h^rs put forward by the supporters 
of the Stage is “ the spoken word.” 

“ Ah/* they say, “ the Pdm may he 
very Imntiftd, but you miss the spoken, 
word.” . • ' 

Ttey are quite right. You do.' But 
is lh% a dis^vantage ? I hold no brief ” 
for the lilm, but I really feel it is time' 
, someone spoke a word about this spoken^ 
word. I have therefore constructed the 
Third Act of a play, in which I have. 
xmed. only words and plirases heard ini 
Wesf Btid theatres during the past six 
months. They have been collected with 
a gobd deal of care and, impossible’ 
though some of them may seem, I can 
vouch for their authenticity. 

The play is called — 

BE-JJNATED, 

Act hi. 

The ^^locaiimi'' is imnmtei'ial as the 
play is produced mth thelatest system 
of lighting, and the scene serves for a 
praming-Boom in Mayfair, a Factory 
in Wigan, aBailxvay Statioxiat Omsk, \ 


and a Nasty Mess. At rise of curtain 

Lady Elice 'Eids^m&isdiisccrvered. Enter 

LadyVahlet Meetland. - i 

Elice. Oh 1 Vahlet — ^haow nace of you 
to come ! On sech a day too. 

Yahlet, Yes, it*s tahsome weather, 
isn’t it ? . There was a snewstorUa in 
the nate. 

Elice. Gome, sit by the fah. {Slowly) 
Vahlet, I Hev something sirious to say. 
The Juke is here. 

Vahlet. Oh, Elice ! I must gaow. I 
cennot meet him. 

' Elice. I.knaow it’s only nacherel 
that you should hev bitter thorts about 
him, but 1 wahchu to' see him. 

Vahlet. But, !]^ce, he treated me so 
crqoly— to jilt me when I was but a 
gairl for that woman. To make her 
his Duch-e55 — ^the mother of his chul- 
dren. 

Elice. AU that is past. He will egs- 
plain.' 

Lady Elice. A pause. Enter 
the Juke. 

Juke. Vahlet ! — ^may Vahlet I 

Vahlet {sarcastically). Pleased to 
meechu, I ’m shore. 

‘ Juke. Don’t be so crool. I hev come 
to ask you to forgive me. I knaow 


haow you hev suffered jawring all these 
years. 

Vahleti But, Harray — ^to cast me 
asaid for that woman 1 

IcQiddn’tegsplainthen. There 

were reasons But 'thete — see 

you cennot forgive. Oh, 'if you would 
be may waife I 

Vahlet: But she — ^the other woman ? 

Jxike. She went awf and left me years 
ago. I divorced her. She is naow at 
the Empire — ^in the Bellet. 

Vahlet. I foresawrit ! Oh ! Harray, 
you hev suffered too, eving as I hev. 

Juke. Oh! Vahlet, canchu — ^wonchu 
— ^forgive me ? {Looks ^eagerly at her.) 

I thort I sawr a look of lahve in your 
aye. Will you be may waife ? , 

Vahlet. Prehajjs. {They embrace.) ‘ 

Juke. We will go to Inja for our 
honeymoon. Amaris -beautiful . 

Vahlet. Oh, Harray 1, . . . But your 
chuldren. What of them ? 

Juke. They neeju, Vahlet, They hev 
never knaown a mother’s lahve. 

Vahlet. They shell naow, 

Jxike. Oh, Vahlet I 

Curtain.. 

Yes, there is that about the Film — 
you do miss the “ spoken word.^’ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT suggesting Sir Samuel Hoaee, the mildest-man- 

^hat there was probably no inequal- caused a violent explosion in the House 
the Government that s different, as ity if you have aU the facts before you." after dinner. This was not his intention! 

The Loed Chancelloe explained to for his speech, drawing attention to the 
doubted if a stranger, unaware of recent Lord Novae that there might be some insufficiency of our Air Force, was 
events, who dropped into the House of delay in proceeding with the Church of couched in studiously moderate terms. 
Conimons would notice any very great Scotland (Property and Endowment) The detonation was done by Mr. Leaoh 
change. There IS a new Peime Minis- Bill. Everybody in Scotland (where theTJnder-SecretaryforAir,whopro- 
TEE, but h^ manner in answering the they have a taste for gritty food, mental ceeded to enunciate a series of ultra- 
numerous Questions addressed to hini as well as physical) is apparently read- Pacifist aphorisms—such as “the nation I 

making comments upon it, that prepared forwar got the most war!" 
of 175) differs little from t^^at of the old with the result (to use Lord Haldane’s “preparedness is not the best weapon in 
ones. It might have been Mr. Bald- own words) that “the state of affairs diplomacy" — that alarmed the maiority 
TON who informed Viscount Quezon there is rather Hke a wasps' nest just of the House. 

that the reception of Mexico involved at present, and we must let the wasps General Seely was particularly 
^sues, though I fancy settle down.” alarmed, and drew a horrifying picture 

that the late Peime Mnistee would Lord Desboeouoh (wearing the pink .of the fate of London if we had no 
have replied to Mr. A. M. Samuel that carnation of eternal youth) called atten- means of coping with enemy air-raids, 
he would gtadly ask the United States tion to the disastrous effect of road- Mr. J. H. Thomas came to the rescue i 
to take 0 \er Mexico, but for the of his collfiacnifi. and -nninfrod 


fear that the United States might 
retort with the request that the 
British Government should take 
over Eussia. 

Posed with inquiries as to the 
exact scope of the “Eussia ” that 
he had recognised, I can imagine 
Mr. Lloyd Geoegb, that eminent 
opportunist, replpng like Mr. 
MacDonald: “I must just take 
the circumstances as they are ; " 
while no one can be in doubt as 
to the source of the Peime Min- 
isteb’s answer to Mr. Peingle’s 
inqui^ as to how Scottish legal 
questions were to be dealt with in 
the absence of the Scottish Law 
Officers : “My honourable friend 
must just wait and see." 

Judging by the favourable recep- 
tion given by SirL.WOBTHINGTON- 
EvANS and Dr. Macnamaea to Mr. 
Shaw’ s Unemployment Insurance 


5n /Ibenioiiain. 

It is with sincere regret that we have to record 
the death of Sir Henry Lucy, in his 79th year. 
Succeeding Tom Taylor, in 1S81, as the Parlia- 
mentary representative of Punch, for thirty-five 
years, under the familiar name of “ Toby, M-P.,*' 
he contributed to these pages his Hght-heartcd 
and impartial “Essence." Few men of his time 
had so full a knowledge of the manners and per- 
sonalities of modem Parliaments as the “Member 
for Barks.” Both before and after his retirement 
from Punch in 1916 he produced many volumes 
containing his reminiscences, of which the last 
appeared only a few months ago. His hospitality 
brought together in Ashley Gardens a great variety 
of men distinguished in political and social life, 
among whom, and through a wide circle of un- 
known friends, the loss that his death brings will 
be deeply felt. To Lady Lucy, his loyal fellow- 
worker, and for more than fifty years the devoted 
partner of his joys and cares, we ask leave to 
offer our true sympathy. 


of his colleague, and pointed out 
that; the Government were con- 
tinuing the late Government’s pol- 
icy of increasing the Air Force for 
the present, but wished to do no- 
thing which would prevent them 
working for general disarmament. 

The House was still perturbed, 
andonly therefusalof the Speakee 
to grant the closure saved the 
Government from what might 
have been a disastrous division. 

Wednesday, February 20th , — 
The Government will shortly be 
obliged to make known their atti- 
tude towards the Preference reso- 
lution passed at the Imperial Eco- 
nomic Conference. Lord Beau- 
champ is almost the last of the 
Cobdenites, and distrusts any- 
thing that impairs the symmetry 
of theoretical Free Trade. His 
avowed object this afternoon 
was to obtain information about 


Bill any other Government would have tarring upon fisheries. Tar, Lord Pae- Dominion Preferences ; his real object, 
felt equally bound to abolish the much- mooe agreed, was the mischief ; asphaltic it seemed, was to show that they were 
abused “gap" ; and Mr. Buxton, bitumen should be used; then (accord- hardly worth having and that British 
although he does not look the part of ing to an official report) there would Trade as a whole would be better with- 
agriculturist quite sowellas Sir Eobeet be “ no appreciable toxic character due out them. 

Sanders, said little on the subject of either to soluble materials extracted by Neither his figures nor his deductions 

foot-and-mouth disease that his pre- the rain from the bitumen itself, or to were entirely accepted by Lord Aenold, 
decessor would have disclaimed. Ee- coHoidal particles derived from the who made a capital maiden speech, 
search in this matter is most necessary, bituminous surface on disintegration.” He in no way underrated the Dominion 
but to set up a laboratory in an old Highway authorities, please note. Preferences, but gave no hint of how 
warship and to house the animals under Of the 167 Questions on the Com- much further, if at all, the Government 
observation in a couple of lighters mons’ Order Paper less than half re- here are inclined to reciprocate. On 
alongside seems hardly the best or ceived an oral answer. Loud complaints that point Lord OnmEE was slightly 
humanest method of pursuing it, were uttered by the Scotsmen (as by more explicit. India, he said, was not 

Tuesday, February 19th , — A Question the Greeks on a famous occasion) that likely to give us a preference, save in 
by Lord Eussell regarding the in- they were “neglected in the daily minis- the improbable event of our putting a 
equality of the sentences passed upon tration.” But the Speaker calmed them tariff on foodstuffs, 
drunken motorists was delayed by the down by observing that he was always A debate on cruelty to children, initi- 
non-arrival of Lord Paemooe, who, as anxious to hear Scottish Members (Mr. ated by Lord Gorell, was inconclusive, 
he explained subsequently, had himself Whitley has infinite patience), and but enabled Lord De La Ware, the 
been detained by the dangers of the that their desire would probably be latest recruit to the Government ranks, 
streets. He was less sympathetic than attained if Lieut.-Commander Ken- to win his oratorical spurs very credit- 
might have been expected in the cir- worthy and others would show “ a ably. The most remarkable feature of 
cumstances to Lord Eussell’s request little more discretion, restraint and un- his speech, apart from its engaging 
that the Home Office should circularize selfishness” in putting Supplementaries. modesty, was that it revealed him as a 
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real concert to Labour, anxious “ to serve 
in any vray possible a Government which 
commands so much enthusiasm amongst 
the youth of this country.” ' This, from 
a youth who “ did his bit ” during the 
war as an A.B., is a portent not to-be 
neglected. ' . . 

The Peiite Minister was bombarded 



The MAH WHO FILLED THE “GAP.” 

MR. TOM SHAW. 


with inquiries as to what action the 
Government proposed to take in various 
contingencies that might arise out of 
the dock strike. His replies might be 
summed up as “ Don’t talk to the man 
at the wheel.” 

I think that Mr. Dukes, the Labour 
Member for Warrington, must have 
been surprised at the xmanimous wel- 
come accorded by Membei s of all parties 
to his proposal that State pensions 
should iDe given to all widows with 
children and other mothers whose bread- 
winner has become incapacitated. It 
seems that hearts are not the monopoly 
of the party in office, but that Tories 
and Liberals also possess them. 

The mover did not go deeply into the 
finance of the question, but mentioned 
a round figure of twenty millions as 
likely to meet the bill. The Ohancel- 
LOR OP THE Exchequer, though entirely I 
sympathetic to -the proposal, had to| 
look at it rather more closely. Mr. i 
Snowdon discovered an unsuspected: 
vein of humour in describing the de- 
mands that he was expected to meet — 
increases of expenditure in this and that 
direction, coupled with the abolition or 
reduction of nearly all the existing taxes. 

Thursday, F&hruary 21st . — ^Although 
the Government have issued an elabor- 
ate White Paper explaining their action 
over Poplar, they have' not allayed the 
apprehensions of Lord Beauchamp. T)e- 
tectmg in the document the ^‘master- 
hand of the Lord Chancellor,” he 
-roundly asked him if he' agreed with' 


Mr. Lansbuby’s doctrine that “the 
more the Government got Poplarized 
the more popular it wordd be.” 

As Gadfiy-in-chief of the Opposition 
Lord Birkenhead did not approve 
Lord Beauchamp’s encroachment on 
his province, and was most sarcastic at 
the expense of Liberals who attacked a 
Government which but for them would 
never have come into existence. 

The theory that Lord Haldane was 
the author of the White Paper was con- 
firmed by his speech, which was if any- 
thing more cloudy and incoherent than 
that document. Almost the only in- 
telligible statement iu it was that in 
remitting surcharges before they we le 
imposed the Minister op Health “had 
done nothing to encourage the Guard- 
ians to exceed the law ; ” and who will 
agree with him in that ? Certainly not 
Mr. Lansbury. 

In the present state ol parties the 
House of 'Commons grows mere .and- 
more -like a kaleidoscope every dav. 
Tbe least shake will cause a redistri- 
bution of atoms and a fresh patt- rn. 
Tc -day’s jar came from the Parlia- 
mentary Secretary to the Admir Ity, 
who at Question-time announced the 
Government’s intention to lay down 
five new cruisers, adding that tenders 
will be invi'-ed at once. 

While the Conservatives cheered, 



“The MHiDEST-MANNEBED MAN THAT EVER 
DROPPED A BOMB.” 

SIR SAMUEL HOARE. 

protests came from the Liberal; and 
Labour benches. Mr. Pringle, always 
willing to step into the limelight, 
promptly asked leave to move the ad- 
journment, and was supported by all 
theJLjiberals and many of the Labour 
Members. 


When the debate came on, however, 
I some of Mr. Pringle’s steam was dis- 
sipated by the Government’s announce- 
ment that work on the new cruisers 
would not be begun till the House had 
sanctioned it ; and what remained was 
not of a high’y propulsive quality. Nor 
did he get much help from Lieut.-Com- 
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mander Kenworthy’ s attempt to prove 
that we had plenty of cruisers already. 

The Prime Minister had no difficulty 
in showing that the Government were 
not instituting a new programme or 
prejudicing the policy of disarmament. 
These cruisers would be required shortly 
bo replace obsolescent vessels, and to 
lay them down at once would prevent 
i:.he growth of unemployment in the 
dockyard towns. 

At each of his ringing sentences the 
malcontents steadily wilted ; and when 
the division came only one Labourite 
(Mr. Dunnico) voted agiinst his leader; 
and the. Government, supported by the 
whole Conservative Par y present, had 
a majority of 299. Only 72 Liberals 
supported ,Mr. Pringle — the exact 
number, it is worth recalling, by which 
Mr. Baldwin’s Government was de- 
feated six weeks ago. 


“What is described as a sea lion, 8ft. long, 
weighiDg about Sewt., has been washed ashore 
dead on Pridmouth Beach, near Eowey, Corn- 
wall. knocked down and badly injured by a 
motor-car in Lbndon-road, Kingston.” 

Evening Paper. 

It seems to have come down the 
Thames to the sea. What were the 
river police doing to overlook a thing 
like that'? - - - - ^ 






YEOMAN SERVICE. 

In the trifling disturbance produced 
in trade and economies generally by the 
Docks problem, the real gravity of the 
Beefeaters’ strike has been lost sight of. 

^ But unless something is done there will 
be„no one to show the Tower to any- 
body on Easter Monday. Various con- 
ferences have been held, but so far 
without a solution. In order that there 
may be no confusion, it should be stated 
that the men’s demand is not for more 
beef, but for more leisure. They have 
all the beef they can eat, but they protest 
that they are overworked. 

At a recent meeting of sympathisers 
the Chair was taken by Mr. Heney A. 
Lytton, who first read letters of regret 
from various well-known people. Mr. 
Beenaed Shaw wTote that he was 
unable to raise his voice on behalf of 
men who ate beef, but, if they would 
mend their ways and become, say, beet- 
eaters, he would even write a non-stop 
play for them. Sir William Bull re- 
gretted that he could not be present, as 
the situation might become too painful 
for him. Mr. Swift MacNeill sent 
some reminiscences of the Bump Parlia- 
ment, which he hoped might be apposite. 


Mr. Lytton, in his opening address, 
said that years of impersonating Jack 
Point in The Yeomen of the Guard had 
given him a peculiar insight into the 
Beefeaters’ temperament, and he was 
pleased to be present to raise his voice 
on their behalf. His famous remark, 
as J acJc Pointy about passing the mus- 
tard would have only a fraction of its 
success if no one ate beef. It was de- 
lightful to be among men who did 
nothing else. (“Ohioht”) .He trusted 
that he had not said anything amiss ; 
what he meant was, it was delightful 
to be among men who proudly carried 
the title of Beefeater and who, when 
put upon by the authorities, had the 
courage to protest. (Enormous en- 
thusiasm.) 

The Senior Beefeater said that he and 
his colleagues were delighted to see so 
many eminent persons present. Their 
case was a very simple one. Briefly, 
they were asked to do too much, and 
unless a change was made the public 
would suffer very seriously. It was ot 
the highest importance that old ladies 
who wanted to know where the Bloody 
Tower was should be suitably informed. 
(Loud cheers.) Thieves with an eye to 
the Crown Jewels needed expert treat- 


ment, and only Beefeaters of long stand- 
ing could penetrate their various dis- 
guises. As the late Mr. Dan Lbno, the 
sociologist, had observed, with his un- 
failing penetration, a Beefeater was the 
first friend of the thirsty and hungry. 
He woiild go further and say that, if an 
analysis of the crowds that came to 
the Tower could be made, it would be 
found that more came to see the Beef- 
eaters than the masonry. (Loud cheers.) 
The Beefeaters should not only be 
treated fairly ; they were an institution 
so ancient and unique as to deserve to 
be pampered. They were an essential, 
an integral part of Old England. (Loud 
cheers and ««Eor he’s a jolly good 
fellow.”) 

Sir Heney Hadow said that he was 
there to show his regard and admiration 
for the gallant guar^ans of the Tower; 
but ^ he was bound to lodge a protest 
against the careless use of the word 
“ beefeater” and the erroneous ideas that 
it set up. The notion seemed to be pre- 
valent, if not universal, that the^e 
ofScials spent their time in eating beef. 
In fact there had already heeualjlusipns 
to that habit. Eor all he knew thpy did 
eat large quantities ; and he trusted that 
it was home-grown (Loud cheers) ,; but I 
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as a matter of scientific fact the word 
“beefeater” was a corruption and had 
nothing to do with the consumption 
of bovine tissue whatever. (Sensation.) 
Advantage bad probably been taken of 
a loose pronunciation ; and it had no 
justification beyond usage. (“Oh ! oh ! ”) 
The word “ beefeater ” resulted from a 
careless English way of saying the 
French word buffet sisnaifyi^g 

one who dispenses food. (Benewed 
sensation.) To dispense food, he would 
point out, and to eat it, were very dif- 
ferent actions, and there might be oc- 
casions when the distinction was really 
pathetic. (“ Shame 1”) 

Lord Dakesfort said that Sir Henrt 
Hadow might be right in deriving 
“ beefeater” from ^^buffetzer''; but hehad 
not disposed of the matter there. Did 
not one go to the buffet for cold beef 7 
(Loud cheers.) And might not the 
ofilcial in charge now and then assure 
himself in the usual manner that that 
commodity was in good condition? 
(Enthusiasm.) He could not sit there 
and allow honest Beefeaters to have 
their traditional glorious associations 
stripped from them, (“Hear, hear.”) In 
fact, he would go further and suggest 
that the French word buffetier was a 
corruption, a dilution, of the fine old 
English word wliich the Vice-Chancellor 
of Sheffield University^ had done his 
worst to defame. (Loud cheers.) 

Sir Henry Habow said that he was 
sorry to have raised such a storm. He 
had come there in the friendliest pos- 
sible spirit. (“Oh! oh!”) His one pur- 
pose was to support the claims of the 
Tower guardians ; but they appealed to 
bis sympathies only as Iniffetiers, If the 
carnivorous connotation was persisted 
in he must retire. 

The Senior Beefeater, rising again, said 
that he and his colleagues were dis- 
tressed at the etymological turn which 
the proceedings had taken. ^(“Hear, 
heax.”) Whatever the origin of the 
term, Beefeaters they were and Beef- 
eaters they wonld continue, and to the 
end of his days he should consider the 
saddest phrase in English literature to 
be Shakespeare’s line, “The times are 
out of joint.” (Benewed cheers.) But 
beefeatmg was not the question before 
the meeting. The question before the 
meeting was justice. (“ Hear,' hear.”) 
Hone the less, when it was over, he 
hoped to enjoy a slice or two of the 
imdereut; and he might add that he 
preferred horse-radish to mustard. 
(Benewed applause, during which Mr. 
Lttton shed tears.) 

' The' meeting then passed a vote of 
confidence in the Beefeaters and their 
cause, and, after j oining in singing ‘ ‘ The 

1 Boast Beef of Oid England,” broke up. 

E. V. L, 

AT THE PLAY. 

“Back to Methuseeah” (Court). 

J. — In the Beginning, 

Mr. Shaw’s main thesis is something 
as follows : — * 

Civilization is threatened because the 
job of running it is too big lor man as 
be is, especially if he likes wine, meat, 
cigars and golf; more especially if he is 
as childish and immature as theEnglish- 
man. Look at the War ; and the Peace; 
and the prospects of the Future, if man 
doesn’t deve op, and that promptly, 
he w.ll inevitably share the fate of the 
mastcdoD. 

But evolution, falsely analysed^ (by 
an impostor who was not even original, 
Charles Darwin) as a process of acci- 
dental selection, is really a creative pro- 
cess of conscious willing on tbepart o. 
the evolved. If, being a fish or pig in 
a certain environment, you sufficiently 
need and.ioeZZ to fly, wings will one day 
be added to you; and that suddenly, 
for Nature does everything 1 y leap^^. 

Now, proceeds the argument, just as 
a man has begun to learn something, 
at seventy or so, he is beginning to de- 
cay and is ready to die — still hopelessly 
immature. Let him take thought, then, 
and increase his span of life to,' say, 
three hundred years by steadfastly 
willing it and there will be some hope 
for him. That is the diilt of this 
“ metabiological Pentateuch” of our 
modern Moses. 

Of course it is not the slightest use 
wasting time complainingof Mr. Shaw’s. 
infuriating unfairness in argument, his 
exasperat.nglyperversegeneralisations, 
his calculated insolences, his lapses 
from taste. He needed them, and he 
willed them, no doubt, to gain atten- 
tion. And it cannot be denied that he 
has succeeded. You are annoyed, so 
you sit up and listen. You continue to 
be interested. And, as there is enough 
thought and tonic wit and more than 
enough fundamental seriousness to 
equip a half-dozen tolerable dramatists, 
one wisely takes the rough with the 
smooth and is grateful, as one ought to 
be. ‘ The irrelevances, often brilliabt, 
sometimes dull, are harder to justify; 
certainly in a dramatist whose job is 
compression — especially as we of the 
audience are not yet “back to Methuse- 
lah.” I don’t think Mr. Shaw easily 
blots a line or strangles a weak joke, 
fond parent that he is. - 

The First Act of In the Beginning 
seemed to me a thing of rare- beauty, . 
invention, imagination and wit. That 
buried poet in Mr. Shaw here comes 
fully to life. And it is testimony to his 
knowledge of his job that, while admir- 
able to read, he gains immensely on the 
stage. 

Adam finds a dead fawn. He calls 
Eve, They here see death for the first 
time and know fear. But Adam knows 
an even greater fear — that of having to 
live for ever. It is a terrible dilemma. 
The Serpent holds the key of know- 
ledge and tells Eve of birth ; and how 
she (the Serptnt) gathered a part of 
the life that was in her body and shut 
it into a tiny white case and showed 
it to the sun, and it burst and there 
came out a little snake that sjrew to 
be as big as herself. So Lilith had 
drne with Adam and Eve — or some- 
ih.ng like it. Lihth had first imagined 
the story, then told it to the Serpent, 
then willed it to be true. But to com- 
pass so much alone was too dreadful a 
burden. That burden must be shared; 
and the Serpent whispers to Eve the 
full secret of birth. Eve is first e igerly 
interested, then overwhelmed with the 
horror we call shame. . . . But thus 
life, which is so full of wonder, can 
go on; and yet man can still win the 
happy release of death after his allotted 
span. Adam willed himself a thous- 
and years. Optimist! 

Act li. takes us in “ a few centuries ” 
to an oasis in Mesopotamia. Adam 
delves, Eve spins. To them enters the 
first gentleman of leisure, Cain — vege- 
tarian, murderer, hunter, warrior and 
(by Jovel) .talker. He pours scorn 
upon his poor old drudge of a fa- 
tiier, who has been scrarcbing at the 
earth for centuries; talks to him as 
Mr. Shaw alone can talk, so that Adam 
takes up his spade against Cain's spear, 
Eve parting them. There is a long wran- 
gle with much turning inside-out and 
upside-down of old sayings and beliefs; 
and plenty of diverting epigram. 

Eve talks wisely and beautifully of 
Hope and Love and of her Artist sons, 
who (if I understand aright) invent the 
patterns for the children she bears, 
which might make even the most 
cultured amongst us glad that Mr. 
Epstein was not at work in. those days. 

Mr. Shaw has now wandered some- 
what from creative evolution. He was 
so pleased with Cain that he bad to 
give him his bead — to our entertain- 
ment, I allow. But we have not been 
shown any startling advantages that 
length -of years brought to these early 
ancestors of ours. 

The ddcor was admirable. The Ser- 
pent in particular was most adroitly 
and plausibly managed. The acting 
was competent — that of Miss Gwen 
Ffrangcon-Davies as Eve much more 
than that. Just such bewitching inno- 
cence and wondering simplicity might 
have walked-in Eden. Mr. Keith- John- 
ston was a sound Adam, 1 thought 
Miss Caroline Keith’s Serpentperhengs 
a little Jacking in the subtlety of which 
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IWANIMERS AND MODES. 

DresmaJcer. »To create foe Modom is moEED a pleasubb— Modom is bo sweetly slestky! ” 


that entertaining Shavian reptile so 
frequently boasted. Mr. Scott Sundeb- 
land’s Gaiitj if not a little too noisy, 
was perhaps just a little too restless and 
gesticulatory. But he acted with spirit 
and intelligence, and we could hear him, 
though he had to talk like a house on 
fire. 

II ' — The Gospel of the Brothers 
Barnabas, 

We are now whisked off to FmnUyn 
Barnabas's house in Hampstead shortly 
after the W ar. Conrad Barnabas, biolo- 
gist, and his brother. ex- cler- 

gy man— and metabiologist? — are be- 


ginning a discussion of their joint thesis 
that man must will to live three hundred 
years or the race will come to grief 
through the incompetence incident to 
immaturity. There is an interruption ; 
the parlourmaid shows in the young 
Eector, a Mr, Easlam, a guileless and 
} not very obviously suitable clergyman 
(both maid and Eector are significant 
folk in the cycle). Mr. Haslam is in love 
with FranUyn Barnabas's daughter, a 
slangy and shingled flapper (or perhaps 
it was merely bobbed). A further inter- 
ruption occurs in the person of Joyce 
Burge, who comes to solicit Franklyn's 
support for bis policy as leader of the 


Liberal Party; and yet another in the 
person of Lubin, who has a precisely 
similar object. After some desultory 
conversation, and a candid announce- 
ment of the brothers’ idea of politics 
and politicians they, by way of trying 
it on the least susceptible kind of 
dog, put forward their own thesis. 
After the first pang of stupefaction the 
quick-wittedBm'^0,naturallyaltogether 
sceptical, sees votes in it if adroitly 
handled; while the detached Lubin, 
even more fundamentally sceptical, also 
begins to. wonder whether itmigbt.not 
conceivably be worked up into a dodge 
for dishing . the Tories, >who could be 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Febbuaby 27, 1924. 


labelled^tbepartyof prematnrecleath.” laced vrith gold.^ He is the President passion because be has discovered at a 
Tbecurfeain drops once for the actors to of the British Islands, an Englishman cinematographic demonstration — how 
take breath, and thedebatehnaliypefcers (strange to say) and gorgeously stupid it does not appear — that the 
out with Burge pledging bim'self to (needless to say); by name bishop of Yorh is one and the same 

** work this stunt in,’* to the despair a descendant of the two Liberal leaders person as four former worthies, duly 
of the outraged brothers, and with we met in Hampstead. He is tele- reported drowned — two Archbishops, 
Franklyn's not very convincing, if uh- phoning, and at the same time seeing a General and a President. He must 
answerable, reply to young Haslam's on the scveen Barnabas, the Acco2mta7it~ be two-hundred-and-seventy at least, 
summary of the extension-of-iife busi- General, also, clearly, a descendant of and he ought to have died at the age 
ness, “ Well, it won’t be any of us” — one of our old friends. Bar7iahas is a of seventy-eight point six. A swindler. 
How do you know ? choleric fellow, almost as stupid 'as defrauding the Treasury ! 

There is no need'to discuss the ques- the President, but more energetic; an The Archbishop is announced. Yes, 
tion as to whether the piesentation of Englishman also. (Oddly enough we he is two-hundred-and-seventy — he^ 
such recognisable and as it were docu- learn incidentally that poverty has been looks a young fifty. He did arrange 
mented burlesques as Ltibin and Joyce abolished and the universal compulsory to be found drowned four times. What 
Burge goes beyond the tolerable limit age for retiring on full pension is forty- else could he do? He was always get- 
of personation. What is more per- three — so the old country doesn’t seem ting, into difficulties about his age, 
tinent is to inquire how far the yielding to be doing so badly. Why then “ back The Domestic Minister enters — a grave 
to the temptation of making them to Methuselah ’* ? But let that pass.) ' formidable woman, “Dear me, where 


abysmal idiots weakens 
whatever there is of seri- 
ousness in this part of the 
argument. If w^e are to 
have the case against the 
politician — and Heaven . 

knows there is a ease — let 
us also have some sort of a A ^ 

case for him. The author A 

seems to have taken the 
easy and cheap way and rn ? nn® 
thus surely sterilises his - 
criticism. It is a first prin- 
eiple of sound dialectics to 
demolish your adversary at y 

his best, not at his most / 
futile. Burlesque and wan- 
ton exaggeration would mHH 

have seemed much more HBM 

like fair public cemment 
if the author had made his ; 

politicians anything but 
critins of straw. 

We have spent this Act 
mainly in an atmosphere Confucius { 

of farce. Yet there still Burge-LuU 

echoes the fundamental Time a.d. 

challenge — The world is elapsed since 

getting too much for you. What are you 
going to do about it ? 


3 ^ 


have I seen your face be- 
’ ** each thinks of the 
other. The Archbishop is 
f young Haslam, the Rector, 

r J Franklyns" 

I 33 ^ housemaid. They have 
/o VI I terribly lonely — 

lo V ^ I m everyone about them is so 

^ S I intolerably childish. They 

marry, then, and per- 

Consternation 
^ :0 oi the youngster officials. 

amusing ‘ scene 

/ i ( \ '~Z As an Eng- 

j W/^W^U ^ lishman I could wish to 

Y hear less of this eternal 

i are we mollified by the sop' 

^ pM* thrown to us, that because 

'' LI — yjQ g^j .0 gQ desperately im- 

irTPrftfUQc^sr. mature our destiny is the 

FOEWARD TO CONFUCIUS. greatest of all. We are 

Htish Chief Secretary) . . . Mn. Paul Smythb. children as contrasted 

> {British Preside7it) .... Mb. Teeenoe O’Bkieis-. with; among others, the 

2170. An interval of about two-and-a-half centuries has Irish ! We have no ^^ense 

.he previous Act. ■ ■ governing ourselves- 

ALhinese gentleman, one Oonfitcius, never had .... Well, we are, at any 
the Chief Secretary, with other aliens, rate, courteous and patient hosts. But 


FORWARD TO CONFUCIUS. 

Confucius {British Chief Secretary) . . . Mb. Paul Smythb. 
Burge-LuUn {British Bre^dent) .... 'Mb. Tebenoe O’BBiEisr. 
Time a.d. 2170. An interval of about two-and-a-half' centuries has 
elapsed since the previous Act. < 


Mr. OSM^ WttBSOH s Min and such as the Minister of Health, a ne- perhaps that 's only our dulness 
Mr. 1^0 Oabroll s Joyce Burge were gress, with whom the President evi- There were many variegated and bril- 

adrmtly done. ^ I mu^ hk^ dently contemplates an intrigue, con- liant streaks of dialogue and the whole' 

u ''®*' business of the country; scene went with a good swing. But it 

° business of the English did not advance usl single step in our 

ifr. Waliace Eveebto! was officials and the citizens generally is serious argument. Indeed the business 
^ectively senous as FranUyn. The conducted from Friday to Tuesday on seemed to^ have lapsed beyond control 
elocution ^ the whole company was the golf-links and in other charming into good plain fooling. A pity, 
wjmmendably clear. ■ . pleasaunces (something like the mU- Mr. Teebnoe O’bIien (the^ Presi- 

IIL—The Thing Happens. i The point of course dent), Mr. Fbane Moobb {Bmhas), 

If IS Hia vasuQIVA a r s that tl^ English can t govern them- Mr. Paul Smythb {Confucius) Miss' 

Ft- “SppSd So 

'^SS!3S 

m.o in -pJa filth "..a *“ T" 

olothea. m .trongo ormsoa gomente Ent« th. AamM Btntral in ^ iSo£l.«.) - ■ 




PROPEBLY AS TSS CHARGE OP THE MASCOT YOU GAVE TO COMPLAINS THAT HE CANNOT GET IT TO MARCH 

SPmS^^ ^ SUBSTITUTE. BuT II >8 A PITT. I HAD SET MT HEART ON THAT 


AT THE OPERA. 

“ Euddigobb ” (Peinces). 

I HAVE read somewhere that, while 
Sullivan is at his best in Buddigore, 
GiLBEp is at his least good. Yet he 
never invented a funnier idea than his 
chorus of Professional Bridesmaids. 
But I admit that some of the humour 
of the First Act — the bashfulness of 
Bohi% and the maidenly propriety of 
Bose^ and her reiterated references to 
her pocket-book of etiquette — seem to- 
day a little 'thin and faded, and I ques- 
tion if it ever fractured many ribs. In- 
deed it is not till the entrance of the 
Wicked Baronet (in the person of Mr. 
Leo Sheffield of the mobile features) 
that any single character moved us to 
something more than respectful hil- 
arity. 

It was a very finished perfprmance. 
Naturally the highest note of enthusi-, 
asm was registered in response to the 
Twenty-first Baronet* s great song, de- 
livered by Mr. Barbell Fancourt with 
immense gusto. (I wonder, by the way, 
if Gilbert's famous refrain/‘The dead 


of the night's high noon,” was an un- 
conscious echo of Eossetti's line in Bose 
Mary, In stormy bowers of the night's 
mid-noon.”) ^ But perhaps the most 
exquisite artistry, both of voice and 
gesture, was shown in Miss Bertha 
Lewis's rendering of Dame Hannah* s 
ballad, “There grew a little flower.” 

Mr. Henry Lytton was of course 
impeccable as Sir Buthveni}.eXeBohin) ; 
but, though there is much fresher fun 
to be got out of the affected depravities 
of an ex-Purjtan than from the hypo- 
critical virtue of a reformed criminal, 
it is in human nature to be more easily, 
amused by the latter, and Mr. Shef- 
field once more made this evident. 

Mr. Charles Goulding as Bichard 
Damitless, though perhaps he did not 
quite convey the full irony of the song 
I of “ the bold Mounseer,” did some ex- 
cellent work ; and Miss Eileen Sharp, 
a very piquant figure as Mad Margaret, 
had the opportunity, denied to her in 
the part of lolanthe, of showing true 
gifts of imagination and humour. Miss 
Elsie Griffin asBosa (in the daintiest 
of frocks) did nearly all that was pos- 


sible with a part which is not very 
salient in its humour or its romance. 

The concerted passages were delight- 
fully rendered, though you might think 
that the tight breeches of the Waterloo 
officers, winch “moie expressed than I 
hid” that part of the chest which ' 
ialls below the belt (rather generously 
developed in some cases), would mili- 
tate against the free utterance of their 
deeper notes. 

1 ap].ear to have been in error when 
I suggested, the other day, that the 
gallery seemed to miss in lolanthe the 
I irony of the song of “Good King 
George's glorious days,” and the allu- 
sions to Ovid and Captain Shaw. A 
protesting correspondent; points out to 
me that the gods represent the very 
flower of British intelligence; that they 
know by heart every word, every note 
of all the operas ; that they appreciate: 
the subtlest nuances in the designs "of 
both author and composer. I bow’^ 
my lowest to the omniscience of a god 
who is apparently familiar with the 
quality, nigh t after night, of the gallery's 
brains, whether he happens to be there 
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or not. And, anyhow, I was of course 
wrong, ia these days of the New 
Poverty, io imply that the occupants 
of the'gallery are less intelligent and 
appreciative than those who fill the 
higher-priced seats (always excepting 
the critics, who have their stalls kindly 
given to them). But am I to gather 
that the great mass of the upper audi- 
ence attend these revivals for the joy of 
indulging in reminiscence? Are there 
then so few of our virgin youth drinking 
delight that is new to them and impress- 
ing on the clean tablets of their minds 
what will serve to make happy mem- 
ories for them when they in turn have 
come to middle-age ? What will happen 
when — if I may touch on so painful a 
thought — my correspondent and his 
contemporaries have in the course of 
nature passed away ? 1 put it to Mr. 

DOyly Gaete that, if he wants the 
great traditions of Gilbeet and Sulli- 
van Opera (which, as iar as the produc- 
tion goes, be preserves with so loyal a 
punctilio) to be handed on to posterity, 
ha should set aside large blocks of seats, 
at convenient prices, for the exclusive 
use of the rising generation. 0, S. 


WAYFARERS. 

YII. — ^The Mummer. 
Fellow, fellow, have a care, 

The pack is half undone 
What if we lost King Herod*s hail 
Or the casque of Ganelon ? 
Without his ruddy brisiling locks 
What would the tyrant do ? 

And the traitor-knight were a woeful 
sight 

Without his helm, of blue. 

*Tis you who lead the ass to-day 
And I who bear the drum ; 

Turn and turn about, I say, 

And take them as they come ; 

’Tis Jenkin’s turn to go ahead 
(A lusty voice has he). 

To let folk hear that we draw near 
And that we mummers be. 

Draw the girth and knot the cord ; 

Ere long we may have need 
Of Bobin's bow and Boland's sword 
And Satan's scarlet weed ; 

But oh ! I wish a good white goose 
Would cross my path to-night ; 
Our angeFs wings are sorry things, 
And who could call them white ? 

Cheer thee, fellow ; of our craft 
You yet may learn the lore. 
Although last night the people 
laughed 

To hear your lion’s roar, 

More like a sheep upon the wold 
. Than the King of Beasts in wrath, 
And Jenkin tried his mirth to hide 
Behind his blade of lath. 


’Tis with buffets such as these 
A mummer must begin, 

Long ere the beard of Hercules 
Be tied unto his chin ; 

Long ere he wield King Herod's wand 
Or Boland's sweeping blade, 

His part it is to growl and hiss 
In shaggy pelt arrayed. 

Like a mummer-king new-slain 
The mighty Sun sinks down, 
Lapped in his robe of purple grain, 
Crowned with his copper crown ; 
The ass’s ears begin to droop, 

The shadows longer grow, 

The time grows short that fits our 
sport — 

Why tarrieth Jenkin so ? 

Hey, here he comes ! He wags his 
hand 

And whistles high and shri’l ; 

That is to make us understand 
He has not fared too ill ; ' 

Lo, now the viilage-folk peer forth — 
Cheer thee, thou doleful dog ; 

Pluck up thy heart and play thy 
part, 

And make the ass to jog ! 

D. M. S. 

A GLIMPSE OF DESTINY. 

Of the seven deadly sins, the one 
that most seriously affects the cinema 
is gluttony. Thus, in the film ver- 
sion of Sir Jambs Barrie's Admirable 
Crichton, it was found impossible, 1 
gather, to produce a desert island w th- 
out lions. And in Destiny, which is 
an allegorical picture dealing with the 
up-to-date subject of death, the allegory 
is laid on with a trowel. 

Into the town of Yesteryear — a good 
name for a town, Ye-^teryear, because 
it doesn’t matter whether the architec- 
ture and the furniture and the cos- 
tumes all belong to the same per od or 
out — there came a mysterious Stranger. 
It’s a way they have in the Scandina- 
vian films. This one wanted to buy 
the uncccupied portion of the grave- 
yard, and build a very high wall, with- 
out a door, all round it. Why ? Be- 
cause two young lovers were to arrive 
in Yesteryear, and be was going to take 
the man away and leave the girl vainly 
attempt ng to rejoin him. Did nobody 
die in Yesteryear before the mysterious 
Stranger arrived ? Wouldn’t it have 
been enough to say, that whenever a 
death was going to happen in Yester- 
year a mysterious Stranger turned up 
in a coach ? Which reminds me, why 
don’t they film Will o' the Mill f But 
we have to get on. 

The girl was > found lying outside 
those high walls and- taken home by 
an apothecary. She tried to take poi- 
son, and, behold 1 here is the Stranger 
again. ® 


When the girl beseeches him to take 
her back to her lover, he shows her a 
large room full of burning candles, gut- 
tering in a cinema draught. Each one 
represents a life. When it -burns out 
there is an end. The girl is told that 
she can watch three candles and see 
how impossible it is to alter the pro- 
cess of fate. Is Love stronger than 
Death ? No. 

The first light (it sounds like an 
acrostic) shows the Caliph’s sister in 
epitomised Oriental surroundings at the 
Feast of Eamadan. The Caliph’s sister? 
But surely this is the girl herself? 
Allegory ? Or economy ? Presumably 
both. She is loved’ by a handsome 
Frank — a Giaour — the young man of 
Yesteryear. ; For some reason or other 
he now wears leather leggings, like a 
private chauffeur. Discovery, flight, 
corridors, marble steps, hair-breadth 
e*^capes, capture — he is buried in the 
garden by the Caliph’s gardener with 
only his head above ground. His light 
goes out. 

The second light is Mongolian. A • 
semi-comual wizard, who does real 
magic. If theie is any place that can 
beat St. George’s Hall for real magic, 
it is the film. This magician can move 
about on flying carpets, produce an 
army, a horse — anything. He has a 
daughter to assist him — the girl of 
Yesteryear; and the Governor of the 
province, a gentleman with nails a yard 
long, prefers the magician’s daughter 
to his magic. But she has a lover — 
the young man of Yesteryear, They 
fly. She turns the pagoda into an ele- 
phant with the magician’s wand. Pur- 
suit follows relentlesly. The Governor 
of the province sends his chief archer 
to slay them. The chief archer is the 
mysterious Stranger, The girl turns 
herself into a “ graven image,” and the 
young man— oh, yes, the young man of 
Yesteryear! — into a tiger. The tiger 
is shot. He turns into a young man 
again, and his light goes out. 

The third light is Venetian — it 
sounds more like Euskin this time — a 
carne~vale in mediaeval Venice, Two 
lovers, palazzi, fountains, a forged let- 
ter, a fase assignation — ^the girl of 
Yesteryear has her true lover done to 
death by a villainous-looking Moor in 
mistake for his rival. Destiny again. 
And what is more, *we have used up 
most of the ideally interesting costumes 
in the history of the world. The girl 
of Yesteryear makes a lovely Venetian. 
Running up and down marble steps 
seems to be one of the real essentials 
of a film. “Portable marble palaces for 
screen work. Can be adapted to any 
period or clime.” The third light goes 
out. We are back in the room with 
the candles again. Death, you see, 




after all, is stronger than Love. “ But 
if I found you another life in exchange 
for my lover’s ? ” pleads the girl. 

Try,” says the Stranger. 

We are back in the apothecary’s shop 
again. The cup of poison is dashed 
away. The girl asks the old apothe- 
cary for his life, asks the old people at 
the almshouses for their lives. They 
thrust her away. 

The almshouses catch fire. There is 
a baby upstairs. Will nobody rescue 
it? Why, of course, the girl from 
Yesteryear. She meets the mysteri- 
ous Stranger in the burning house. 
“ Here is a life for you 1 ” She has the 
baby in her arms. He is about to take 
it. No. She draws it back again. Im- 
possible. She gives her life instead. 

^ N ow she rejoins her lover inside those 
high walls and kneels beside his bier. 
Their two spirits are drawn upwards 
together (the film always does that so 
well) and they pass, one on either arm 
of the Stranger, through a Gothic crypt 
into peace. 

‘*Not very bright^ I don’t call it,” 
said a girl in front. 

“No, I wouldn’t call it that,'' said 
her friend judiciously. ^ 

On the other hand, The Manchester 


Guardian, according to the programme, 
believes that the Kinema has not yet 
conceived anything more beautiful. I 
think I like my allegory less in chunks. 
And it seems to me that pure allegory 
and the heroine’s thought-stream have 
got a little mixed. But it is jolly 
ingenious, anyway, E. V. K. 

AT A THE OANSANT. 

Forbear your wheedling plea, my 
I sweet, 

That you and I should take the floor 
And time our syncopated feet 
To that drum-banging blackamoor ; 
My youngest and my nicest niece, 
Eespect an ancient uncle’s peace. 

Away 1 and take your schoolroom curls, 

- Your candid brow and dawning eyes, 
Your jimp allure, your silks and pearls 
To partners worthier of the prize ; 
Call up the serried youths who stand 
And pine by sections for your hand. 

And yet, methinks, if I could hear, 
Instead of catcall, pot and pan, 

“ Venetia ” of a memoried year. 

Or catch the lilt of “Black-and-Tan,” 
I might impart to these young folk a 
Hint on the way to waltz or polka. 


Hold on ! What ’s that they ’re playing 
now ? 

“Blue Danube,” by Terpsichore! 
Come, NeU, for once I '11 show you how 
In golden days of 1 a.d. 

We hurtled through the whirling trains, 
Eapt by those soul-dissolving strains. 

What, I, so far too old to learn, 
Instruct your bright omniscient 
prime? 

Nay, go your modern ways and turn 
“ Blue Danube ” into one-step time! 
With some enthralled but solemn boy 
Walk through your waltz and find it joy. 

Meanwhile I ’ll go and sit it out, 
Eecalling with your Auiit Louise 
How once in many a madder rout 
We twirled to measures such as these, 
And caught in that enchanting sound 
The spell that made the world go round. 

“ In view of the public interest that has been 
aroused by the controversy of the ‘ Unity of 
Christendom,’ the Rev. Father — preached 
on that subject at the Roman Catholic Church 
on Sunday. ^ He held th it from, their point of 
view the unity could not be accomplished, sup- 
porting the argument with powerful ^icerpts 
from Dun’e * Bcotus.’ ” — Y&rkshwe Pa^jBr, 

Doubtless a good authority, hilt hardly 
as well known as Pbn’s “ Asindrum.” 
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removed from a business proposition. In Bare Luck 
OUR BOOK! N G-OFFICE- (Methuen) the first chapter, which dates from the Armistice, 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) shows our young couple already engaged, but almost before 

Most of us are agreed, I think, that renunciation, indi- wefindourfeetjVa^^ilfz^rcA^son comes unexpectedly into a 
vidual and national, is the need of the day. Now that our fortune, while Daisy Rowan contracts the habit of attending 
gusto for material things has defeated its own ends and is Peace Conferences as secretary to a number of important 
giving us an increasingly uncomfortable and dangerous time, personages. Frajik's various adventures are the therne^ of 
it is no use sitting, like the monkeys of nursery lore, with the story. He takes an office and becomes “ publicity 
our clenched fists in the huntsman’s narrow-necked bottles, manager” to the Bambino Food Company, and from that 
We must drop what is incompatible with our freedom, and pushes onward to other and bigger enterprises until even 
escape. The fundamental flaw of Dr, Wingfield Strat- the most sympathetic reader begins to feel that^ he is 
ford’s generous and far-sighted book on The Reconstruction dangerously successful, especially when he shows signs at 
o/ (Collins) is his distrust of renunciation. He refuses one time of making advanc^es to a young lady who has no 
to base his humanitarian philosophy, otherwise so like connection with Peace Conferences. And down he comes, 
Goethe’s, on Goethe’s initial abandonment of man’s un- naturally enough, over. a cinema film speculation; and we 
limited possibilities. Theoreticahy he allows no value what- take leave of our hero applying once more for clerkship 
ever to self-denial, save as a form of spiritual athletics.” at the firm in Change Alley which employed him at the 
He believes, on the evidence (insufficient, I think, to most opening of his adventures. But at any rate he has had his 
peop e) of recent psychological progress, that science, which fling, has secured a wife who should keep him in order for 
has raised the devil of matenal power, is now in a fairway the future, and given Mr. Pbtt- Ridge the opportunity of 

Londoners, who some- 
times, like those of a 
greater master, seem to 
belong rather to farce 
than comedy. Quite 
an interesting story, 
with no plot worth 
mentioning. 

The chief interest of 
According to their De- 
serts (Collins) is the 
detailed description of 
the life, on and off the 
stage, of members of 
a third- or fourth-rate 
touring company. It 
might well serve as a 
gift-book for anxious 
parents to press upon 
their stage-struck 
young. For the strol- 
ling player’s life as 
here set down — and 
instinctively one gives 

Hindustan. His scheme worked — ^at least during his hte- Miss Veheyne Credit lor having pictured it with accuracy 
time. Why should not something of the sort be done to-day and sincerity — is a dismayingly squalid business, miti- 
for the human race? After aU, “ it is when they are least gated by the kindly virtues of a fellowship that is near 
themselves that the great faiths of the world are most at a enough to bed-rock difficulties to have sympathy for bro- 
variance.” This is, at" any rate, a definite proposal. It thers in distress. And it is most assuredly, on the evi- 
shouid be weighed, as its author suggests, not only by those deoce, a profession which demands an overwhelmingly clear 
whom it attracts, but by those who, however much they vocation, a game in which there are many more kicks than 
may dislike it, are unable to think of anything better. . halfpence. Miss Veheyne tells her story soundly and can 

* individualise her characters : little Issa Tooke, the heroine, 

No living novehst writes of the Londoner with quite the who does her work well on the stage, and there and else- 
same authority as Mr. Pett Ridge. His is an individual where causes continual havoc in the male breast; kindly 
method which probably no one else could employ with “old Tooke'' her father, a skilled enough but not too suc- 
success, and he is remarkably true to type. One Pett Ridge cessful craftsman at the same trade; Oearge Peterson, oi 
novel is very like another in the manner of its telling, its the Walewski family of acrobats— our story deals also with 
characters and its never-failing brisk interchange of repartee, music-hall, life— who had the courage to do his dangerous 
His people are never at a loss for a .telling retort. One turns in a perpetual funk, and who carried off Issa fn m the 
and all, they are complete masters of that particular brand selfish bar-haunting Eelwaye ; grim Mrs, Peterson, George's 
of Cockney humour that so successfully pricks the bladder businesslike mother— a particularly well-drawn character— 
of conceit with the pin-point of common sense. His young and the perhaps over-coloured Dulcie Tooke, whose pranks 
women are espcially good at this exercise. They are smart which include throwing her illegitimate offspring into the 
and efficient, but rather hard — even when they happen to Thames, cause her sister and father so much suffering 
be engaged to the young, men — and they are generally No doubt our distinguished London actors will accept 
destined m the end, we can see, to be the predominant without demur the formula for their success disclosed- bv 
partner in a matrimonial alliance that is only one degree the heroine : “ Light a cigarette, stick your hands in your 




to fit us to control it. Hitherto the spmt of man has been * adding to his gallery or middle-class 
ina^^equat^^^^ ^ ^ ^ 

jects (whose Moham- ^ 

medansects alone num- Scene — Crowded Stores, 

bered two and seventy) Shopman, “What can I show you, Sib?” 

in a voluntary Order ^ stbeet— a street with open spaces.” 

W Sliop^nan, First on the left, second on the rioht, and you’ll 

lor cne spirujuai ana ^ „ 

material welfare oi ] - 
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Scene — Crowded Stores, 

Shopman, “What can I show you, Sib?” 

Poet, “Oh, a street— a street with open spaces.” 

Shop ^ nan , First on the left, second on the rioht, and you’ll 

FIND THE ROAD UP.” 













^ Gs/it^f90af^ 


LEAP YEAR. 

EXPEOT^4te-^nOlfo®^r0^r‘‘^“' A ™ THAT, AHD HO0KHS HOT ETTHNIKa? DiE YOf 

Confirmed BaMor . “Goop obaoious, hoI Fact is, to webi! eeet aeohe m the pieed and I ’h not taiong any bisks.” 


pockets, hitch up your trousers at the knee, sit down with 
dehberation and mumble. That’s all that’s required for 
first-class companies.” 

Mr. !F. A. Mumby, in his scholarly survey of the occur- 
rences and tendencies that led up to the American War, of 
Independence, George III, and the American Bevolntion 
(Constable), returns the pleasantly generous lead of those 
modern transatlantic historians who are disposed to allot 
a heavy share of blame for the separation to the thirteen 
States of the Union. He for his part will allow nothing 
but that the conflict was a revolt against an autocratic 
monarch and a corrupt Parliament — ^a revolt as necessary 
to the liberty of England herself as to the freedom of the 
American colonists. Wherever the truth may lie among 
varying opinions, it is certainly very desirable that, a hun- 
dred-and-flfty years after the event, the case should be 
stated on a note of cheerful apology rather than of mutual 
recrirmnation. One could wish that the author’s method 
of writing was likely to be as generally attractive as his 
intentions deserve. He tells the old story almost entirely 
in the form of quotations from contemporary letters, him- 
self merely doing his skilful best, with an absolute minimum 
of intervention, to modify the unevenness inevitable to such 
a method, and thus aims to secure, though somewhat at 
second-hand, the qualities of vividness and variety, the fire 
of Chatham, the eloquence of Bueke, the sting of “ Junius,” 
the delicacy of Hoeace Walpole, the moral force of Wash- 
ington. Natural lovers of history will find much to appre- 
ciate in such a method, but one cannot help feeling that the 


ordinary reader, whom the author, in the interests of Anglo- 
Saxon unity, is aiming to reach, will be repelled by the 
patches of duller extracts necessary to the continuity of the 
story, and that in the result this volume, like too many 
others of its kind, may be left mainly to the specialist. 

In choosing to treat a strip of the life of Mabt, Queen of 
Scots with the minimum of glamour and the maximum of 
reality, Miss Caeola Oman has set herself a difficult task and 
one which complete success might have rendered very nearly 
thankless. ^ Luckily the name of Maey Stuaet has such 
romantic virtue that, dipped in water like the talisman of 
Saladin, it produces a potion of almost magical efficacy. 
So The Boad Boyal (Pishee Unwin),' despite a vindictive 
bias towards stark research and pathology, cannot help 
lapsing into situations and speeches which transcend its 
iconoclastic aim. Among these I should put the only 
recorded meeting of the young Queen and her pathetic 
Dauphin ; the famous interview with John Knox ; the whole 
account of the Daenley wedding — apart from the sub- 
human conduct attributed to Eiccio ; and the last conver- 
sation between the deposed Queen and Maey Seton — a fine 
imaginative summing-up of the whole tragedy. The story 
starts a few years before Maey’s marriage to Eeanois and 
ends at Lochleven. It is a little on the long side, and its 
speech-conventions— not quite, I think, so weU-documented 
as its action— do it, if no great disservice, at least no marked 
good. But it is a sincere, original and plucky pibee of work, 
and I am glad to welcome Miss Oman to the- by no means 
over-crowded ranks of the* historical novdists. 
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Madame Pieree Berton", it is stated in a rather ]^o- 
vocative introduction to Suvah Benihavdt as 1 Knew 
(Hurst axb Blackett), confided her “ memoirs —surely 
the word should be ‘‘memories ” or perhaps “impres^ons ? 
—to Mr. Basil Woon, who presents them to the English 
public in his own adaptation of the English languag^ Mr. 
WooK affirms tliat “ scrupulous to a fault, Madame Berton 
refrained from telling or publishing (sic) a word of what 
had been given her in confidence, until Sarah s death re- 
leased her from her promise and at the same time put her 
under the immediate obligation of fulfilling her old friend’s 
wish and ‘revealing to the world the Sarah whom the 
audiences never knew.'” That wish, Mr. Woon further 
asserts, was expressed to Madame Berton by Madame 
Bernhardt — with whose Christian name Mr. Woon is so 
familiar— more than thirty years ago.^ Accepting his asser- 
tion, I am sorry to say I doubt if it justifies a rather con- 
fused chronicle, made up of long dialogues, dubious episodes 
and flagrant gossip. It does not appear that Madame 
Berton kept a diary. I submit that it is really demanding 
too much of the reader’s credulity to ask him t o accept the 
accuracy of reports of 
conversations which, if 
they occurred at all, 
occurred forty or fifty 
years ago, and at which 
the narrator was not 
present. The English 
public, possessing all 
the essential informa- 
tion concerning the 
great French actress in 
Sir George Arthur’s 
dignified little biogra- 
phy, does not need Mr. 

Woon’s version of the 
fulfilment of .the “im- 
mediate obligation ” so 
imperatively demanded 
by the sensitive con- 
science of Madame 
Berton. 



offer such a book I have not met her — but a father may be 
partial, so it will be well for him to leave the reader to form 
a less biassed judgment.” Let me hasten to assure the 
Professor that no apology for his paternal benediction is 
needed. His daughter, Lady Hosib, is happy in possessing 
just the qualities that such a record as this demands : ex- 
ceptional knowledge of her subject, sound judgment and; 
excellent taste. Born in China, she appreciates the many 
virtues of the Chinese, while not shutting her eyes to the ; 
defects that impede China’s progress in the world. Here, 
however, she is not so much concerned with the Chinese as a . 
nation (though she is instructive about that) as with two ; 
Chinese families whose confidence and affection she gained. ;| 
Indeed, the greater part of this narrative is devoted to a visit ! 
that Lady Hosie, at the time unmarried, paid to the family | 
of Kung Ta Jen at Tientsin in 1912. And in reading these • 
pages 1 have felt my=elf sharing the sorrows and the joys : 
of these delightful people. In giving this intimate account 
of the time which she spent with them Lady Hosib has i 
repaid some of the debt which she owed for their unvarying , 
kindness. Li Cheng, one of the sons of Kung Ta Jen, 

stands out especially ! 
as a fine and remark- 
able character. By in- 
troducing these loyal 
and generous friends of - 
hers to a wide and, . 
I feel sure, a sympa- 
thetic public Lady 
Hosie has made a. 
valuable addition to , 
our knowledge of the 
Chinese. 


I am not sure whe- 
ther “John Ayscovgb.' s'' - Brog^mrsfield (Hutchinson) is 
written primarily as a yam for entertainment or as a 
pamphlet to demonstrate the fact and the dangers of 
Diabolism. It certainly is an original story, with its 
two corpses — a brother and sister — in a glass shrine in a 
mausoleum, and the Devil (is it?) in shape now of a 
spotted snake, now of an angry peacock, and again of a dog- 
fox foaming with rabies. These diverting phenomena occur, 
or are testified to, when the young heir of Brogmersfield 
comes to take possession of his house, from which certain 
strange friends of his dead cousins seem reluctant to depart. 
There is apparently a “cult” of the Devil going on, and the 
mausoleum is its temple. What the devotees got or ex- 
pected to get out of their strange obsession does not appear. 
I liked much better than the super- (or preter-) naoural 
machinery the quiet character-sketches of the more normal 
beings — ^the old family solicitor; the alienist, at whom the 
Devil threw the statue of Buddha, fortunately with crooked 
aim, and the famous criminal advocate. What were the 
police in the neighbourhood of Brogmersfield doing to allow 
such sinister goings-on without investigation ? 

^^J^.apintroductionio Twa Q-entlemen of China (Seeley) 
ftrofessor ^othill, present Professor of Chinese at 
Oxford, writes: “If there is anyone better equipped to 


‘*WOT*S ALL THIS ABAHT A SHOCKIN* TKAGEDV, ALP ? ” 

‘^Oh, I DUNNO. It seems ter me a very mild sort o’ murder.” 


The Path to the Sun 
(Hutchinson) was ap- 
parently that which led 
Miss Netta Syrbtt’s 
heroine Priscilla, by 
way of the War and 
other events, from the 
restrictions of her child- 
hood and the society of 
lier very uncomfortable 
relations, to a happy marriage with her half-sister’s oppor- 
tunely-made widow'er. The picture Miss Syrbtt has drawn 
of Mr, and Jfrs. Seymour, in their atmosphere of high thinking 
and plain living, their ethical religion and their sesthetic 
surroundings, is very amusing, but I doubt myself whether 
such a home-life would really have turned their son into a* 
prig of the most painful type and their daughter, Caia, into 
a neurotic, drug-taking, selfish little fool. The fact that 
Priscilla, Mr, Seymour's illegitimate daughter, adopted by his 
saintly wife, grows up particularly sane and sensible suggests, 
since she spent her childhood with the others, that the home- 
life cannot have been quite so much to blame, or that Miss 
Syrett has unfairly weighted the balance in favour of her 
heroine. Save for Caia's morbid moments it is a very pleasant 
book and of a far richer texture than many recent novels. 


“A large niim'ber of ma^strates have passed away during the last 
few years, and it is quite time a score more were added to the list.” 
This seems to us very like contempt of court, Pa^» 

“ Sir Walford Davies suggested sound-proof chambers where music- 
lovers might hear the best music on the pramophone at public 
libraries. ”r-DaiZ2/ Fa^er, 

If this instrument is what we take it to he we are all in 
favour of the sound-proof-chamber idea: 


ilAECH o, 1924.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


233 


CHARIVARIA. 


quite at home. They will, in fact, bo able 
to get any drinks they want at Wembley. 


The M^cal Officer of Health for 
Cardiff thinks that the way to defeat 
influenza is to ignore it. It appears that 
a studied air of indifference absolutely 
stuns the germ. ^ 

sjc 

brief raid into Surrey reveals to 
me the backwardness of the season,*’ 
writes '' W. M. C.” in TJie West77imster 
Gazette , ' The only explanation we can 
offer is that Surrey had no idea he was 
going to pounce on it like that. 

The sunshine registered during the 
month of February was the lowestregis- 
tered during the same period for many 
years. But who can blame the sxm 
for not coming out during the rotten 
weather we have had of late ? 

si* A 

It seems that a Brighter-clothes-for- 
' men movement is on foot in Chelsea, 
What we advocate rather is brighter 
men for clothes. ^ 

jji ** 

A motoring correspondent in the 
daily Press states that the hundred- 
pound motor-car will come sooner than 
anyone expects. As experienced pedes- 
trians, we consider that this peculiarity 
is common to all types of cars, 

AtW ellingborough a man was arrested, 
taken before the magistrate, sentenced 
and released all within twenty minutes. 
Prompt attention Hke this is the only 
way for police courts to encourage 
cu'§tom. 

It is stated that Mars will be nearer 
to the earth this year than it has been 
before. Probably Mars is saying just 
the same thing about us. 

Lord D AELiNG made his maiden speech 
in the House of Lords last week. It 
is reported that when he rose to speak 
several members asked, in the best ju- 
dicial manner, Who is Lord DAEniNQ ? ” 

A large porpoise has been hooked on 
the East Coast by a policeman. Oo 
finding that it was not Major Bailey 
he let it go again. ' 

The University crews will soon be 
coming to London, and keen autograph 
hunters, in preparation for the great 
event, are already getting in a bit of 
practice on Cabinet Ministers. 

The recent treacherous weather has 
been responsible' for many severe cases 
ef eucalyptus. 

* American visitors to the British 

Empire Exhibition will be made to feel 


An Aberdeen clergyman complains 
that some people visit cemeteries on 
Sundays instead of going to churcli. 
We do not care to hear of Aberdonians 
going the pace like that.' 

A gossip- writer infoms iis that mem- 
bers of the Bums Club, many of them 
in kilts, bought seats at the Garrick 
Theatre the other* night. So that’s 
how they obtained them. 

Miss Bird MiLLiiANlast week crossed 
a New York street on a rope stretched 



COULD NOT SOME SIGNAL BE AEEANGED 
TO GIVE NOTICE TO THE YOUNG COL- 
LECTORS OF OUR STEEETS AND HIGHWAYS 
OF THE FACT THAT WE HAVE NO CIGAR- 
ETTE PICTURES TO-DAY ? 


between two buildings at a height of 
twenty-five storeys from the ground. 
Owing to the traffic she didn’t think it 
was safe to cross the street on foot. 

* 

Eheumatic diseases cost the Approved 
Societies nearly two million pounds each 
year, we read. For our part we would 
rather have the money instead. 

According to Sir Geoege Newman 
more men suffer from gout than women. 
This seems to overlook the well-estab- 
lished fact that when a man has gout 
his wife and family also suffer from it. 

Miss Jessie Eeed, of the Ziegfeld 
Pollies, was married last week in 
Chicago to a man she had. met twelve 
hours previously. Yet we always under- 
stood that American actresses were not 
in favour of long engagements. ^ 


A Hungarian countess has renounced ! 

her title in order to become a cinema I 
actress. We* have always regarded the ! 

I nobility of Hungary as being very am- i 
bitious. ... 

An international crook who escaped 
from a Marseilles prison the other day 
is wanted by the Washington police in 
connection with the theft of two Iiun- 
dred thousandpounds. His action seems 
to indicate that he didn’t know he was 
wanted. ... 

A well-known surgeon says that if 
your^ feet ache you should visit your 
dentist. But the roots don’t really go 
down as far as all that. They onlv 

feel like it. ,, ^ ^ 

BeU-ringing, according to a doctor, 
puts into operation more muscles than 
any other sport. But it has no effect on ’ 
the leg muscles of the tea-shop waitress, 
which remain torpid however long you 

“g- ^ 

* 1 ' . , 

A baby girl of Communist parents in 
Sheffield has been christened Irene' and 
dedicated to Eevolution; For the pre- 
sent, however, the activities of Bed Irene 
will be confined to the home circle. 

According to a personal paragraph, 
the inaudibility of a prominent new 
M.P. is making him* unpopular in' the' 
House.' In some other instances the 
reverse is the case. ■ - * - 

^ Attention is drawn to the, fact that 
eight Davieses are M.P.s. ' Whatstiikes 
us as even more remarkable, however, 
is the large number of Davieses who arc 
not, . 

A mechanical spit has been invented 
for use in cooking which makes ten 
revolutions every five minutes. Mexican 
' papers, please copy. 

A man who helped himself to some 
loose money from a till in a Windsor 
shop pleaded in defence that he 'vvas ill 
at the time. His idea seems to have 
been that the change would do him good. 

>jc si? 

A correspondent Avrites to TJi-e Daily 
Bxjp^'ess’io say that he vigorously con- 
tests his telephone charge each quarter. 
The demon ! 


A Familiar Phenomenon. 

“The voting at the close of the meeting 
resulted in favour of the majority.” 

Provincial 

-“Harry , a young lad, last week acci- 

dentally swallowed a marble. Hdwas attended 
by Dr. and the marble recovered.” 

Yes, bnt did tile lad ? 
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THE GUSHER. 

Fob some reason or otlier, as the 
years roll by I find that I have an in- 
creasing disinclination to make my 
fortune in oil. I do not keep my eye 
on oil. Even wlicn I am told to keep 
my i on oil, or when by a still l^older 
flight of fancy a picture of the human 
orb of vision is inserted instead of the 
word or the letter, I still hold aloof. 

Admittedly the tiling is a speculation; 
but what a fascinating speculation it 
is. For the small outlay of five pounds, 
W'rites my old friend, Harry P. Chugg, I 
have an unequalled opportunity of mak- 
ing a very large profit or securing a 
regular Income for Life. Tliis is not 
possible, points out Hany P. Ohugg, 
with a strange forgetfulness of the Cal- 
cutta Sweepstake, in any other form of 
speculation except oil. Still you can- 
not expect Harry P. Chugg to remem- 
ber eveiything. He has been pretty 
busy lately, has Harry P. Ghu^, what 
with one thing and another. Saying 
good-bye, for instance, to Our Geo- 
logist/’ who, I notice, is akeadv on the . 
field ... ^ 1 

The tinaid investor might be disposed 
to fancy that a previous knowledge of 
oil or his own presence on the field would 
secure him some kind of advantage. But 
that is not really so. The great oil 
game is no longer the monopoly of big 
companies. It is in the hands of the j 
individual, and, owing to the benefits j 
of the Mutual Co-operative scheme to : 
vrhich Hany P, Chugg draws my atten- j 
i tion, the individual need no longer be | 
the individual on the spot. As soon as 
the £5 Mutual Co-operative Scheme is 
completed, locating and drilling opera- 
tions will be undertaken by experts of 
well-known reputation — ^not at the ex- 
pense of the Mutual Co-openators, of 
course, tut at the expense of the Com- 
pany which has drawn up this benevo- 
lent scheme on their behalf. Harry P. 
Chugg is the secretary of this Company. 
That is why he wants to explain to me 
the generosity of the Mutual Co-opera- 
tive Scheme. ' He also sends me a form 
to fill in to accompany my remittance 
of five ipunds. I can even send fifty 
pounds if I like. I can have Ten Oil 
Plots — hat not more. Harry P. Chugg 
is very strict about that. Where would 
the other Mutual Co-operators come in 
if I tried to wolf the whole field ? 

One must remember that in tliis 
matter of oil — Arkansas oil, I mean — it 
is early days^ as yet. Only a year odd 
has elapsed sineethe great Busey gusher 
burst and gave the entire city of El- 
dorado an oil bath, and they have not 

the oil, off the principal buildings 
Ich^ay. Astonishing successes are still 
bdng made, irrespective of social sta- 1 


tion, sex or the colour of the investor’s 
skin. 

Princess Allie Daney,for instance, of 
the Choctaw tribe of American Bed 
Indians, is very beautiful and only nine- 
teen. She has had three husbands. To 
many the first of these she eloped from 
a convent at fourteen. She now lives 
in the ^‘Choctaw Palace” in Muskogee. 
A few years ago Princess Allie was only 
a little papoose on the Choctavr Indian 
reservation at Oklahoma. But oil was 
discovered there, and she, like hundreds 
of other Indians, became rich overnight. 
So Hany P. Chugg says. 

Of course when I was only a little 
papoose I did not live on the Choctaw 
Indian reservation at Oklahoma. I 
lived in an ordinary English town. All , 
the same I suppose that I might acquire 
a £5 oil plot under the Mutual Co-op- 
erative scheme, and eventually own 
several motor-cars. But I doubt whe- 
ther I shall ever be very beautiful and 
only nineteen again. 

Nor do I feel disposed to build too 
much upon the experienceof C. E. Coble, 
aged 28, who has been a resident of 
I Little Bock for the past year. He frankly 
' admits that he knows “practically no- 
thing about the oil game.” His “ luck,” 
as he calls it, is in strildng a 35,000- 
barrel-a-day oil gusher, known as No. 1, 
Vitex Stringfellow, in Snaokover Terri- 
tory, Arkansas. Mr. Coble takes his 
sudden acquisition of wealth with a 
calm that is almost indecent. 

I doubt whether I should do that. 
But should I have 0. E. Coble’s “ luck,” 
as he calls it ? I wonder. Mr. C. B. 
Coble, I notice, w-as a native of Indian- 
apolis to begin with. x4nd he started 
early ; he is only twenty-eight to-day — 
a mere papoose, despite his indecent 
calm. There is some kind of affinity, 

I feel, between youth and oil. 

Don’t let anything that I have said 
deter you from securing your oil-plot 
to-day and making a fortune out of it. 
Don’t let the “publicity thrust upon 
Harry F. Sinclair, a business man,” 
as Hany P. Chugg so justly says, “ of 
the old romantic type,” prevent you 
from having anything to do with oil. 

The very picture of Ariebioo di Ves- 
pucci, surrounded by a faithful band 
of his armed followers, w^hicli adorns 
the Prospectus, with a photograph of 
twelve oil gushers inset, should convince 
you that you ought to keep yom i upon 
oiL 

I am only too happy to pass the 
opportunity on. The sole reason that 
I do not wish to take advantage of it 
for myself is that I have an oil-plot 
abeady. I bought it twelve years ago, 
and it would seem like a lack of con- 
fidence in it if I acquired another before 
this one began to gush. E. V. K. 


POETRY AND PORK. 

I WEOTE a song and a capital song, 
And many a song I w'rote ,* 

And some were pretty and some were 
strong, 

And some had a mournful note : 

And praise came flying about my head 
For their beauty and grace and ease, 
But they didn’t provide me with decent 
bread, 

And certainly not with cheese. 

I wrought an ode, a remai'kahle ode, 
And others both large and fine, 

! Some poems framed in the classic mode, 
And one in the epic line ; 

And men said, “ Truly a goodly muse ; 

How deep is the voice that speaks ! ” 
But I lacked a patch for my broken 
shoes 

And a dam on my worn-out breeks. 

I made a play, a poetical play ; 

My plays were of lofty tone, 

With noble thoughts in a graver way 
And comedy all their own ; 

And “ Here,” cried friends, “is the long- 
sought proof 

Of a drama that 's born once more ; ” 
But the rain came in at my battered 
roof 

And the wind at my leaking door. 

'li >;• 

I have a sow, a professional sow, 

A sow of maternal charm, 

Whose line — she ’s a great-great-grand- 
mother now — 

Has peopled my teeming farm ; 

I work all day in a rustic rig, 

And muse, as I count my gains, 

On the beautiful value of one faFpig" 
Compared with a poet’s brains. 

Dum-Dum. 


A GALLANT RECORD. 

Mr. Punch very heartily congratulates 
the Eoyal National Life-Boat Institu- 
tion on the attainment of its Centenary, 
which was celebrated yesterday (March 
4th). Its record shows that in the 
course of these hundred years, it has 
saved, on an average, fifty lives every 
month. Its Cent enary is made the fitting 
occasion for an appeal on behalf of a 
National Service whose pride it is to 
have carried on its noble work without 
one penny of aid' from the State. It 
stands' to-day in special need of funds 
to enable it, for its better efficiency, to 
transform its pulling and sailing fleet 
into motor-boats. 

Gifts should be sent to the Secretary, 
Mr. GEonaE F. Shee, at the Offices of ' 
the Eoyal Lifeboat Institution, 22,Char- 
iiig Cross Eoad, W.0.2. 


“ Lost. — Since Tth. instant a Dog -witli col- 
lar about 2ft. high..” — Advt. in Geiflon Paper, 

He should be easily identified. 



NO CHANGE OF AIE. 


The SN-iKE. “I HAD HOPED EOE SOMETHING MOEE CONGENIAL EEOM THIS NEW 
INSTEUMENT.” 

The Seceetaey for India. “THE INSTEUMENT MAY BE NEW, BUT I DON’T PEOPOSE TO 
CHANGE THE TUNE JUST YET. MEANWHILE YOU’VE GOT TO BE OHAEMED WITH IT, 
WHETHEE YOU LIKE IT OE NOT.” 










4 “ 

I 



“ 3?lease, Sib, Smithees has got ah old coin theee, featueihg Geoege II.” 


DIARY OF A MONDAilSlE. 

Mayfair Mansions, 

I MAKE it a rule never to be sorry for 
anyone — ^ife wears tbe face so ; but really, 
recdly I feel that almost I could weep 
a small weep for tbe Harold Sason- 
burys. It was last month, at one of 
Eimington and Mary Arkwright’s 
Brainy Breakfasts (which are certainly 
not so S74ms as my Trifling Teas), that 
someone said, “ Saw a good deal of the 
Harold Saxonburys at St Moritz. Al- 
ways together as usual; skatin’ together, 
bobbin together, tobogganin’ together. 

“Oiu* dear shining Exception,” re- 
marked Chatterton &ames. “ There ’s 

no doubt that Gwendolen’s profile 

«Me, I Ve no patience with Gwen- 1 
dolen’s profile 1 ” interrupted Pixie 
Dashmore; “I think those classical 
profiles are the ultimate summit of 
aggraTation. If I were a man and 
married to Clytie herself, I know I 
should give h&c a jolly good shaMn’ and 
say, ‘For the love of Mike quit sim- 
perin’ and say something snappy ! ’ ” 

“ You ’re in the minority. Pixie,” said 
Chatterton. “Iwas about to say, when 
yon shut me in on the rails, that I eon- 
sider it’s Gwendolen's profile that has 
fcspt the Harold Saxonburys straight. 
Ske feels bound to live up to it, and he 


has no wish to stray from anything so 
absolutely correct.” 

Said that absurd old aunt of Maiy 
Arkwright’s, who will push into the 
Brainy Breakfasts, though she ’s quite 
out of the picture : “ I don’t like to hear 
happy marriage scoffed at.” 

“ Scoffed at, dear lady ? ” protested 
Chatterton. “ Nothing is fiu'ther from 
our thoughts. We are proarf of the 
Harold Saxonbipys, we cherish them ; 
we, the poor side-slippin’ Eule, look 
with wonder and awe at the straight- 
runnin’ Exception. Though not antiqui- 
ties themsdlves, they stand for all that ^ 
is venerable and antique ; the TTfl.vf'ld 
Saxonburys, lovingly arm - in - arm, 
should be viewed by moonlight, like 
the ruins of Tintem Abbey and other 
picturesque relics of the past; they 
should have a conspicuous place in the 
Empire Exhibition, labelled: ‘The 
Great Exception.’ ” 

And then, last week, at one of my 
Ti-ifling Teas, I asked, “Has anyone 
I seen the Harold Saxonburys since they 
i came back from Switzerland ? ” 

“ Seen him, not her,” someone an- 
swered. “Hear she’s sufferin’ from 
shock caused by a toboggan spill.” 

Ah 1 said Chatterton Soaines 
cryptically and went on drinking his 
tea and eating his sandwich. 


_ Pixie Dashmore pointed a finger at 
him: “You’ve a something- to-tell ex- 
pression. Spit it out, Chatty. Is it 
about the Harold Saxonburj-s ? ” ’ 

“D is,” _he answered, deliberately 
finishing his tea and sandwich and 
putting down his cup. “ It ’s true they 
had a big spill — one of the largest- 
sized spills of_ the season. Oh, my 
brethren and sisters, our friends have 
lost their safeguard ! Gwendolen has 
left her profile on the Cresta Eun, and 
Harold has strayed from her side. 
He ’s .twice been seen at the Just-So, 
dining with Goo-goo of the Nightlight 
Follies. Weep, weep, ye peoples, and 
rend, your hair, if any ! Our cherished, 
shining Exception is no more ; it is 
merged in tbe Eule.” 

* =:= !i= * * 

It s not often I look forward to any- 
thing, but I did look forward to my 
Mah'J ongg party. I hoped it would be 
the party of the Little Season. I sent 
out my cards, “ Come and play Mah- 
Jongg,” with the day and hour, and in 
the comer, “ Chinese dress.” Nobody 
seems quite to know how many “ g’s ” 
there ought to be in the new game, so 
on some of my cards I spelt it Mah- 
jong, on some, Mah-Jongg, and on a 
few, Mah-J onggg.*— so some of tlib'm were 
bound to be right ! 
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When the evening came eveiyfching **: ^ ^ 7] TT 

seemed to click beautifnlljr. The Mah- * . ^ ' " . " ' ^ 

Jongg tables, each with its own set, /’ .'C ' , . \\ ' 

looked most businesslike. My Ming ^5^; ' ’• 'I ^ 

china was on view in its cabinet. The , !i -I ' 

room was lit with Chinese lanterns, j j| M 

and there were festoons of paper chrys- J - 11 i' s i‘ 

anthemiims (some of them caught fire, jj 

CKng ov^r hara^on T™3 OLD-FASHIO^ MAN HAS JUST ASBHD TH^SB ^ODEEN 

Wpn l lookTat tC f ^ accomeuishments » 

griest woman in London. Sarah had ■ — . ' ■ 

on an old ^ono dressing-gown and saucers dropped and smashed). Then Another Impending Apology, 
great ugly black shoes ; -and 7ie, the only the httle China girl gave a howl threw ..Ten thousand pounds is required in one or 

real Chinaman present, was m Western her hands over her face and broke into more sums (for months) to exploit tom 

dress ! It was too, too bad. a flood of tears. “ What does this British films by reputed authors.” 

^ The General proved to be a sniffy mean ? *’ I said, trying to pull her hands * 

j disagreeable little person, with no notion down, and, when I succeeded, lo and “Women are to be feminine again— in dress, 

! of trying to make up for his vei'y defec- behold the tears had washed off her ^t any rate— and, as manners are influenced 

tive personal appearance by a pleasing Ohineseness and she was home-grown! mode, we may yet return to the simper- 

««m« He walked roj..^ tf Mabt ..oh, ^W! Oh, m’ledyF she t 

Jongg tables, but wouldnt play, and sobbed, “I’m so sorr 3 ^ I’m a London crinolines,”— Paper, 

woul^dn’fc touch any of my Chinese girl, and they make me up Chinee at Nq, no; not so wide as aU that. 

snacks. When he began to go away I the Just- So to take round sweeties in 

pleased to find the lounge ; and they’ll he so angry it ’s ^ Masonic banquet 

'k r T w'" The toast Ust iuduL ‘ The Kiug.’ ‘ The 

see ms national game bemg played. He ere to be spoke to by tm? I 11 lose Ladies.’ ‘The Visitors ’and ‘Th«wnrshinfni 






THIS OLD-FASHIONED YOUNG MAN HAS JUST ASKED THESE MODEEN 
YOUNG WOMEN IF THEY HAD LEAENT ANY « USEFUL ACCOMPLISHMENTS ” 
AT SCHOOL. 


Another Impending Apology- 

“Ten thousand pounds is required in one or 
more sums (for 12 months) to exploit four 

Tr» jui T i - 


At a Masonic banquet : — 

“ The toast list included ‘ The King,’ * The 
Ladies,* ‘ The Visitors,* and ‘ The Worshipful 


snook his head. “You no play Chinese my job!” and there was another flood Masher.* During the evening Mrs. (the 

game — ^you no play Mah- Jongg — all of tears. the Worsnipful Masher) was presented 

wrong, all wrong ! Ladies plenty nice, As for Ling-Ting, with a perfectly magnificent necklace fr^^^hc^odge.” 

but not true Chinese dress ; all wrong, expressionless face he bowed to me, then qI consolation prize ? " 

all wrong I ” to the others, and then the wretch went ^ 

“ WeU, l^re ’s a bit of real China at away, having mtirehj spoilt my Mah- ..j, undersigned, Louis , do lieroby 

all events, I said m despemtion, bnng- Jongg party. apologise for whatever slanderous expressions 

mg forward the little China girl from I know now what’s meant by the I have made against my Sister -in -Law, 
theJust-So. She resisted and trembled Yellow Peril. that I hereby uncon- 

SO that the chiTSanthemums fell out of .. ■ ditionally witMraw any remarks I may have 

X J 3 T-* made against her character, as I know abso- 

nei hair, but I pushed her towards him, BRITISH POST OFFICE lately nothing whatever against her character 

and he looked at her and spoke to her ‘ beyond the fact that she is a respectable 

in Chinese, exactly like cups and sa^ucers Peny Stemps now Impossible.” woman.”— African Paper, , 

being dropped and smashed one after . Egyptian Paper. We trust Widhelmixa will take the 


.■U««L*lxT t-Tl- X n-L* J-u.a,^Au a.gaxuou Xici uxiaAauuer, us X Know a 030- 

nei hair, but I pushed her towards him, BRITISH POST OFFICE lately nothing whatever against her character 

and he looked at her and spoke to her ‘ beyond the fact that she is a respectable 

in Chinese, exactly like cups and sa^ucers Peny Stemps now Impossible.” woman .”— African Paper. , 

being dropped and smashed one after . Egyptian Paper. We trust Widhelmixa will take the 

the other. She didn’t answer, and he They must always have been impreb- last sentence in the spirit m which it 


spoke again (a lot more cups and | able. 


is presumably meant. 
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PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

I. 

tliou bQt'D, O LiotUot’, lo Wemblor, 
■\Vheif? the palm and the pine arc wed ? 
•^Please tell me the ]>laee of a'»scinbl;. ; *’ 

‘^At ^laryltibone Station,” he &aicl. 

S^‘7igs of the Lone TruiL 

A BITTER uorUi-east wind was blow- 
ing through the main street of the West 
African village and the courts of the 
Ai'ab palace in Zanzibar. We were all 
of us blue with cold, 

‘ ‘ The size of the Exhibition/* remarked 
our guide in a cheerful voice, may be 
imagined from the fact that the frontage 
of the two buildings which w'iil house 
the industrial exhibits of the United 
Kingdom alone %vould extend from Char- 
ing Ci'OiB Eailway Bridge to West- 
minster Bridge 

“Wait a minute/' I said, “while I 
get that down. Did you say Charing i 
Cross Bridge or W^aterloo Bridge ? 

“ Charing Cross/’ he said. 

“ I should have thought it would have 
been a bit more,” I said, holding out 
my pencil with a trembling hand and 
shutting one eye. “One needs a pro- 
tractor, really.” 

We were standing on a kind of lofty 
stone balcony which forms part of the 
Stadium. 5Vom here I had what I felt 
t<p surely would be for me a Pisgah 
view of the promised land. There was 
a steely stab in the air which made me 
feel cold, I should never see the wiggle- 
woggle in being, or the largest scenic 
railway in the world despatch its first 
train. The Illustrator, on the other 
hand, I thought, looked more like stout 
Cortes, hut he w-as not silent. He 
bad a hacking cough. 

“What’s that funny marshy thing 
over there ? ” I asked, 

“Is it a canal? ” 

“Canal!” cried the 
guide. “ It ’s a lake.” 

, “ I hadn’t meant to 
insult it,” I said. “I 
was thinking of the 
sort of canals they 
have in Venice, not of 
the New Gut, I imag- 
ined myself gliding 
akmg in a gondola 
propelled by the Ilius- 
Iratar^ while the men 
ei the daughter coun- 
fedes waved to us from 
the banks. I mean, 
if you ’re going to have 
any water in it when 
the thaw sets in.” 

“ Thelake/’hesaid firmly, “ will befull 
of pleasure-boats. It will have islands 
and flower-gardens upon its banks.” 

I tmmed u]} my coat-collar, and he 
went on; — . 

“The Canadian pavilion is an im- 


posing building in the Neo-grec style 
. . . . T]]e AiistJ’alirai biiihling is as 



in 


SOME OP THE PROMISED LAND. 

big as the whole of Olympia. ... In 
the Fishery section will be shown speci- 
mens of the best known New Zealand 
fishes,preservedinsoiidblocksof ice. . , 
He paused for a moment, interrupted 



ALMOST LIKE YENIOE. 

by the appreciative chattering of teeth ; 
we both of us liked this bit. 

“Why not p-put the beggars in the 
1-lake ? ” asked the Illustrator. 

“ The South African pavilion is an 
exact replica of a typical building. ; . 


“An exact: what?” I exclaimed 
alarm. 

“An exact replica,” he repeated 
kindly, “of a typical building in the 
old Dutch style, vvitli tlie characteristic 
stocj) and loggia . . . 

I liegan to think of something really 
funny to say to him about a eharaeter- 
istie stoep, or even more funny about an 
Old Dutch, for the cold w^eather alw^ays 
aflects me like this ; but he passed 
i-apidly on. 

“ The pavilion of the Indian Empire 
reproduces the glittering beauties of 
the Taj Mahal at Agra and the Jama 
Masjid at Delhi 

^ ‘ Lovely 1 ’ * cried the 1 1 lustrat or , knock- 
ing some sleet from his hat. 

“ The Ceylon pavilion, in the Kandy- 
an style, is one of the most remarkable 
features of the Exhibition. The towers 
flanking it on either side are exact re- 
plicas modelled upon the famous Tem- 
ple of the Tooth. The Malaya pavil- 
ion — ” 

I slapped my arms briskly across my 
chest. 

“Is that an icicle I see hanging on 
the Malaya pavilion ? ” I inquired. 

“It a little chilly for you up here, 
isn’t it ? ” observed the guide compas- 
sionately. “ Perhaps I had better cut 
out Burma and Hong-Kong for the 
time being.” 

Both of us would have been prepared 
to accept federal devolution for the 
whole of Asia at that moment. We 
went down the stairs. 

“Who is doing the catering for this 
place ? ” I asked him, as he pointed at 
an enormous restaurant— no doubt a 
replica of something. 

He told zne the name of the firm. 

“That strikes the 
Imperial note,” I 
agreed. “How many 
restaurants will there 
be?” 

“ About fifty.” 
“With real iced 
drinks ? ” 

He reassured me 
again. 

“I wonder if you 
would care to go and 
see the coal - mine 
now?” lie went on, 
as we picked our way 
delicately, like hens, 
tlirough the half-fro- 
zen mud. 

The very mention of 
coal brought a glitter 
of enthusiasm into the Illustrator’s 
eyes. 

“ There ’s nothing I like drawing bet- 
ter than coal,” he murmured to 




“Hot coal. 
We. went 


me. 


doivn a 


long 


slope into 
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Stygian gloom. There a lantern 
at last. 

‘‘Is this an exact replica of a typical 
coal-mine ? ” I asked the foreman. 

“It is,” he said; “excei)t of course 
for the coal.” 

I felt rather damped. 

A man was painting the_sides of the 
shafts with pitch. Other “ 
men were picking out 
characteristic pieces of 
clay and making typical 
piles of them, ready to be 
painted so as to look 
like more replicas of 
coals. I walked on a 
little way and my hat 
fell off at my feet, I 
noticed when I picked it 
up that it was covered 
with white dust. But I 
made nothing of the con- 
tretemps, 

“It needs getting used 
to, a miner’s life,” I said 
cJieerfully to the foreman . 

“ We need a little more 

of yoim characteristic ENSURING- THE 

stoop here,” said the Illustrator to our 
guide. It seemed sad and strange to 
me that what I had refrained from 
saying on the top of the Stadium should 
have occm’red tq the Illustrator half- 
an-hour later in the bowels of the 
earth. I was glad when he stumbled 
over a pick and fell on his knees. 

As a matter of fact the coal-mine was 
very interesting indeed. It seemed to 
be almost an exact replica of the safer 
parts of Flanders — divisional or army 
headquarters, for instance. And it was 
warm. 

“ Had it occurred to you,” I said to 
the guide as we came out into the bliz- 
zard again, “ that if the other attractions 
at Wembley pall j^ou ’ll be able to have 
a replica of an actual strike ? ” 

It had not, 

“I think I ought to tell you a little 
about the British Government pavilion 
before you go,” he said, stopping and 
pointing to it with his stick. 

There was a great deal to tell. 

‘‘ The aim of this Exhibition 'syill be 
to illustrate the functions of the Home 
Government as a whole,” he began. I 
After about five minutes, at the end j 
of a very eloquent period, he paused 
and turned round to look at us. He 
saw a very cmious sight. The Illus- 
trator and I were standing on one leg, 
like storks, scra^Ding the * other boot 
busily with a piece of stick, 
f‘ The White Man’s Biuden,” I mur- 
mured apologetically, carefully putting 
a large piece of empire back upon the 
ground. 

“Perhaps you would rather see the 
rest some day when the weather’s a 


little warmer?” he suggested. “In 
the Chemical section of the Palace of 
Industry there is a most beautiful 
frieze ” 


“I don’t doubt it,” said the Illustrator 
hastily. “ Suppose we say Monday 
week?” ^ ^ 


I forgot to mention, by the way, 



COAL SUPPLY AT 
observed our guide as we walked to- 
wards the gate, “ that all the streets in 
the Exhibition have been named by 
Mr. Eudx^d Kipling himself. That 
one, for instance” (he pointed) “is 
‘ Drake’s Way.* ” 

“ Good ! ” exclaimed the Illustrator. 

“Though what yon I'eally need at 



PORTIONS OF OUR EMPIRE. 

present,” I added very thoughtfully, “is 
a good duckboard track.” Evoe, 

From a description of the Torpids, 
when BaUiol II. bumped Balliol I. : — 

“Perhaps the most interesting feature of 
the afternoon was the race between jEirst and 
second crews of the Scoldish Poimdation.” 

Morning Pajgcr. 

Perhaps the writer (or the printer) had 
suffered from “ the Balliol manner,” 


THE REALLY IDEAL HOME. 

My dear John, — I gather from news- 
paper announoements that the era of 
the happy housewife will indeed dawn 
in roseate splendour at the British Em- 
pire Exhibition. Life, for the woman 
at home, is going to be one grand, sweet 
song of switch-adjusting 
and button - pushing. 
Not for much longer 
need she be dependent 
upon the knuckles of 
Mary Ann or the erratic 
energy of a mechanical 
alarm clock to wake her 
from herslumbers. Elec- 
tricity will do it, and, 
when she is sufficiently 
aroused, will boil the ket- 
tle, make her a cup of tea, 
warm the bedroom and 
heat the bathwater. It 
will also polish her boots 
and shoes, serve up 
dainty meals and do the 
bulk of the house-work. 
WEMBLEY. I presume that before 

long it will be sufficiently well trained 
to give baby his bottle, shake Isim 
up at regular intervals, converse with 
him in the approved manner and 
generally bring him up to be a blessing 
to everybody. You inventors are clever 
fellows. 

No mention, I notice, is made of 
that mere thing in trousers, that trivial 
toy of Fate and the Inland Be venue 
Office, known as Man. He, I take it, 
will be expected to toil on in the old, 
old laborious way to which he has long 
been accustomed. He will continue to 
come home weary and fretful as usual, 
after a long afternoon at the Club or 
on the golf links, and will have to mix 
himself a whisky-and-soda by sheer 
m anual labour. Is th ere any indication 
that electricity will even exert itself 
to the extent of raising the glass to his 
lips, let alone filling his pipe for him ? 
Apparently none. Will electricity put 
the cat out or let it in, or take the dog 
for its nightly walk ? It will not. And 
when there is a picture to be bung or 
a bit of creeper to be nailed up, Man 
will still be expected to bit his thumb 
with a hammer in the old primitive 
fashion. So much for the bitter irony 
of the ideal home and the cowardly 
favouritism of your so-called ben ef actons 
of humanity! 

This injustice, my good John, must 
not continue. If the forces of Nature 
can take the duster out of a woman’s 
sturdy hand and tell her to sit down 
and enjoy herself, surely they can re- 
lieve a frail man of the labour and 
tribulation of scraping bis face with a 
piece of steel or grovelling on his hands 
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and Jiiiees in search of a collar-stud 
Why should not a man be able to cui 
the grass or trim the hedge simply bj 
pushing a button? Why are there nc 
devices for giving the suburban bread- 
winner his hat ready brushed ? Why 
has none of your tribe invented some- 
; thing that will cause a cigar or cigarette 
to light automatically on being placed 
between the lips ? If you had the com- 
fort and well-being of your own sex 
more at heart you would be appalled 
by the thought of ail the splendid mas- 
culine energy that is wasted annually 
in the igniting of matches and patent 
i lighters. 

I have no patience with -you fellows. 
You can be spurred to labour-saving 
ingenuity by the sight of a woman 
engaged in her natural occupation of 
cleaning a knife or cooking a chop, but 
you do not seem to be inspired to save 
for a nobler purpose the tremendous 
amount of physical force which a man 
expends in raising his hat, not only to 
France, bub also to members of that 
very sex to which he is expected to 
yield the best of everything. 

Yours in disgust, PANTAanuEii. 

MUSICAL MONSTROSITIES. 

Gbbat excitement has been caused 
in vocal and operatic circles by the 
statement of tes. Kennedy Feasee, 
the great authority' on Hebridean Folk- 
song, that seals are not only fond of 
music but that they can sing. 

‘^Seated on the lone sea-shore” — 
we quote from The Daily Neivs of Feb- 
ruary 23 rd— on the mystic isle of 
BaiTO, she watched seals at play and, 
inspired by the mood of the moment, 
be^n to sing to them the low" crooning 
lilt of a seal-woman’s song. To her 
surprise the seals replied, one ‘singing’ 
a solo in a voice w"hich she describes 
as a * mes^-soprano of great power.’ ” 

On mquhy at the Zoo, a represen- 
tative of The Daily News was informed 
that the seals there had never been 
known to break into song, Jdr, Seth 
Smith, one of the curators, observing 
that they only made ‘’a loud barking 
noise, which seems to express all their 
emotions,” 

Ml*. Rmch is glad to be able to state 
that this unsympathetic and sceptical 
attitude is far from reflecting the views 
of other expert observers who have 
enjoyed exceptional opportunities for ! 
studying the vocal equipment of the 
animal world, 

Mme. Amelita Porpora, the famous 
colo 7 *atUrVa singer, in a recent intex'view i 
W'ith the eminent musical critic, Mr. i 
Bedwyn Jevons, has recounted a re- a 
markable experience wliich fell to her I 
1 lot wliile canoeing on the winters of the ] 

. Blue Nile, after fullilling an engage- 
3 ment in the Mountains of the Moon 
^ She w"as practising a difficult rouladt 
> Avhich occurs in Lahn6, when to hei 
■ amazement it was repeated note foi 
^ note, with perfect intonation and ex- 
^ quisite charm of voice, by a hippopot- 
1 amus who was lying on the bank. 
Madame described the timbre of the 
liippo’s organ as closely approximating 
to that of the nightingale. Thinking 
that she might have been the victim of 
a subjective hallucination, or that the 
repetition of the roulade might have 
been due to an echo, she sang the pas- 
sage again, but with the same result, 
though if possible the performance 
was even more entrancingly beautiful. 
Asked -whether she felt any alarm at 
the proximity of the formidable am- 
phibian, Mme. Porpora declared that 
she had perfect confidence in his high 
character and consideration. The best 
authorities are unanimous in testifying 
to the mild and inoffensive disposition 
of the hippopotamus and to its habit- 
ual avoidance of seeking collision with 
man. 

The matter having been reported to 
the Zoological Gardens, Dr. Chalbiees 
Mitchell states that Mme. Porpora’s 
experience is difficult to reconcile with 
the observations of those who have 
studied the habits of Mpposj whether 
at large or in capti-vity. Its charac- 
teristic note, he adds, is a grunt, which 
in moments of excitement develops into 
a bellow wliich can be heard a mile 
away. 

A somewhat similar experience, curi- 
ously enough, is reported by another 
famous prima donna during a holiday 
excursion in the wilds of West Africa. 
While camping on the banks of the river 
Pongo, Miss Marie Jubb wras suddenly 
aware of a magnificent tenor voice re- 
sounding from the interior of a dense 
growth of “mejom,” a tall cane-like 
plant which grows luxuriantly on de- 
serted clearings. To her amazement 
she recognized the music as the tenor 
part of the great duet in BovUo et 
Juliette^ and, on her joining in, the 
number was sung to its conclusion, and, 
as she says, as it was never sung 
before.” The hidden performer- never 
emerged, but careful inquiries have sat- 
isfied her that it was an old gorilla and 
a near relative of the distinguished 
specimen nowresident in the Eothschild 
museum at-Tring. 

Miss Juhb’s experiences, which she 
recently related in a lecture at a meet- 
ing of the Soroptimist Club, have also 
been brought to the notice of Dr. 
Chalmees Mitchell, w'ho, we regret to 
say, e^ibits a reserve of judgment 
bordering on incredulity. After dwel-. 
ing on the notorious ferocity and mor- 

• oseness of the gorilla and the extreme 
. imhkelihood of any member of the 
j species enjoying facilities for the study 
: of the scores of Gounod, Dr. Chalmees 
' Mitchell goes on to point out that its 

• vocal cords, larynx, pharynx, glottis, 

• epiglottis, uvula, tonsils and the gen- 
eral contour of its galliambic cavity, 

i are such as to preclude the possibility 
' of emitting tones of a pure tenor quality. 

It is hardly necessary to add that 
Mr. Haery Higgins and Sir William 
McCormick are both keenly alive to the 
possibilities of recruiting the ^personnel 
of Grand and National Opera Companies 
with singers of the type described in 
the foregoing narratives, in vie-w of the 
reasonable salaries which they would 
probably be prepared to accept. 

WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

XIII.— Ip I WERE a King, 

I OFTEN wish I were a King, 
x\nd then I could do anything. 

* If only I were King of Spain, 

L’d take my hat off in the rain. 

If only I were King of France, 

I wouldn’t brush my hair for aunts. 

I think, if I were King of Greece, 

I ’d push things off the mantelpiece. 

If I were King of Norroway 

I ’d ask an elephant to stay. 

If I were King of Babylon, 

I ’d leave my button gloves undone. 

If I were King of Timbuctoo, 

I ’d think of lovely things to do. 

If I w'ere King of anything, 

I ’d teh the soldiers, “ I ’m the King.” 

XIV. — Half-way Down. 

Half-way down the stairs 

Is a stair 

Where I sit ; 

There isn’t any 

Other stair 

Quite like 

It; 

I ’m not at the bottom, 

I ’m not at the top ; 

So this is the stair 

Where 

I always 

Stop. 

Half-way down the stairs 

Isn’t up“ 

And isn’t down ; 

It isn’t in the nursery, 

. It isn’t in the town ; 

And all sorts of funny thoughts 

Hun round my head : 

It isn’t really 

Anywhere ! 

It ’s somewhere else 

Instead!” A. A. M. 
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Mother. **I)id you enjoy youe game, Gerald?” 

Outside Bight. *‘The captain went eoe mb fob stabving my inside.” 

Mother. “ Thebe I I always said you ought to have a proper lunch before plating.” 


INTIMATE AFTERNOONS. 

V. — ^Muffins fob Tea. 
Stephen is at home m Saturday aft&r- 
\ noon and his wife, Agatha, is giving 
him muffins for tea. 

Agatha. There, Stephen, IVe been 
terribly lavish with the butter. 

Stephen [appreciating her handiworh). 
Thanh you, darling. 

A. And I *m putting some cream in 
your tea. 

S. Thank you, darling. 

[Pause while Stephen deals com- 
petently with these delicacies. 


A. And now, dear, pull up to the fire 
and I 'll light you a cigarette. 

S. [with a sigh of luxury). That 's 
right. To think that if I had listened 
to my idiot of a partner I should now 
be approaching the seventh hole, which 
is almost certainly under water. I feel 
that I have chosen the better part. 

A. I thought you would come home j 
this afternoon when I saw it was trying 
to rain. I bought the muf&ns in case. I 
' S. You 've a wonderful gift of fore- j 
sight, Agatha. 

A. And you are so dreadfully fond of i 
muffins. I 


S. I am — in spite of their being so 
terribly expensive. 

A. Oh, Stephen, how ridiculous you 
are 1 I buy them at seven for a shilling. 

S. Seven for a shilling in the shop, 
perhaps, but they never cost me less 
than a fiver. Do you remember the 
last time we had muffins for tea ? 

A. [pouting). I remember that you 
were not very grateful on that occasion. 

S. That time they cost me sixty 
guineas — something to do with a furrik’ 
in Kensington High Street. The time 
before that I seem to ‘remember a story 
of pink charmeuse. That worked out 
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at about seven pounds six and eight- 
penco per muffin. 

A. Things are so dreadfully expen- 
sive. 

S. So it seems. I ’ni Avondering how 
much it ’Will cost me tliis afternoon. 
Cream too. That ’s a new and a some- 
what sinister item, 

il. Now you’re being clever. 

S. {mildly^ Not at all. It ’s merely 
a fact. I said I was wondering. I am, 
I ’ve been wondering ever since I saw 
the nmffin-dish. 

A. Anyone would imagine that I was 
trying wheedle you out of a few 
paltry shillings. I ’m not a wheedler. 

S. Confess, Agatha, you ’ve exceeded 
your allowance. You’ve got a sheaf 
of bills In the little bureau, and you ’re 
going to tell me aU about them. 

A. Well, Steve, as a matter of fact I 
was thinking of asking you for a little 
extra money. 

S. Would fifty guineas }>e of any use 
to you ? 

A, {cmsiderimj). It would help, of 
course. 

S. I see. I thought the cream was 
an extra. 

A, Suppose we were to say a hun- 
dred pounds. It ’s a nice round figime, 
and so easy to remember. 

8. Quite. You wdil bo. able to teU 


yourseK every evening in yoim batli 
that on December 31st Stephen gave 
me a hundred pounds. 

jI. I ’ll say it in my bath with plea- 
sure, provided it ’s really true. 

5. Agatha, you ’re a darling, and you 
; shall say it in your bath this evening, 

A, {jmzzled). What’s the matter 
with you to-day, Stephen? 

jS. (stretching before the blaze). No- 
thing at all, dear. I ’m perfectly well 
and happy, thank you. 

A. (sitting on the arm of his chair). 
Sure you ’re not ill or anything ? 

8. Never better. 

A. Then why are you taking it like 
this ? Why don’t you storm and rage, 
as you usually do ? 

8. Thejnuffins, dear. It’s difficult 
to storm and rage when one is full of 
muffin. 

A. (incredulous). Then you don’t 
mind me having all these terrible bills 
to pay.^ I’ve done my best to be 
economical, but you know how it is. 

8. I don’t mind it in the least. The 
fact is, Agatha (He pauses dra- 

matically). 

Yes, Stephen, 

8. Well, I ’ve been thinking 

A, Stephen, darling, are you quite 
sure you aren’t sickening for anything ? 

8. No. I’ve merely come" to the 


conclusion that your way of living is 
the right way, and that my way is all 
wrong. 

A. (more and more uneasy). What 
ever do you mean ? 

8. Haven’t you noticed anything of 
late — about me, I mean ? 

A. Nothing particular. 

8. How disappointing! I was hoping 
so much that you had. 

A. (irritably). Noticed what ? 

8. Other people have noticed. Clara 
noticed it a week ago, 

A. Clara has no right to notice you 
af all. You ’re inclined to be much too 
familiar with that girl, Stephen. Men 
ought not to be familiar with their 
secretaries. 

8. She could not help noticing, poor 
dear. It was becoming so very obvi- 
ous. The fact is, Agatha, I ’ve recently 
taken a leaf out of your book. I’m 
beginning to agree with you that in 
these days of death duties, with capital 
levies in the offing, it is simply silly to 
economise. You ’ve been spending 
money for years — all the money you 
could lay your pretty hands on. Hence- 
forth I am going to spend a little money 
too. - I ordered ten new suits this 
jnorning. 

A. (scandalised). What! 

8. I often wondered how you man- 
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aged to run up into three figures so 
easily at the milliner’s. You remember 
the absurd fuss I made about that last 
account of yours. Well, I’ve got a 
little note from my hatter and hosier 
that puts some of -your most brilliant 
performances quite into the shade. 

A, I don’t believe a word of it. 

S. My dear unobservant darling, 
surely you must have noticed. 

A. {gazing at him with a daxoning 
perception). Now I come to look at you, 
you do seem to be wearing a new tie. i 

S. Yes, dear. Unfortimately I can’t 
wear more than one at a time. I must 
show you my collection. 

A, And I don’t think I have seen 
that suit before. 

S. You shall never see it again, dear. 
{Superciliously) I don’t believe in wear- 
ing a suit more than twice. 

A, So that is what Clara noticed ? 

S. That — and other things. She saw 
me lunching the other day at the Eitz 
Eoyal. She wondered whether I always 
lunched like that. 

A, Like what ? 

S, Well, I was doing it rather well. 
Not quite so costly as mujfins for tea, 
perhaps, except, of course, that one 
meets people. I met a man there only 
this morning. He wanted to sell me a 
theatre. Said it would not cost more 
than a few thousands to put up a little 
play he had written. Such a nice 
fellow he was 1 

A, {sitting up straight). Are you 
.pulling my leg, Stephen ? 

S. {taking from his pocket a sheaf of 
hills). See for yourself, unbeliever. 

A, (pinning throughthebills), Stephen! 

S, {smiling). Not bad for a beginner 
— ^what ? 

A . Where did you get all this money ? 

S, {airily), I ’ve been selling out here 
and there. 

A, {horrified). Not investments ? 

S, What ’s the use of investments ? 

A, {thoroughly alarmed), Stephen, 
this must stop at once. We shall be 
ruined. 

S, {flippantly). Eat, drink and be 
merry, for to-morrow we shall be over- 
drawn. 

A, But, Stephen, you used to be so 
careful. What ’s come over you ? 

S, Imitation, my dear — ^the sincerest 
form of flattery. 

A, But you surely don’t accuse one 
of being extravagant ? 

8, No, dear. That was my delusion. 
I see now that your expenditure, if any- 
thing, was on the short side. 

A. I’m not extravagant. I’m an 
extremely careful woman. I believe in 
having things if you can afford them, 
but I ’m not going to let you play ducks 
and drakes with all the money we 
possess. 


S, Bless my soul, I never thought 
you worried about affording things I 

A, Don’t be absurd, Stephen. You 
certainly can’t afford (looking at the 
bills) seventeen pounds fifteen and eleven 
for pyjamas, and it must never happen 
again. 

S, {mildly), WeU,I’malwayswilling 
to be guided by you, my dear, but it 
seemed so unfriendly to be saving all 
my money while you were spending 
yours. It looked almost as though I 
were silently reproaching you. Hence- 
forth I ’ll do exactly as you do. 

A, Qiesitating), About that hundred 
pounds ? 

S, Yes, dear. 

A, I don’t think I’ll take it after dll. 


I can pay the bill out of my allowance 
for next quarter. 

- S, In that case I had better counter- 
mand the ten suits I ordered this mom- 
ing. 

A, {thinkhtghard). Or eight of them, 
perhaps, 

S, Just as you like. 

A, We don’t want to overdo it either 
way, do we, Stephen ? 

8. It ’s for you to decide. I’m going 
to model myself entirely upon your 
example. I think you ’ve got just the 
right notion now. But {sighing) I shall 
miss my muffins for tea. 

A, You shall have them occasionally, 
Stephen. After all, they’re only a 
shilling for seven. 
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XNUU AllU \\ lllJJ ilUVY lih 

DONE^ AGAIN, ^ despatch a car or rii 

LhlIu ^^oiccr to the World s ^eeds Lnlbnited. party. I now repeat a-vyj. \yx\.j-xjLJ.cvx jr 

Bkah SiBS, — I have a serious complaint to make. On a car sent on such a mission — one shilling per mile, or 
'Wednesday last I ordered some fish to be sent to me in twelve shillings in all 
the country on Friday at 11.0 sharp, as it was wanted for I am, Youi 

luncheon. " Your assistant promised that it should reach me ™ 

ul or before that time ; but it did not. I waited till the last iv oriel s JSi 




Not knowing how late your messenger would be, I had to 
despatch a car or run the risk of disappointing my lunch 
party. I now repeat my request for the ordinary price of 


the country on Friday at 11.0 sharp, as it was wanted for I am. Yours faithfully, Victoeia Power* 

luncheon. "Your assistant promised that it should reach me ™ -n 

M or before that time ; butR did not. I ^vaited tiU the last Vnbmited to Lady Poioer. 

possible minute — till ten minutes past — and then despatched Dear Madam, — We must again express our regret that 

a car to fetch some other — and probably inferior — ^fish from the fish should have been fifteen minutes late and that you 
the nearest town. The fish I ordered from you, and which should have returned it, especially as the fish which you 


raited till the last 


L Ul ueiuitj LilaL tlLLlt/ , UUt It U_IU JL tLiLCtl LXil U1J.C XOIOU 

ossible minute — till ten minutes past — and then despatched 






was faitlifully promised for ~ 

11,0, came at 11,15, and I re- yy/ 

turned it. I now ask that you // /// 

remunerate me for the cost of 
the car — twelve shillings ; six 

miles each way — which vNent f 

for the other fish. 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

YYctoeia Power. 

The World's Keeds Unlimited 

to Lady Power, *7 

Dear Madam, — ^We regi’et * 
that your letter of complaint fit ^ 

was necessary, and the matter / u \ 90 

is being investigated. Assuring \f\ 

you of our best attention* we 
beg to remain, . f 

Yom's obediently, / ^ 

- World’s Needs Unlimited. | ^ 

Lady Poiver to the World's 1 / 7 ^ 

Ilecds Unlimited, 1 Ml 

Dear Sirs, — I am still I ^ 

awaiting a cheque for twelve al m 

shillings as requested in my . j A /m ^ // 1 
letter ^ the 2Brd, ! j| 1 i 

lam. Yours faithfully, flv m Jkf I 1 

Victoria Power. f m ffl j 

The World's Keeds Unlimited 

to Lady Power, 1 

Dear Madam, — e are now Jai/ jj jj ^ ff l lB ' H | j I '{ 

able to reply to your letter of flffil I 

the 23rd. Our investigations '*"• fir 1 ^ 

, show that the fish was des- f r I 

patched, according to your in- j \ 

' structions and our promise, on ^ L ' 

'the morning of Friday the 

iTinct. iul our promises £^.re yiyb millions what effect i 
governed, of cou^e, by eon- BhiejaclceL “Well, it w 
dikons of possibility, and in of every five millions the 
this case the fault seems to lie works out to a 

with a burst tyre, which just drink what you^ve s' 

made the differeuce. We think you would haye been wiser 


mmM. 


w y.^ ^ 

Civilian. “If they reduce the Naval Estimates by 
n\TE millions what effect will it have?” 

BliieJacJcet. “Well, it won’t affect me much. Out 

OF EVERY FIVE MILLIONS THE ADMIRALTY GETS, MY SHARE OF 
THE SWAG WORKS OUT TO ABOUT THE SIZE OF THIS VERY 
LITTLE DRINK WHAT YOU *VE STOOD ME.” 


f/Y W XI '' woexi YYxsei: Dear Madam, — we reaffirm our remret at the error We 

As.^g"yro“ £ srii* S' “ «=«<->• 


I - w.w**w* Vi.vew vvx OOXXX.L xux tbJLlULXltJr bUpuJ 

lomobedimtlj, ■S\oi.ij>aNEiiDsTI«r,imTEi>. would print Buoh . notice. Apnrt (tom libel or sI.nL”t 

Lady Power to the World's Keeds Unlimited, is hardly to be expected that a paper which accepts pur 

Dear Sirs,— Accordinij to mv simnle non commpr/tinl , leading ones do, would publish 

ideas a promise is a promfse; and^wSasked yZ mTn fi f ®®'^^®"® “ pages such an attack as you have in mind, 
the fish department be elu best attention. 


procured instead could not 
have been brought back to be 
_ prepared by the cook until long 

I after 11.15. A puncture is a 
calamity that cannot be fore- 
‘ seen and must be respected. 
We are sorry, but we cannot 
} fj see our way to send you the 

t - twelve shillings. No business 
could endure if such demands 
were acceded to. Assuring you 
of our best attention, 

We beg to remain, 

• - ' Yours obediently, 

World’s Needs Unltaiited. 

Lady Power to the Wmid's 
Keeds Unlimited, 

Sirs, — Please note that I 
have omitted the “Dear,” be- 
cause, although in one sense 
you are dear indeed, in the 
ordinary usage of the word you 
are not ; and when replying I 
wish you would cease to assure 
me^ of your best attention, 
which is rubbish, and to call* 
yourselves “obedient.” You 
are not obedient : that is what 
all this trouble is about. When 
I sign myself “Yours faith- 
fully,” I mean it, and my in- 
tention is to deal faithfully 
with you — very faithfully ! • 

I have decided, in view of 
your reply, to send an account of 
the whole transaction to the pub- 
lic Press ; and this, I imagine, 
iiATEs BY not likely to do you any good. 

I am, Yours faithfully, - 
Out Victoria Power. 

SHARE OF 

ais VERY The World's Needs Unlimited 

to Lady Poiver, 

‘W e reaffirm our regret at the error. We 

L J J 1 I , 


the nsh department if he could undertake that the salmon 
shouid be hero by 11.0, he said nothing about conditions and 
possibilities, but agi'eed. It doesn’t matter whether your van 
was fifteen minutes late or fifteen hours ; the point is, it was 
xate, arid you ought to admit the broken contract and behave 


acoidinsly. .s I .M s„„ I shodd if I wre fa yo„, pLT 


We are, Yours obediently, 

World’s Needs Unlimited. 

Lady Power to the World's Needs Unlimited, 

Sirs, I might have known that there was a conspiracy 

xTr\t-t n m XI.,. ... TY i-.. 
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leaflet, and I shall have some circulated telling people how 
yon conduct your business. 

I am, Tours faithfully, Victoeia Powee. 

The World's Needs Unlimited to Lady Poioer, 

Deae Madam, — While again expressing our regret at the 
inconvenience which you have been caused, we would re- 
mind you that printers are held responsible by law for all 
statements which they print, and we think it therefore very 
unlikely that you wiU find anyone to set up the leaflet which 
you propose to issue. ^ Assuring you of our best attention, 
We are, ' Yours obediently, . 

Woeld's Needs Unlimited. 

From Messrs. Wayte, Waijte dt Wayte^ Solicito7‘s, to the 

Managing Director of the World's Needs Unlimited, 

Deae Sie, — ^We have now completed all the preliminaries 
to the amalgamation of your firm with the Globe’s Ee- 
quirements Unlimited, and the deeds can be taken to you 
tor signature at whatever time you name. 

The Heads of Departments at the Globe’s i^quirements 
Unlimited agree with you and ourselves that it is better to 
keep the fusion a secret from the public. 

We are. Yours faithfully, Wayte, Wayte & Wayte. 

Lady Power to the World's Needs Unlimited, 

Sies, — This is to inform you that I have decided not 
only to close my account with you, but to write to all my 
friends warning them against you. I intend to transfer my 
custom to the Globe’s Eequirements Unlimited. 

lam, Yours faithfully, Viotoeia Powbe. 

B. Y. L. 


A DANGBE TO THE EMPIEE. 

pet is reported that schoolboys are more industrious to-day than 
they used to be, and that truancy is practically unknown.] 

Often of old has some staid biographical 
Work been my witness that some of the great 
Were not in childhood exactly seraphical, 

Spite of their ultimate worth to the State ; 

Bather they learned with dep'orable fluency 
Tricks that were idle and ways that were bad, 
Being, each one, in his passion for truancy 
More than “ a bit of a lad.” 

Nevertheless they composed the material 
Out of which heroes were frequently made ; 

This was the breed that preserved our imperial 
Glory from even beginning to fade ; 

One could feel sure we were sound in our premises 
When we assumed that the Nation wordd thrive 
While there were lads who, regardless of Nemesis, 
Kept this tradition alive. 

Therefore, though some are inclined to ejaculate 
Good ” when they read how the young of to-day 
Tend in their conduct to grow more immaculate, 
Never from industry turning away, 

We, who were perfectly satisfied heretofore, 

Now find the future enshrouded with fogs 
And are impelled to a sigh, and a tear too, for 
England en route for the dogs. 

“ Communist requires two or three furnished rooms and use of bath.” 
Another popular delusion e^loded. Lalmr Pamper* 





Buif 



6r2Wsf. “Do YOU USE THIS GlUB MUCH?” 

Most, “SCAHCEEY'AT AEU; BUT' IT COMES tJT USEFUL FOE BINIKG PEOPLE YOU CAX’T TAKE HOaiE.” 


ABSENT FRIENDS. 

{To ike Shifs Go^npany oj the S.8 .— — , in tchich tlieBafd^ 
once sailed as Purser,) 

Seven ’bells has struck, . . , Shipmates! the hour has 
■sounded . - ' * 

But where are ye this night ? On what dark tide, 

By what wild ocean severed and surrounded* 

This solemn hour of evening do ye ride? 

Is it the long sea-highway to the Mate, 

The cyclone-harried waters of Bengal, 

The Western Oc^an or the Golden Gate, 

Macassar*s byways or Messina’s Strait ? 

Or, haply, sail ye not the sea “at all, 

But lie serene in some far port of wonder, 

Mayhap where Table Mountain fronts the bay, 
Mayhap where Caribbean surges thunder, 

In roaring Eio, bountiful B.A., 

Or those gay havens Sparks esteemed so fine, 

Where Mediterranean moons distil delight, 

And fun is cheap, and cheaper stiU is wine, 

And the Casino opes from nine till nine . . , 

Well, any^Yay, where are ye aU to-night ? 

What makes the Old Man, my revered commander, 
Captain of currents, master of the mist ? 

And Bireman Boyle, that human salamander 
Whom no amount of temperature could twist ? 


And is the Mate, most tyrant Turk of Turks, 
Discomrsing still on clove or rolling hitch, 

Or showing Sjparks how wireless really .works. 

Or chasing that elusive freight that lurks 
In some deep hold, but Heaven knows in which ? 

Say, is the Chief, begrimed and blind and panting, 
Concocting still new cuss-words for the coal, 

Or sitting on the after-hatch decanting 
Those yarns that once w^ould thrill the Purser’s soul ? 
Chips and the Doctor — have ye yet the twain ? 

And does the gramophone, when day is done, 

Bellow U Trovatore to the main, 

The while the Fourth stands fiddling the refrain, 

As when of old the Purser shared the fun ? 

Who knows ? And that same Purser — what of him ? 

Alas,^ alas 1 dissociate from the deep, 

Dandwise the man degenerates, and dim 
TT learning grows he strives so hard to keep ; 
unfit to shoot a star or weave a knot, 

He skulks, a lubber to his finger-ends, 

Of all your lore this only unforgot ; 

The Seven-bell rule, the ceremonial tot, 

And that old toast ye taught him — ^‘Absent Friends.’ 
- H.B. 

“After having languished in obscurity for many years, the * Times 
Has now obtamed possession of this document.”— Fa^per, 

We must have missed this obscuration of our esteemed con 
I temporary. 




THE PAXJLO-POST-EUTURIST. 

John Bull. “I DON’T LIKE THE LOOK OE THIS DOG, CONSTABLE. CAN’T YOU DO 
SOMETHING ABOUT IT?” 

P.O. MacDonald. “AFTEB HE’S BITTEN YOU,.SIE: NOT BEPOEE.” 
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Stroke . “Os’ course, I don’t want to cause any unpleasantness, but I can’t help thinking that we should do better 
WITH A little more UNIFORMITY.” 

Mr. Olynes [cox), Mr. Ramsay MacDonald [stroke), Mr. Snowden, Mr. A. Henderson, Mb. \Yheatley, IMe. Leach and 

Mb. Sidney Webb. 


Monday, February 25tl %. — The Labour 
Party in Opposition was often accused 
of displaying a certain arrogance; its 
fault in office, up to the present, has 
been rather an overweening humility. 
The Prime Minister may have been 
justified in reminding Mr. Mosley, who 
urged him to bring the policies of the 
Ambassadors' Conferences and the 
League of Nations into line, that he 
had only been a month in office ; but 
some of his colleagues are perhaps too 
ready to shelter themselves from criti- 
cism under the plea that they are only 
carrying out the policy of their prede- 
cessors. 

' There are exceptions. The Secretary 
FOR THE Colonies made no bones about 
dropping the proposal for an Imperial 
Economic Committee, which was re- 
commended by the Imperial Conference, 
and boldly declared that, although he 
had been unable to consult the Domin- 
ions on the subject, the Government's 
decision had been arrived at ‘‘after 
full consideration of the facts." 

No whispering humbleness, moreover, 
was observable in Miss Bondfield’s 
reply to Sir William Davison’s inquiry 
as to whether “ an international Labour 
palace" was being erected at. Geneva 
at a cost of £120,000. Substantially, 
the facts were as stated ; but the word 
“palace” was a misnomer, not at all 
suitable to “the plain unpretentious 
building" it was proposed to put up. 
From this I infer either that her ideas of 
magnificence have widened since she be- 
came a dweller in Whitehall, or else that j 
Swiss builders are even more rapacious 
than British. 


The House was not altogether satis- 
fied with the Postmaster-General’s 
explanation of the failure of his depart- 
ment to secure the despatch of the In- 
dian mail duiing the dock-strike. The 
fact that he had been unable to get into 
touch with the trade union officials one 
day was an inadequate excuse for per- 
mitting the pickets at Tilbury to hold 
up the bags ; and he did not even know 
where the bags were at the moment. 

Tuesday, Febniary 26th . — ^The Lords 
gave a Second Beading to the Lord 
Chancellor’s Criminal Justice Bill, 
but not without some pertinent criti- 
cism. A maiden speech from Lord 
Darling pleased the Peers no less by 
the cogency of its arguments than by 
the modesty of its delivery, and sur- 
prised a few of them, perhaps, by the 
total absence of any attempt to set the 
red benches in a roar. 

A lamentable hoarseness had over- 
taken the Secretary of State for 
India and, as far as the Press Gallery 
was concerned, made it a case of “What 
thriftless sighs shall poor Olivier 
breathe ! " But I gather from the Offi- 
dal JReport that Lord Cdezon heard 
his statement all right, and did not al- 
together like a good deal of what he 
heard. 

When, a fortnight ago, Mr. Asquith 
delivered his attack upon the Minister 
OF Health for his alleged surrender to 
the Poplar Guardians, he could hardly 
have foreseen the course of to-day's de- 
bate. His idea was presumably to em- 
phasize the paramount importance of 
the Liberal Party in the scheme of 
things, and to show that it was both 


able and willing to check any excesses 
on the part of the Government which 
it has temporarily placed in office. 
Either Mr. Wheatley would have to 
promise never to do it again, or Mr. 
MacDonald would be obliged to find a 
new Minister of Health, or the Govern- 
ment as a w^hole would have to go. 

Things did not proceed at all accord- 
ing to plan — if this was the plan. In 
moving and seconding the Liberal Eeso- 
lution regretting the action of the Gov- 
ernment in cancelling the Poplar Order, 
Mr. Briant was far from defiant, and 
Mr. EjEENS did not give them beans. On 
the other hand, Mr. Wheatley, instead 
of displaying any sign of repentance, 
defended wffiat he had done in a speech 
remarkable not only for its coherence 
and cogency, but also for its humour. 

By the time he had sat down it was 
obvious that all idea of defeating the 
Government had gone by the board — 
at any rate so far as the Liberals were 
concerned. Mr. Asquith himself made 
that clear by apenny-plain version of the 
twopence-coloured oration which started 
the trouble. The attack, such as it was, 
now devolved upon the Tories, who, 
through Sir W. Joynson-Hicks and 
Sir Douglas Hogg, delivered some very 
shrewd blows ; bui; when they moved 
the closure, in order that the House 
might have an opportunity of recording 
its decision, most of the Liberals took 
refuge in the -Government Lobby, and 
the debate was adjourned sine die. 

Wednesday, February 27th . — If the 
casual ward of the future should beknown 
in tramp’s argot as the “Hotel Cecil," 
it will be a tribute to the efforts of the 
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Bishop of Exeter to secure an improve- 
ment in the accommodation provided 
for distressed travellers. He received 
the enthusiastic support of the Arch- 
bishop of Gaxterbury, vrho, plunging 
into the vernacular, declared that a 
Labour Government should require no 

party ginger” to stimulate it to this 
reform. 

Lord Askvuth urged the Government 
to recognise the Government of Mexico, 
a countiy of which he gave an almost 
glowing account. At the moment, un- 
fortunately, Lord Parmooe found him- 
seK unable to recognise either the 
description or the Government ; and his 
view was endorsed by Lord Cuezon, 
who from his recent experience at the i 
Eoreign Office was convinced that Mex- 
ico was “one' of the most disorderly 
coimtries in the world.” 

The Indian debate 
was resumed by Lord 
MESTONjWho expressed 
his relief at finding that 
Lord Olivier was not, 
after all, an advocate of 
** scuttle.” A thought- 
ful speech on the diffi- 
culties inherent in de- 
mocratic government — 
with special reference 
to India, but capable of 
much wider application 
— camefrom Lord Bal- 
four: a Sf lid contribu- 
tion to political science. 

It is impossible not 
to sympathise with the 
Prime Minister, Not 
merely is he exposed to 
two fires, from the Con- 
servatives in front and 
the Liberals on hisflanh, 
which at any moment 


it quite fair to suggest that Mr. 
McNeill’s action in moving the ad- 
journment was dictated merely by a 
desire to influence the Burnley Election? 
Was that not Mr. Henderson’s object 
in making the sjieech ? 

No debate on the Treaty of Versailles 
would be complete without a speech 
from Mr. Llotd George. After rather 
unkindly observing that this was not 
the first time that the Home Secretary 
had been corrected for an indiscretion — 
a reference to the famous “mat ” inci- 
dent — he declared that “revision” was 
the most dangerous word that could be 
used in reference to the Treaty, and 
congratulated the Prime Minister on 
his repudiation of it. 

Mr. Baldwin also expressed bis satis- 
faction at this result of the debate, and 
only regretted that Mr. MacDonald had 



Customer, “‘Wiggles weekly,* please.” 

Slu ^ Tce ^ er , **I*ve sold our, iMiss, but, ip you*bb beading the sebial, 
’Abold is saved afteb ms fall down the peecipice.” 


may converge and destroy him, but he 
finds more immediately dangerous foes 
in those of his own household, who blurt 
out their individual opinions without 
any regard to the carefully-cbcum- 
scribed policy announced by their chief. 

The latest and most flagrant offender 
is the Home Secretary, who told the 
electors of Burnley that, in his opinion, 
the revision of the Treaty of Versailles, 
both in its territorial arid economic 
aspects, was very much overdue. 

No wonder Mr. MacDonald was 
annoyed that “Uncle Arthur” of all 
people — ^the vir pietate gravis of the 
^^^ity — ehould have butted in ” like 
this and thereby imperilled the success 
of bis painstaking efforts to improve 
our relations with Prance. 

It was human nature, perhaps, that 
he should wreak his wrath upon the 
man who called his attention to the 
speech and not — ^publicly, at any rate — 
upon the man who made it. But was 


not been equally clear in his reply when 
the question was first raised. 

Thursday j February 28th , — ^The Lords 
gave a Second Reading to the Treaty of 
Peace (Turkey) Bill, Lord Parmoor, 
observing that the “master-architect” 
of the Treaty was present, contented 
himself with a brief exposition of the 
financial details, and left Lord Quezon 
to deal with its general aspects. The 
“master architect” was obviously de- 
lighted to have the chance of retelling 
the story of Lausanne in language oc- 
casionally less diplomatic than hb would 
have had to employ if he had still been 
at the Foreign Office. 

After the excitements of yesterday 
the proceedings in the Commons were 
unusually tame. At Question-time 
Viscount Ourzon urged that the police- 
men engaged on traffic-regulation should 
be clad in white overalls — he would 
hate, I gather, to run down a constable 
without noticing him. The official view, 


however, appeared to be that white 
overalls would not long remain white 
in London conditions, and that motor- 
ists who desired to avoid collision witli 
the law should moderate their speed. 

The Government’s proposals for help- 
ing the farmer to free himself from the 
domination of the middleman by setting 
up marketing and co-operative societies 
were explained by Mr. Buxton and well 
received in all quarters. Several Con- 
servatives, however, complained that 
the Bill did little or nothing for the 
agricultural labourer, and was in that 
respect less satisfactory than the meas- 
ure outlined by the late Government. 

By ten o’clock Government business 
was concluded, but the Liberal back- 
benchers managed to keep the House 
sitting for nearly^ an hour while they 
talked about nothing in particular. The 
announcement of Mr. 
Henderson’s victory at 
Burnley caused a mo- 
mentary flicker of in- 
terest, during which 
Mr. Maxton and Mr. 
LInsburt amused 
themselves by invading 
the Front Opposition 
Bench. 

Friday, February 29th, 
—The Bill for equalis- 
ing the franchise as be- 
tween men and women 
secured a Second Read- 
ing by a surprisingly 
large majority. Mere 
men might have coun- 
tered the arguments of 
an Adamson, but could 
not, on this day of all 
days, resist the massed 
blandishments of the 
daughters of Eve. The 


Duchess of Atholl manfully advocated 
delay ; but the eloquence of Miss 
Jewson, Mrs. Wintringham and Lady 
Astor on the other side easily carried 
the day. ss============^^ 

THE HOME HAZARDS. 

Booby-traps of mops and buckets 
Bruise my vulnerable skin ; 

Every craven pail has struck its 
Cruel edge upon my shin ; 

Bridget loves to leave the junk her 
Art requires in every room ; 

I wiU seek the softer bunker, 

Slice into the kindlier broom. 

I have tried to smile and pardon ; 
Tin to-day I *ve lived in hope ; 

But it really comes too hard on 
Middle age to tread on soap ; 

I have slithered down the stairway ; 
Black and blue adorn the buff ; 

I will go and seek the fairway 
Since my house is in the rough. 



WITHIN THE WALLS OF TROY. 


Trojan Citizen [to artist fri&nd). ^'Well, what think you op this, example op the boasted Geeek sculptube?'’ 
Trojan Artist, “Pooh I Nothing in it.” 


BOTHWAYS FILMS, LTD. 

A FILM has recently been released in 
which two separate endings are pro- 
vided. One is the conventional happy 
ending, and is said to be mainly for 
consumption in the provinces. The 
other, \^ich is tragic, is intended for 
the more enlightened West End. 

This step is but the beginning of a 
far-flung plan of campaign, in which 
the cinema industry aims at taking the 
world's great stories and producing 
variations of them to suit everybody. 

The advance proofs of propaganda on 
behalf of one of the first of these two- 
edged productions have fallen into my 
hands, and I hasten to pass them on 
to the wider public they deserve. 

The matter, I believe, is known as 
‘ * dope " in the inner circles of the indus- 
try. It is intended for cinema-exhib- 
itors throughout the country, 
Botsways Films, Limited, ^present 
a startling novelty of unexampled 
originality. Early release. Capacity 
btisiness giiaranteed. 

AS YOU LIKE IT, 

This super-monster film is of course 
a screen adaptation of the world-famous 


story by W. Shaeespeabe. Your pa- 
trons will love it for its irresistible 
thrills, its moving charm, its beautiful 
exquisite scenery and its immortal story 
of passion and prejudice. 

Their pleasure 'will be your profit. 
A scintillating success, a love comedy 
of age-old England, featuring Queenie 
B. Quiz. It took twenty-five years to 
grow, in the neighbourhood of Los An- 
geles, a suitable forest in the romantic 
style of Arden for this production. 
BooTv miv ! 

On the reverse of this characteris- 
tically modest announcement is a state- 
ment headed : — 

Note foe eeally Enlightened 
Exhibitors. 

We are offering this superb story 
in another form for exhibition before 
special audiences who have risen above 
the stupid convention of the happy 
ending. The title of this alternative 
rendering is Bosalind's Bue, or As 
They Rated It, 

Owing to the masterly acting of 
Lindsay Gripes, the famous portrayer 
of the eerie, the gloomy and the tragic, 
we are able to state without fear of 
contradiction that for sheer cumulative 


horror the final scene, where the 
melancholy Jaques is brought to a 
ghastly end through his chance meet- 
ing with a fool in the forest, has never 
been surpassed. 

Out-miserables Les Misirahles, 

The doom of the exiled Duke, the 
terrible vengeance of the Court wrest- 
ler, the hopeless bitterness to which 
the unhappy Chdando is condemned, 
are three separate triumphs in the 
achievement of the horrible. 

The ill-fated passion of Bosalhid is 
portrayed in a towering human drama 
of love upon the rack. 

No cultured audience will be able 
to resist thei»appeal of Mile, Elqui, 
when as Bosalincl she is confronted 
with her ruthless destiny. 

[A slapstick comedy version of “ King 
Lear'' is also in preparation, entitled 
“ 0 Cordelia 1 ") 


A correspondent, 'writing from an 
Indian tea station of the euphonious 
name of Dam Dim, complains of his 
difll surroundings. Although our know- 
ledge of Hindustani is not extensive we 
are prepared to believe that Dam Dim 
is not a particularly bright spot. 
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SHOP. 

It has now become a recognised in- 
stitution that immediately after tea 
Cordelia, all traces of that most spread- 
ing of meals having ])een removed, is 
handed over to Isabella and myself by 
her exhausted nurse. During the first 
eighteen months of Cordelia's life, Isa- 


w 




ki.llii 


a heart-string or some other important 
feature of the bottom notes’ anatomy. 

At a later stage of her development 
Cordelia, liaving summed us all up, 
decided that we must be kept interested 
and amused. She was only happy when 
Isabella was feverishly dressing and un- 
dressing Hairy and Judy, her first-bom 
twins, while I at the same time was 
raising tottering temples wdth her bricks. 
Then, when all of us were settled, she 
would retire to a comer and read the 
Telephone Directory upside down (I 
mean, of course, the book, not Cordelia) 
and setting some of the more rhythmic 
passages to primitive music. 

Just now her favourite pastime is 
“ shop.” Settling herself in a comer, 
surrounded by a coal-scuttle and a chair, 
she prepares to barter or sell practically 
anything. Actually her stock in trade 
:is wooden bricks, and our currency 
Chinese coins brought to her by some 
friend returning from the East. But 
these are mere symbols of rich goods 
and golden pieces. With an engaging 
smile ' that instantly separates her 
mother from her needlework and her 
father from the pianola, she announces, 

: “ We have very nishe fish 1 ” and for the 
rest of the evening we shop madly, 
filling papei*-bags with all manner of 
merchandise until, heavily laden with 


“Aobowinq passios onGoedeiia’s part 

TO ESTEilPOEIZE A BASS ACOOMPASmEXT.” 

bella had ^ppled with her single- 
handed, until, in fact, a growing percep- 
tion of her parent s* weaknesses had made 
a more vigorous discipline essential to 
Cordelia’s well-being. It was with ill- 
concealed tears that Isabella had handed 
over her charge to a stern-faced but 
excellent nurse, who, after the manner 
of her kind, had insisted upon absolute 
control. It is curious, therefore, to 
reflect, when, after tea, Cordelia has 
wrecked the drawing-room, and the 
revolving bookcase has been converted 
into a creche for her large family, that 
we at any time demurred at sharing her 
control with anybody. 

The idea is, of course, that we arc to 
play with Cordelia; actually Cordelia 
plays with us. I have dpne my best to 
interest her in my own pastimes. For 
several weeks I stmggled to promote a 
love for music in her young heart and 
to that end played diligently upon the 
pianoladuringthesacredhom\ ButCor- 
delia was quick to suspect that I was 
gettingmore enjoyment out of it than she 
was ; and perhaps she wasnot altogether 
wrong. For a short time I persevered, 
but a growing passion on Cordelia’s part 
to extemporize a bass accompaniment to 
the “ Pathetic Syxhphony ” brought our 
studies to a close. They ended on a 
nbte of such strong pathos that it broke 



” For the rest of the evejoxg we shop 

MADLY.” 

yen, or whatever they are, she retires 
to bed. 

So fond indeed is she of this game 
that its practice is, alas ! not confined 
to the drawing-room; On Christmas 
Day, in deference to a wish frequently 
expressed, Isabella and I took her to 
church. Except for a little laughter 
during the lessons, occasioned more, I 


! imagine, by the mannerisms of a lay 
reader than by anything liumorous in 
the text, all went well. The sermon 
produced a few desultory chuckles ; for 
the most part she was entranced by the 
gestures of the man in white jumping 
about in a little box above her head. 

We all rose to our feet and the first 






“We have some very iushh fish 1” 

verse of ** Hark ! the Herald Angels Sing ” 
set the rafters trembling. I began to 
fumble for a sixpence as the sidesman 
started the collection at the far end of 
our pew, which was right in front. As 
he arrived opposite Cordelia, the first 
verse came to a close, and in the silence 
which ensued — a silence emphasized by 
contrast with the volume of sound that 
bad just died away — the sidesman 
stooped and presented his bag. She 
put her head on one side and summoned 
her most disarming smile. Very clearly 
her voice rang through the church : — 

“ Wo have some very nishe fish 1 ” 
The rich notes of the organ covered 
our confusion and partly consoled Cor- 
delia for the sudden withdrawal of the 
embarrassed sidesman. 

At an agricultural meeting 
“ The Chairman thought that it might not 
bo a bad idea if a branch Association for ladies 
were formed. There were many farming 
maters in which they were interested.” j 

South African Pa^er. 

An allusion, we suppose, to “ the milky 
mothers of the herd.” 

Extract from letter of nouveau riche 
travelling in Algeria : — 

“ Have eaten more oranges and dates here 
than ever in my life. We go on into the 
dessert to-morrow.” 

He seems to have gone into it pretty 
well already. ? 




Doctor (finniy), “What tou really heed is to be taken out of yourself,’ 
Patient (apprehensively), “No, no, Doctor! Anything but an operation.” 


PANCAKES. 

Pair was the Bymph Corinda's face, 
Her eyes were bright as candles, 
A coy, capricious, ’woodland gTace 
Untaught in classic scandals ; 
Blue violets in her hair had she, 
White kirtle fell to whiter knee, 

And ne'er a nymph in Arcady 
Could wear such little sandals — 


Deft doth the god, now fast, now slow, 
Entreat her, silveiiy and low, 

Through the dim woods — the nymph 
laughs, ‘‘No, 

Old Hoofs and Horns, oh, no, Sir ! ” 


Little but stoutly wove withal 
In golden straw and pretty ; 

Of proof where slim pine-needles fall 
C)r brookside beach is gritty ; 

So see her trip, 'mid pines and rills, 
i Adown the blue Arcadian hills, 

Her fingers full of daffodils 
And on her lips a ditty. 

The goat-foot god, that antic old, 
Stealing through copse and cover, 
He saw and loved her, for, behold, 

To see her zoas to love her ; 

And surely he had fair excuse 
To blow his reeds with roguish ruse, 
Sweet notes, sweet notes, too oft the 


“ Yet shall she yield ! ” in pique thereat 
Pan vows by him who handles 
Love's armoury, the winged brat 
Whom Aphrodite dandles ; 

Corinda o'er her shoulders threw 
The witchery of eyes of blue 
And mocked, “Good Paunus, an I do, 
By Zeus 1*11 eat my sandals 1 ” 


They 're doffed, they *re dished (to those 
dictates 

Must bow the most capricious), 

And served — but sandals ? golden cates 
Adorn a plate auspicious 1 
So Pan hath changed them, nothing 
loth 

To mock his lord ; and thus her oath 
Corinda kept, and ate them both 
And found them quite delicious. 


But forthwith, fox in prankish craft, 
Pan prays the Boy, the bender 
Of bow that speeds the kindling shaft. 
His quiver's best to send her ; 

Young Mischief takes him joyous 
aim ; 

Down comes his lovely laughing game, 
Who, dimpling all in rosy shame, 

(In short) makes sweet sui-render. 


While on Olympus kindly Zeus, 
Beneath his aznre rafter, 

Espied afar that forest ruse 
With shout of jolly laughter. 

And straightway said it that a meat 
That 's light as fall of little feet 
And slim and gold and trim and sweet 
Should be Pan's Cakes thereafter. 


noose 

That snares such artless plover. 

But not, at once, our heroine ; 

Close goat-foot comes and^closer. 
But, murmurous deep or elfin thin, 
Not yet his pipes engross her; 


Laid is the feast on dewy lawn, 

When lo, what jovial thunder 
Sets satyr, oread and faun 
Agape in awe and wonder ? 

*The echo rolls from hill to hill — 

■“An oath on Zeus e’en nymphs fulfil ; 
Her sandals hide Corinda toill 
Hat here and noio thereunder** 


So now, if pancakes crowm the feast;, 
Be no unclassic vandals ; 
Remember Father Pan at least 
And that rapt reed he handles ; 
Recall Corinda, say that she 
Was rosiest nymph in Arcady, 

And name, in compliment to me. 
This story of her sandals. 


“Motor-Car Charge Fails.’’ 

Headline in Daily Paper, 

I Our congratulations to the pedestrian. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[March 6 , 1924 . 


AT THE PLAY. 


Kite ” (Kingswat). 

It was a happy thought to bring 
together a num})er of the airs of old 
folk-songs and chanteys in the form of 
a ‘‘ fantastic ballad-opera.” The thread 
on 'which these pearls were stiung may 
have been a little thin; but the plot 
was never a strong feature of musical 
comedies, and here at least we had as 
good music, in this kind, as the heart 
could desire. 

It is always a harder thing to invent 
w'ords for given tunes than tunes for 
given words, and in this difiBcult task the 
chief maker of the lyrics [incognito) did 
well. He even contrived, in the un- 
avoidable absence of a mother and babe, 
to utilise an old lullaby for the require- 
ments of a full-gi'own bo'sun and bis 
recumbent officer. The woi'k of the 
author of the play (also anonymous) 
was less satisfactory and bis motive 
was a little obscure. The dialogue — 
there was not much of it, as everybody 
preferred singing and dancing to talking 
— bad so little disiinction in it that one 
was inclined to interpret the author’s 
idea as a serious attempt to burlesque 
the commonplaces of a certain type of 
musical entertainment, with its familiar 
stock of village maidens, gallant tars, 
jolly smugglers and the rest. But this 
view did not account for the intro- 
duction of a nautical \dllain obviously 
modelled on the lines of Captain Hook 
(himself a figure of burlesque), and of a 
female villain in the broad comic style 
that one associates with the male im- 
personations of pantomime. In the end 
one concluded that the kindest course 
w’ould be to impute to the author no 
particular intention beyond that of pro- 
viding something just strong enough 
: to hold together this delightful assort- 
ment of old-timo numbers. 

So generous was the supply of these 
airs tliat a brace of heroes and heroines 
were required to cope with them. Of 
the two heroes, the part of J ack Manleg^ 
officer in the King’s Navy, was sung 
admirably by Mr. Gregory Stroud. 
He came on much too late, but made 
some amends for this by combining his 
public duty to his Sovereign with the 
private avocation of a smuggler. The 
same iivegular combination was illus- 
trated in the person of his faithful 
I bo’sun, Ben Bobstay^ played by Mr. 
Bredeeick EAN:y:iOW, who was in excel- 
lent voice and had the right traditional 
breeziness. 

Of the corresponding heroines, whose 
social strata were less easily distin- 
guished, Kate, affianced to the ofBcer, 
enjoj' ed an enormous popularity among 
the residents of Codingham (sujier- 


Shakespearean namesake, of whom it 
was said: — 

“ None of us cared for Kate ; 

' For she had a ton^c with a tang, 

Would cry to a sailor, ‘ Go hang ! * " 

A perfect lady, our Kate would^ never 
have allowed such an expression to 
cross her lips in addressing any of these 
nautical folk, though it miglit aptly rc- i 
present her dashing attitude towards* 
the naval villain, whom she foiled in| 
his attempt to bring her lover to irerdi- 1 
tion, thus fulfilling the promise of the 
sub-title, “Love will find out the way.” 
Miss Marjorie Gordon was very at- 



mare), 


very different from her 




UNREQUITED LOYE TRYING TO 
“FIND OUT THE WAY.’» 

La<hj Bagsioio Miss Sydney Fair- 

brother. 

Sir Gregory Galhoiise, 

Bt Mr. Percy Parsons. 

tractive as this heroine, but not better 
than Miss Nellie Brieecliffe in the 
parallel part of Hannah May dew, the 
beloved of Ben Bohstay, 

For myself I liked best the perform- 
ance of "Mr. Percy Parsons as the 
sinister Sir Gregcrry Gallioiise, Bt He 
looked the pai-t, sang and acted it with 
great resolution and generally kept 
things moving. The farcical humour of 
Lady Bagstoiv, Iris companion in crim- 
inal design, was not quite in the picture. 
Everybody, herself included, imagined 
that she had disposed of her first hus- 
band by administering pink poison to 
him — a crime that she w^as j)repared to 
repeat in the case of Jack Manley, be- 
ing unaware that the lethal drops con- 
sisted of coloured water. The subsequent 
discovery of this fact satisfied her that 
she had been inadvertently innocent of 


the murder of her liusband, who had 
happened just then to die on his own 
account. Miss Sydney Faiebrother, 
who, of course, has no equal among act- 
resses for broad humour, played the part 
with all her ^velL-known facial resource. 

But I come back to my point that 
the play was not the thing — and never 
pretended to be. It was just a simple 
setting for a charming collection of old- 
world numbers, cleverly orchestrated. 
For such an entertainment there ought 
to be a very w-ide demand among the 
vast public who delighted in Polly and 
The Beggar's Opera. 

“The Camel’s Back” (Playhouse). 

A Postscript, 

\ Being greatly disturbed to find that 
I had differed irom other reviewers in 
assuming that the ‘ ‘ camel” was the hus- 
band and not the wife, I have been at the 
pains of revisiting Mr. Maugham’s farce 
to see where I had gone wrong. And I 
I came to the conclusion that there was 
nobody in the play who bore any real 
resemblance to an overloaded camel ; 
or, alternatively, that, if there was, it 
was the husband. His back certainly 
suffered more than anyone else’s in the 
play : he had to endm^e his wife’s con- 
fession of unfaithfulness and he had to 
bear the indignity of being treated by 
the whole house as insane. It is true 
that he had a bit of kick left in him, 
which is not usual with camels after the 
last straw, but the fact remains that he 
sustained far more inconvenience than 
any other character, and that he was 
the only one who emerged with a back 
less stiff than at the start. 

But Mr. Maughaivi seems to have 
thought otherwise; for towards the end 
he makes the man’s mother (refeiring 
to an early scene with his wife) say to 
him, “ My dear, you shouldn’t have told 
her that she dressed too. young; that 
teas the last straw." Now in this early 
scene he had passed several impolite 
reflections on his wife, which she had 
received with cynical calm and no indi- 
cation whatever of any damage to her 
spine. She had simply made a quiet re- 
solve to take her revenge ; to chasten 
his pomposity and put him in liis place. 
This was not the behaviour of a camel 
with” a broken back, but of a worm on 
the tiuTQ, though nobody could have 
looked less like a worm thanMiss Madge 
Titheradge. Mr. Maugham seems to 
have got his proverbs mixed and not to 
have quite decided whether to say that j 
‘‘ Even a camel wiU turn,” or that It ’s i 
the last straw that breaks the worm’s I 
back.” If he must employ zoological 
imagery, I wish he -would get it right 
and mot put me to the trouble of this 
long-winded defence of roy intelligence 
as if I were Mr. Bernard Shaw. O. S. 
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‘'Back to Methuselah'’ (Couet). 

IV. — Til a Tragedy of an Elderly 
Gentleman. 

VVe skip another eight centuries and 
are pitchforked into 3000 a.d. Much 
has happened. The English Long-lived 
have increased and multiplied and ap- 
parently now occupy the British Isles. 
The Irish liave long deserted Ireland in 
search of a grievance. The short-lived 
English, with the Scots and Welsh, 
have moved East, and the capital of the 
British Empire is Bagdad. 

The Temple of the Oracle of the 
Long-lived, to which come pilgrimages 
from all the world over to seek advice, 
is in Galway, and on this fine morning 
thereis discovered sitting on a bollard on 
Burrin Pier an elderly Englishman from 
Bagdad, with frock-coat, grey felt hat 
and spats complete: an odd survival, 
because, as we have seen, eight hundred 
years ago the English had already got 
rid of that tubular fetish, the trousers, 
and it is inconceivable that any race 
that managed to escape this horror 
would ever voluntarily surrender to it 
again — especially in Bagdad. 

The long-lived folk are divided into 
primaries, secondaries and tertiaries, ac- 
cording as they are in their first, second 
or third century of life. Longevity has 
not, I may say at once, improved their 
manners. Two secondaries and a pri- 
mary bait the old gentleman in turn un- 
mercifully, and when he is exasperated be- 
yond endurance to the point of puttingup 
a counter-attack the primary, a flapper 
of fifty, thinks seriously of killing him. 
They have no sense of humour — ^it is a 
secondary who says, “ I have not laughed 
for a hundred-and-fifty years ” — and I 
never could discover that they did any 
serious work except in the power-station. 
When any short-lived stranger wan- 
dered from his guide this guide got into 
touch with the nearest power-station, 
which promptly “isolated ” the culprit 
and prevented his moving. 

The long-lived did not sleep after the 
age of ninety or so. My impression is 
that they were desperately bored, and 
that stranger-baiting had become the 
chief national industry. 

The second scene gives us a rag, even 
more elaborate, of a General Aufsteig, 
who is apparently but mystifyingly no 
other than Napoleon, and possibly also 
a re-incarnation of our old friend. Gain. 
He has come to consult the Oracle (a 
secondary), whom he tries to impress 
with his magnetic eye. But a secondary 
has only to look fixedly at a short-lived 
person to make him gibber with fear. 
Thus is the Man of Destiny reduced to 
his proper proportions. (In arguing 
about war there is, of course, no need to 
be fair to warriors.) We leave the great 

EXPEEIENCES OP A VISITOE WHO HAD PEEVIOUSLY EXPEESSED THE 
OPIKION THAT “JUMPING WALLS MUST BE EATHEE MONOTONOUS.” 

man isolated hard by the statue of Sir 
John Falstaff, which had been erected 
towards the end of the “ pseudo-Ohrist- 
ian civilization” by statesmen who dis- 
covered that cowardice was really the 
great patriotic virtue. 

And now it is the turn of the British 
envoy, the old gentleman’s son-in-law, 
to consult the Oracle. He is a “ typical 
politician, looking like an imperfectly 
reformed criminal disguised by a good 
tailor.” Again we are getting our man 
of straw. The party, ^ though frankly 
warned by their long-lived guides that 
the whole setting of temple and Oracle 
is a complicated mummery designed to 
impress them, are nevertheless over- 
whelmed when the stage-thunder and 
the strange vapours and general hocus- 
pocus begin. The British envoy gives 
at the knees till fortified by half-a-pint 
of neat brandy from his father-in-law’s 
flask. (By-the-way, the short-lived 
British of 2170 had abolished alcohol, 

evidently not for good and all.) Now 
able to face the terrors of the temple 
with a new courage, he gets to his im- 
portant question, “ Shall we dissolve 
in August or put it off to the Spring ? ” 

It is because the old gentleman will 
not be a party to his son-in-law’s elab- 
orately untruthful interpretation of the 
Oracle’s reply, “Go Home!” that he 
begs to be allowed to stay with the 
long-lived. “ If I go back I shall die 
of disgust and despair.” The Oracle’s 
answer is to hold out her hands to him. 
He grasps them — and dies. It was a 
kinder fate, I trow, than living with 
these insufferable people. 

The elderly gentleman was really 
superbly played by Mr. Scott Sundek- 
LAND. If he had been less skilM we 
could not have escaped being fatigued. 
He made me feel how much nicer the 
mildest and stupidest of old gentlemen 
of an oH school was than th© long-lived 
bores who so much despised him. Miss 
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CAROLI^’E Keith, !Miss Eileen Beldox We have a long and diverting dis- 
and 3Ir. Albert Ingle capably pre- qmsitionbyP^<77?zaZzo7i, a child scientist 
sen ted three long-livers; Air. Osmund who has succeeded in making two appar- 
WiLLsoN was a good Kajyolcon for the ently living statues, on the experiments 
effect required ; AIelville CoorER that resulted in the production of his 
inipressively ridiculous as the envoy, automata, which he finally brings in to 
and Miss Evelyn Hope appropriately exhibit to his friends. After a demon- 


stern and inhuman a? 


Oracle. 


V. — As Far as Thought can Fuacli, 


stration of their accomplishments the 
she-doll bites him in the hand when he is 
tiying to prevent her killing the he-doll, 


W e now transport ourselves to a and the calm way in which his death is 
sunlit glade on a summer afternoon in accepted by his fellows gives fuller in- 
the year 31920 a.d. The glade is in sight into the ways of the quasi-im- 
fact a nursery for the children of the mortals. A disquisition on the folly of 
long-lived. The race is now oviparous, doll-worship by the He-ajicient is ulti- 
It happens that a birth is to take place mately given some show of relevance to 
and the children bring in an immense the main subject by ending with the 
egg, about the details of the production proposition, ‘‘You can create nothing 
of which I could not but feel a euri- but yourself.” The She-ancient relates 
osity which wras left; unsatisfied. Erom an experience of her own when she 
it emerges a veiy precocious baby. She created for herself four heads, and the 
. looks about seventeen and has almost He-ancient thinks it possible he will be 
immediate command of her limbs and able to do without a head at all. 
her powers of speech, and, being Miss At this point, whether overcome by 
Ffeangcon-Davies, is entirely delight- my long ordeal or from mere native 
ful. The other children range from a stupidity, I nearly called aloud for help, 
few months to four jws. At four the If Mr. Shaw is serious to the point, say, 
long-lived begin to be bored with danc- of thinking there is anything in his 
ing and love — a much attenuated affair, brand of creative evolution — he speaks 
anyway— with such toys as art or such of it in the preface as not a spscu- 
foliies as science, and betake themselves lation but as a biological deduction — 
to abstract delights like mathematics, couldn’t we have a serious exposition 
Wo don’t see anybody between the years of a subject sufficiently difficult in itself 
of four and eight hundred or so. A He- for us to wish it not to be obscured by 
ancwit stumbles into the nursery evi- over-elaborate jokes, largely irrelevant 
dently thinking hard of something else, harangues and debates, and the queer- 
And a Sho^anoisnt performs the cere- est and most puzzling freaks of fancy ^ 
mony of cutting open the egg. Both After all, we are EngUsh. Our brains 
are completely bald, excessively solemn, mustn’t be tried too high. And why, I 
enfeely inhuman, not to say positively wonder,- does he assume that length of 
forbidding. The newly-born is examined life will solve our problems? Hasn’t 
bythe and passed as being he himself declared, “Every man over 

fit to live. Theie is, of course, a lethal forty is a scoundrel ” ? There is surely 
chanffier for the i^t. “We don’t hold as good a case for supposing that the 
life cheap here. There are no diseases, shortening of life would improve it 
nopassiqns,noirregularities. But some And then I was recaUed to my better 
day inevitably you are bound to. fall and self by the final eloquence of Lilith in 
break yo^^ neck or be struck by light- her passionate panegyric of the life- 
ning. Otherwise you live, apparently force. Not that I pretend to have 
for the sake of hvmg— the one sacred understood it. I didn’t. I had gradu- 
thingbemgthelife-force. You can never ally grown puzzled beyond recovery 
have too much of hfe, though you do But I got back to the point I had 
get to wish to be free from your body grasped at odd moments during this 
arar eight hundr^ years. . And as protracted exposition — that here was 
there are no dog^ or or birds or a lively serious thinker appalled at the 

pkes, and no dehghu of the eyes in the disp^ity between man’s problems and c 


CASSITBEOTHEOOEACY. 

The Tin Gods are sitting 
Enthroned in the seats 
Once held to be fitting 
For Shelley and Keats ; 
Their cranial expansion 
Is wholly sublime ; 

They deprecate scansion 
And metre and rhyme. 

The Tin Gods are sitting, 
Eed-heeled, yellow-stoled, 
Serenely “ cold-mitting ” 

The idols of old ; 

On Tennyson trampling 
With zest unalloyed, 

And eagerly sampling 
The sewage of Freud. 

'fi :|« 3)c 

The Tin Gods, while splitting 
Our ears with their hoot. 

At last are admitting 
The rifts in their lute — 
Backsliders who babble 
In metrical verse 
Or daintily dabble 
In “inner-rhymed” Erse. 

The Tin Gods are pitting 
Their harlequin tricks 
Against the hard hitting 
Of heavers of bricks ; 

And since they are causing 
More nuisance than fun 
There need be no pausing 
Until the job ’s done. 

The Tin Gods are knitting 
Their brows in dismay 
At the prospect of quitting 
The scene of their sway ; 

But, while their sad atat’s 
Are frequent and shrill, 

You ’ll find none but dry ej^es 
On Helicon’s Hill. 

The Tin Gods are flitting, 

And owls of ill fame, 
Too-whooing, too-whitting, 

Their passing proclaim. 

But, since Dr. Bridges 
Goes on as before, 

Calm reigns on thy ridges, 

Blest Hill of the Boar. 

“Cricket Coach, experienced, married, re- 


I can imagine thunder-storms ndw^caTokaTn^wTS into a seS 

1 •* -I consideration of the same disquieting Smie^ajpernextdaij. 

XI cHaptei; of subject. That I had a good deal to be should like to know who gave it to 

the cy<^we have an entertamihg debate grateful for. And that if we hadn’t our and so promptly too ! 

on art betw^n the youngsters, among G. B. S. it would certainly be necessary * 

whom are two sculptors and a high- for our soul’s health to invent him x ** <^cok-General (experienced) wanted ; good 
brow maiden with an art-complex— a The members of ^ session; ^250; another, recently 

debate settled against the claimf^ art nn the 3 • 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By 2Ii\ Puncli/s Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I sHALii be surprised if the Byron centenary, which is 
upon us in April, produces anything more masterly and 
illuminating than Byron: The Last Journey, 1828-182^ 
(Constable). Thanks to Mr. Murray's loan of Lady Dor- 
chester’s papers, Mr. Harold Nicolson is able to put 
forward new evidence as to the manner of Byron’s death ; 
and his own political acumen is responsible for a useful 
chapter on its foimal cause, the Greek War of Independence. 
But these are only subsidiary attractions. The book opens 
with the Blessingtons’ visit to Genoa in April, 1823. 
There was very little Ghilde Harold left by that time. Onlj' 
a ‘‘pale little man . . . with vrisps of aubum-grey hair,” 
full of unseemly confidences and pitiful ingiutiations. Lady 
Blessington wrote in her diary, “I have seen Lord Byron: 
and am disappointed.” But she 
was to eat her words. As Mr. 

Nicolson says, “She passed 
through those several stages of 
preconceived admiration, of irri- 
tated disapproval, of amused 
understanding, of profound and 
poignant sympathy, which we 
should traverse ourselves.” We 
do traverse them. At least I 
knovT I did. Before Byron 
left Casa Saluzzo — a “broken 
dandy” about to make the ges- 
ture that was to set him right 
with the world — I felt that I had 
reached that last phase of un- 
derstanding. Byron lavished all 
he had at mssolonghi. “ I must 
do all I can for the ancients.” 

Unluckily these were not the 
ancients. What was needed (as 
Napier said to Trelawny) for 
the direction of Greek affairs was 
“two European regiments . . . 
and a portable gallows.” The 
poet had not a reliable friend in 
the place. Trjelawny, the self- 
seeker, was gone. Count Gamba, 
the Guiccioli’s brother, was 
a kindly simpleton. “Major” 

Parry, the most vivid of Byron’s 
last biographers, was a ruffian. As for the doctors — ^well, 
thanks to the Dorchester papers, their incapacity is even 
moie. obvious than it used to be. Mr, Nicolson knows h's 
Missolonghi and reconstructs the ghastly last act with 
thrilling precision. But the final appeal of liis book will be 
its just and merciful exposition of the heart of Byron, 

The Widow's House (Cape) is by Mrs. EAthlben Coyle, 
who wrote not long ago a novel called Piccadilly, therein 
following in the footsteps of the late Laurence Oliphant. 
Her new book also proclaims itself a novel on its title-page, 
but it is not so much a novel as a curiously careful character- 
study. It concerns a woman — Mrs, Annie Gapgrave — ^whose 
fisherman-husband has been lost off the Dogger. She is pre- 
sented to us in her lonely house in Fleefeway Street, Lenne, 
first refusing and then reluctantly accepting a new lodger, 
one Stephen Host, just appointed to a junior mastership at 
Bede House School. Mrs. Coyle does not unduly flatter her 
heroine. She describes her thus early as “ a plain middle-aged 
woman with large empty eyes and a thick neck.” In fact 
Jfrs. Capgrave is forty and her young lodger not much over 
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Poor Golfer , “ I think the TitouBLE with mb is that I 

STAND TOO NEAR THE BALD BEFORE I DRIVE.” 

Caddie , “May be — an* you often stand too near it 

AFTER YOU DRIVE TOO.” 


twenty; and yet they become engaged in the flfth chapter 
and many in the sixth; and the author contrives to render 
this almost credible, in spite of the presence of a much more 
suitable young lady, dowered with the curious name of 
Isabel Beggary. Isabel, by the way, triumphs in the end, 
most unfairly. But the story in this book counts for very 
little. Mrs. Coyle possesses the faculty of building up 
real men and women, which is to some of us more important 
than anything else in fiction. We can see Mrs, Capgrave 
and Stephen and his invalid mother and Isabel, and even 
the dead husband, who seems to pervade the widow’s house, 
laughing silently at the thought of being supplanted by 
another. The painting is stippled, the drawing done by a 
succession of tiny lines, but the effect is^ singularly real. 
The style is sometimes a little irritating in its perpetual 
struggle after fine shades, its perpetual detached sen- 
tences, ending invariably with three dots. And just 

occasionally Mrs. Coyle permits 
herself a statement that seems 
to be formed with an eye to 
sound rather than sense. 1 can- 
not, for example, even 'guess 
what she intended to convey 
when she wrote, on p. 131, the 
sentence, “ Life is never a pro- 
totype of desire.” 

Eeconipence (Constable), the 
sequel to Simo7t Galled Peter, is 
very largely written in the style 
and mood of war propaganda. 
It is crude, facile, violent,, looks 
neither before nor behind and 
deals with the vastest and most 
subtle issues at a pace which 
makes intellectual scrupulosity 
impossible. Yet its South African 
opening — ^for Private Peter Gra- 
ham, D.O.M., betakes himself 
for demobilisation to Basutoland 
—is a good straightforward piece 
of story - telling ; atmosphere, 
characterisation and episode 
combine to make it enjoyable; 
and it was with very real re- 
gret, which the upshot more 
than justified, that I saw Peter, 
badly wounded by a native thief, 
carried back to civilization under the supervision of Julie. 
Julie, whose war-time reflations with Peter Mr. EoBERr 
Keable kindly allowed me to gather from internal evidence, 
had been nursing her passion and small casualty cases in a 
hospital at Maritzburg until such time as it should please 
her late lover to materialise. However she quite under- 
stood when Peter became convalescent enough to assure her 
that he had no vocation for marriage ; and after a friendly 
tour together in the Canaries — which Peter, alone, extended 
to Spain — ^the couple returned to England separately. Peter 
entered a Carthusian monastery with a parting injunction 
to Julie to “ carry on ” ; and this she did, though not per- 
haps in a strictly Carthusian sense, with the unhappily- 
married surgeon of a, fin-de-sidcle nursing-home. The last 
half of the book is given over to the schemes and activities 
of a secret society of philanthropic Neo-Malthusians, among 
whom Julie, you are led to infer, finds the mundane equiva- 
lent of Peter's vocation. It is all very irresponsible and 
absurd, with quite enough genuine appreciation of the 
world’s anguish to render its irresponsibihty and absurdity 
doubly depressing. 
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Mr. Sidney Carroll, but recently 
retired from the post of dramatic critic 
to The Sunday Times, made for himself 
a reputation for outspoken comment on 
the work of authors and players. A 
selection of his views and visions is 
reprinted in Some Dramatic Opinioiis 
(White). He consistently stresses 
some important points, such as that 
the duty of the stage is to serve as a 
model for cultured English speech, 
which by general consent it at present 
is not ; and that the prime function of 
a critic is candour, which he himself 
practised and for which, I suspect, he 
I has a natural gift. Mr. Carroll cer- 
I tainly has a fine enthusiasm for the 
I theatre and a considerable knowledge 
; of its history and current experimental 
i work at home and abroad. It is per- 
^ haps not always or even generally pos- 
sible to agree with his critical judg- 
ments or his rather easy habit of mak- 
ing wide generalisations — which, to do 
him justice, he is not afraid to qualify 
almost to the point of cancellation. It 
would seem that his main object is to 
get immediate attention for something 
which he feels intensely at the time 
rather than to build up a body of con- 
sistent doctrine. This has an effect 
of lively spontaneity which gives to 
his very readable comments more value 
perhaps as stimulants and counter- 
irritants than as food. 
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In Old Sins have Long Shadows (Con- 
stable) Mrs. Victor Biokard draws 

out the shadow of a youthful indiscre- f IH Tf 1 u U 

tion to a length of twenty years. At the ‘ 1 

end of that period everything began — ^ 

to happen at once. It was extremely 

unfortunate for poor GJiaiioUe Mistley 

that, after having kept the secret of her '' ^ | 

daughter's birth for so long, a whole ^ 

series of coincidences should suddenly 

threaten to reveal it. The discovery ^ — 

of a letter by a blackmailing solicitor, C " ^ . 

an unexpected meeting with the father 

of her likeness to her father, the ^ ^ ^ j \ 

inquiries into Anne’s family history answering .he dear). Ake ^ou the Misses ? 

pursued by the haughty relatives of Tramp, “Then I think I’d like to see the mastek.” 

the excellent youth to whom she was Lady. “I’m the master too.” 

engaged — all these frightful perils must Tramp. “Oh, are yer? Then I don’t want to see neither op yer. ” 

be confronted at once by the mother of i — • "■ - — 

Anne. Eor Charlotte had resolved that at all costs Anne her- The Smugglers (Palmer) is one of those books from which 
self should be prevented from learning of the bar sinister, a reviewer cannot reap full enjoyment. These two porbly 
Mrs. Victor Biokard skilfully suggests how that resolu- volumes, admirable testimonies to the industry and dis- 
tion, which Charlotte made when, as a young girl, she was crimination of Lord Teig-nmouth and Mr. Charles Harper, 
deserted -by the father of her daughter, became a fixed idea, require to be sipped rather than swallowed. I escaped a 
at once quickening her sense of danger and bewildering her sens© of surfeit, but I did feel that to 'get the maximum 
faculties. Anne herself, a high-spirited, free-thinking young amount of pleasure from these “ picturesque chapters in the 
woman, ’would, I should say, have received the information history of contraband ” ample leisure was required. I was 
with perfect equanimity. Her lover, Michael Stormount, pleased to notice that great care has been taken in distin- 
very properly said at once that so far as he was concerned guishing between “the hardy, hearty and daring f^Ilo^,, 
“it made‘no es^rthly difference—none." But even so the gray- who brought their duty-free goods across the s^, andtho^* 
■est difficulties remained to be overcome ; and their solution is others who, daring also, but often cruel ai^ criifiinal, bandl^ 
an excellent piece of story-telling. I make tny compliments the goods ashore." These latter, frequently mere hireling 
to Mrs. Eickard upon the truth to nature of her conclusion, paid so much for a night's work, were res|)onsible for much 


Ti'a^iip {to severe lady answering the door). “Are you the Missus?” 
Lady. “Tbs.” 

Tramp. “Then I think I’d like to see the master.” 

Lady. “I’m the master too.” 

Tramp. “Oh, are yer? Then I don’t want to see neither op yer. 
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of the cruelty and crime related in these pages ; but many 
of the men who did the sea part of the business were also 
prepared to stick at nothing. Some pretty fights and subtle 
nises are described ; and full justice is done to the desperate 
ventures of the famous Hawkhurst and Aldington “gangs.” 
Finally we are told that, owing to the high duties on foreign 
spirits, a considerable contraband trade has lately sprung up. 
Ibis record, although it has definitely removed some of my 
cherished illusions about smugglers, has my warmest re- 
commendation. The illustrations are for the most part 
excehent, though Mr. PxVUL Hardy has perhaps given to I 
the faces of some of his smugglers too obvious a s‘amp| 
of villainy. 

If a book that is intended to 
amuse me succeeds in making 
me laugh, even once, aloud I 
always reckon that it has, as 
it were, won the game. By 
this test Miss M. STORii 
Jameson’s Lady Susan and 
Life (Chapman and Dodd) is a 
winner ; but, to be quite honest, 

I must admit that against the 
one laugh and quite a lot of 
smiles I have to set an almost 
equal amount of impatience. 

Lady^ Susan, who discourses 
sweetly, general.y from a sola, 
is a mixture of fool and knave, 
yet in herself not unattractive ; 
but the doings of the society 
shefrequent^!, and particularly 
of her ftiend Muriel Vei^schotti 
seem to me, as one who has 
never seen the like in any walk 
of life, more than improbable 
and occasionally a little dis- 
gusting. Her husband Jaines 
and her daughter Jane take 
minor parts in the dialogues, 
but it is Lady Susan all 
through who points the lack 
of moral while she adorns the 
tale. The question that really 
intrigues one, however, is how 
Miss Jameson, priestess of 
the gloomy and stormy and 
passionate, came to write such 
a book as tliis^ She calls it 

‘ an indiscretion.” I frankly 

confess that I found it ratner astonishing. 

The new romance by the author of Three W’eeJcs is simply 
phenomenal” — its supreme banality of style suitably mated 
to poverty of thought and lack of anything like plausible ob- 
^iwation of character, Laline Lester, irresistible American 
heiress, meets DavidLammit, entirely unsusceptible American 
major, possessor of unfathomable eyes. Every two years or 
so Mb habit is to toy with one of the sex he so profoundly 
despises. On the way over to Eiurope on an immensely 
mj>ortantsecret service mission he decides totoy withDaZwic. 

(Duckworth) before his mission 
and oxides to continue the toying. His defences are weaken- 
ing. The queercouple are conducted by a half-witted old padre 
to a dug-out, wherein Laline explodes a booby-trap which 
imprisons the three. The old man lives just long enough to 
marry them. They have six bars of chocolate and their love 
to sustain them while for five days they try to dig a way 


and hack. Superb close-up. 



out, after burying the poor padre in the next room. When 
the chocolate was finished David “ cut a vein, not an artery, 
on the outside of his arm ” and revived her with his blood! 
The rescuers come on the sixth day. David, hardy fellow, 
departs immediately on his secret mission, leaving a note 
for Laline with the chambermaid, who naturally forgets to 
deliver it. Later Laline finds it necessary to make a hasty 
marriage of convenience with a dull Englishman. . . , “There 
was a noise of galloping horses’ hoofs on the stones of the 
cloisters” just as the bishop was asking objectors to speak 
or for ever hold their peace. David I — back by aeroplane 

“ And so presently they were 
married properly in London ; ” 
and we hope no inconvenient 
questions were asked. 

Mr. Graham Sutton, in TFIio 
Travels Alone (Brentano), 
gives careful and clever studies 
of John Brett, a painter of 
genius, s^ndLoiEustaceBellarny, 
who dabbled in all the Arts 
without making an honest at- 
tempt to master any of them. 
But the dominating figure in 
the story is really B^re Baudin, 
a great teacher of painting, 
who, believing profoundly in 
John, determined to protect 
him from anybody and any- 
thing that interfered with Art. 


protector. At first he be- 
came engaged to a girl who 
was- at heart a Philistine, 
though she wanted, or thought 
that she wanted, to be a Bo- 
hemian. Baudin, gloriously 
rude to this posing young wo- 
man, was mainly instrumental 
in getting rid of her. Then 
real love came to John, with 
results which I must not ex- 
pose. Amusing sketches of 
minor characters add to the 
charm of a tale well told and 
worth telling. 


Dramatic Days at the Old 
Bailey (Stanley Paul) should 
be taken in small doses. Mr. Charles Kingston, as those 
of us who know his previous works would expect, has 
inany enthralling incidents to relate. At times he is uninten- 
tionally amusing by reason of the seriousness of his enthu- 
siasm for his subject, as when in the following passage he 
gently rebukes the public for its defective education : “ The 
arrest and punishment of M'Cann, the murderer, teems with 
melodrama and human interest, and is not so well known as 
it ought to be.” Of all his dramatic episodes I derived the 
greatest nmnber of thrills from the one called “.A remark- 
able American social drama ” — ^the case of Daniel Sickles. 
And of his tales I give high place to the one in which a 
prosecuting counsel asks a witness what he had said to a 
certain person at whose house he had called. The defending 
barrister promptly objected to the question, and a very long 
palaver took place before the judge decided that it could be 
put. Again the witness was asked the question, and his 
answer was, “ He was out, Sir.” 
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CHARIVARIA ' touch with the famous boxer, mentioning .■I man living in Hitehin fainted when 

v/n/\m tljgir -^eights and favourite flowei-s. scolded by his wife and did not regain 

“iiARS IS rapidly approaching onr consciousness for two days. Some men 

planets announces a morning paper. The Daily Mail regards as a matter get all the luck. ... ... 

It is obvious therefore that it has no of importance the fact that the Foreign 

idea that the spring-cleaning season is Office is being repainted. To allay any A writer in a ladies' journal suggests 
just starting. ... ... fear of alarm we are asked to say that that all manied men should wear wed- 

the building is not being painted red. ding rings. This simple expedient 
According to an astronomical article would save the time of discriminating 

the red planet will shine thirty-four A French duel was recently post- ladies, especially during Leap Year. 


times as brilliantly as it does now. It poned so that one of the principals 
should be clearly understood, however, could perform an operation. Appar- 


A school-boy of fifteen has succeeded 


that this forms no part of the Govern- ently they were determined to shed in communicating with TJ.S.A. by 


ment programme. 


some blood, anyhow. 


“Coalisnot the only thing sold for Mr. Winston Churchill lias ex- 
heating nowadays,” declares a eontem- pressed the view that the world is sick 
porary. - Unfortunately, how’ever, the of war. It is understood to be Iiis 

other stuff is generally ~ 

sold under that name. , i i. i 


Sir Egbert Bird has 
received his first sum- 
mons for exceeding the 
speed limit, we - read. 
Quite a number of 
motorists have had to 
start in a small way like 
tnat. .« 




less. Age is on his side ; he may grow 
out of it in time. 


Mr. Edmund Dulac says that artists 
ought not to be compelled to pay income- 
tax. But it ’s a gi’aceful 
compliment to suggest 
- that any of them can. 


B 


The Bishop of Lon- 
don says, I like lining 
unpopular. It shows I 
am right.” Many a 
football referee will feel 
quite puffed after 
this 


A daily paper men- 
tions that the scientific 
formulafor Tetrohydro- 
phenyibutylene has 
been filmed. This will 
be a load off the minds 
of those persons who 
thought it wouldn’t be. 

air. JjjoiY Wilde 
has announced that he 
will not fight again. 
Quite'a number of those 
who stiH go into the 








Mother, “I hope you remembered what I told you— you didn’t ask 

rOR ANYTHING?” 

Little Girl, “No, Mother, I didn’t ask, but every now and then I 
SAID, * Crumbs ! I am hungry r and they gave ivib something on their own.” 


Owing to coast eros- 
ion the Channel is 1x5- 
coming wider. Mr. 
MacDonald had better 
hurry up before the 
breach gets too big. 

-I*- :1: 

A French author of 
serial stories has been 
captm*ed . by bandits. 
“ They order,” said I, 
“ this matter better in 
France.” 


’t-f'Utle “INO, mother, a didn't .ask, but every now and then a 

ling seem to have said, ‘Crumbs ! I hungry!’ and they gave ivtB something on their own.” , , ® J 

made the same deci- skulls were recently 

sion while keeping it a secret. considered opinion, however, that the found under the floor of a house in 

world can stand a little more of Mr. Westminster. This sounds like an in- 
• “ What is Bridge ? ” asked the Lord Churchill. .. dication of an early Parliament. 

Chief Justice during the hearing of a *•' . 

ease at Surrey Assizes. While it is Pyjamas in lacquer effects, usually Canon Barnes said recently that tlie 
cheering to knaw that the high legal with a great deal of scarlet and gold men who by superior mental power 
traditions of this country ai’e being about them, are being trimmed with ought to mould the thought of their 
maintained, there is a persistent ru- dyed marabout,” says a fashion note, time are ignored. We felt just like 
mour to the effect that his Lordship The consciousness that our own sleep- this when we had our first manuscript i 
knew all the time. ing costume is comparatively unsmart sent back to us. * 

distobs our slumbers. 

All members of the Metropolitan Areturned traveller says that a Jap- 

Police Force have been invited to visit A ten-round contest at Wilkesharre anese girl is never awlvward in her move- 
Wembley in order to study the British (Pa.) ended in a fight between a boxer ments. There would then appear to 
Empire Exhibition grounds. This and a referee. We still hope to hear of be no opening there for tennis photo- 
should enable them to identify the a contest in which a boxer fights a graphers. 

place should anybody steal it. boxer. ‘ 

❖ , :i« * The assertion m a morning paper thi^ 

It is rumoured In New York that Mrs. J. M. Power, the oldest woman shingled hair is going ojxt of fesb|an 
Miss Mat Deverbux, a famous horse- inAmeriea, aged 114, smokes a corn-cob was contradicted in an evening ..^per. , 
woman, isengagedtoMr.JACKDEMPSEY. pipe and is reported as saying that This lack of unanimity in the Pr^ is 
Itissaddthat if there are any rivals for women in her day never swore and conducive to veryseriousunicest in West 
the lady’s hand they should get into riisrely whistled. And they didn t smoke. Kensington. 
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1 — 

1 THE HESOURGES OF CIYiLISATION. 

1 Timothy is still vexed with me. An 

I unreasonable attitude. I will put it to 
you to Judge whether I was really to 
blame. I told him not to stay up for 
me because I should probably look in 
at a music-hall and l3e late. I happened 
to change my mind. Veiy well. What 
is there in that ? I came back to his 
flat at half-past nine. I was to stay 
with him for two days. I had never 
been in his fiat before. I Icne^v nothing 
of Timothy's troubles. What I did 
then would have been done, I maintain, 
by anybody. 

Naturally enough 1 was annoyed to 
find Timothy had gone to bed. At 

any rate I supposed he had gone to bed. 
He was not in his sitting-room. I 
poured out a whisky-and-soda, took 
one of his cigars and got a book. I sat 
down by the fire, and I suppose that 
after fifteen minutes or so I must have 
begun to doze a little. Anywa^^ I re- 
member realising witli a start that 
somebody, somewhere, not inside the 
room, was talking. Yes, it was on the 
other side of the wall. And such con- 
secutive, such mannered talking. Tim- 
othy in his sleep ? I wondered. I went 
out into the passage and listened at his 
door. No, it was not Timothy, cer- 
tainly. Good heavens ! it was — no, it 
couldn’t be — ^yes, it was— well, I 
not give you his- name— a household 
word; that name, wherever the English 
language is spoken. And here he was, 1 
for some reason or other, making. a 
household speech to Timothy. Then, 
of course, I realised what it was — the 
Loud Speaker. - 

Timothy was listening-in to the 
night’s- programme all on. his ov\ti, and 
I had been missing ik- Very much 
annoyed, I opened his bedroom door. 
The room was absolutely dark. There 
was soni4thmg father eerie about the 
polished periods^! that famous states- 
man rollmg but into the blackness of 
Timothy’s little room, and punctuated 
now and then by Timothy’s tremendous 
snores. I switched bn the light. 

The speeches of the annual dinner of 
the Tinsmiths’ Company came to an 
end, and gave way to the urbane voice 
of 2LO. ,A poet was to give readings 
from his own works. He gave them. 
A el^hf and flute-like message. I turned 
out tho’^eetric light for- this and lis- 
tened enraptured, entranced, as a man 
listens to a nightingale in the first days 
of June. Timothy’ went on snoring. 
The nightingale ceased. 2LO spoke 
again. The Loud Speaker broke sud- 
denly into the strains of the Saveloy 
Dance Band. It was preposterous, I 
felt, to listen to the Saveloy Dance 
Band in the dark. I switched on the 

light again. Imagination conjured up 
the whole gay scene. Involuntarily I 
broke into a few dance steps myself. It 
was not my fault that Timothy had 
left one of his boot-trees in the middle 
of the room. I tripped over it and fell 
against the washhand-stand. I clutched 
at a jug to save myself and pulled it 
over. It broke the basin. A cascade 
of pure cold water fell upon my trousers 
and the floor. 

Timothy awoke. He sat up in bed, 
blinked a little, and then asked me very 
crossly what I was doing. 

“ If it comes to that, what are you 
doing ? ” I said, wiping my clothes with 
one of his towels. 

“ What do you suppose ? ” he 
grumbled. Trying to get a few winks 
of sleep, of coui'se.” 

“ Then why on earth didn’t you 
switch this ofi: ? ” 

‘‘Switch what off*? The light? I 
did.” 

“No, the wireless.” 

“What d’you suppose I have the 
wireless for?” he growled. “Eun? Why, 
it’s the only safe cure for insomnia. 
I ’ve used it for eighteen months, and I 
got off at the beginning of the General 
News to-night; and then you must 
come butting in in the middle of the 
Saveloy Band ! ” 

The Saveloy Band suddenly ceased. 

. “I suppose I shall have to take 
aspirin now,” said Timothy in aggrieved 
tones. “There’s that cursed fellow 
saying Good night.” 

MELODIC DRESS. 

[In an account of a recent Society gathering 
a well-known lady was described as wearing 

symphony in black and white.”] 

The wedding of the popular Society 
favoui'ite. Miss Val Oury, was celebrated 
yesterday amid a galaxy of wealth and 
fashion. The bride, who was very pale, 
wore a charming little rondino, the prin- 
1 cipal theme of which, carried out -iii 

I white satin, was varied very delightfully 
by episodes in ninon and silver tissue. 
A veil' of old Limerick lace and orange- 
blossoms struck an original note in the 
introductory bars, while silver shoes, re- 
miniscent of the second episode, formed 
a pleasing coda to the whole. 

The bridesmaids weredressed mvivace 
little scherzi of pale-blue taffeta, with ■ 
trios of silver lace which recalled the ' 
episodical matter of the bride’s gown! ; 
Draped on the hb^mdenm fashion, the 
skirts hung iu rmato folds falling dim- 
inuerido to a point, and were balanced ^ 
by the counterpoint of the •under-scherzi. 
The principal theme was repeated in 
the same key in the hats, with a tran- 
sitory modulation into a weath of pink 
roses round the crown, which was de- 
veloped largamenU in the bouquets. 

Lady Cury, the bride’s mother, was 
magnificent in a cerise velvet grand 
opera, the somewhat florid passages of 
which were relieved by a recitative in 
black satin. 

An original costume was the sym- 
phonic fantasia of Miss Allegra Govent. 
The principal subject was brilliant scar- 
let er6pe marocain, with daring purple 
passages at irregular intervals carried 
out in bugles. A pink net over-tunic 
with polychromatic bead trimming cre- 
ated a somewhat dissonant effect, the 
harshness of which was, however, modi- 
fied by the exquisite timbre of the brass 
bandeau which she wore on her head in 
place of a hat. 

The Hon. Mrs. Saxe-Home wore a 
fascinating draped overture in green ‘ 
satin beaiite. ‘ Opening with a legato 
movement across the shoulders that 
was at once taken up by the strings of 
the hat, it developed in a few bars into 
the swinging melody of the corsage 
itself, which in turn was arrested by a 
striking contrapuntal passage of yellow 
and white to emphasise the waist-line. 
The brilliant scoring of the corsage was 
repeated agaih at the top of the skirt 
and treated with the same richness of 
colour, only to be caught up after a few 
phrases by a semi-quaver allegro move- 
ment of diamdnU roses. The motif re- 
appeared in a line of shrill yellow piping. 

Lady Cecilia Psackbut struck a some- 
what severe note in a dark-grey di]kfugue 
in B flat minor ; while the Countess of 
Beckwood, in a purple oratorio with an 
adagio passage of ivory satiii round the 
waist, presented a. striking appearance. 
Her daughter, Lady Viola, looked de- 
lightful in a simple little white muslin 
cantata. ' . * 

The presents were both nnmerosi e 
costosi. ' 

“ABBEY”- THOUGHTS. 

By Loed B i 

Of all the men who are unmeet 

To represent our glorious “ Abbey,” 
None with Scott-Duckebs can com- 
pete, * - . . 

Because his record is'Lib-Labby. 

Young Nicholson ’s a decent lad, 
t But mentally a perfect babby: 

The Tory “Die-hards ” must be mad 

To run this infant for the “ Abbey.” 

Then Pennee Bbockway, Labour’s 
choice— . 

Tiger disguised .as gentle tabby — 

How could he ever hope to “ voice ” 

The high traditions of the “ Abbey” ? 

Dear Winston, matchless harlequin. 
Whose past makes' even mine seem 
shabby, 

Butt in, my Blenheim pup, and win, 

And lend new lustre to the “Abbey.” 
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PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

II. — Phaeaoh’s Pueniture. 

** I see thy knops and owches, 

Thy carved and inlaid woods, 

Thy lion-headed couches : 

O King, I;he5’ are the goods I ” 
the song of the Qiveen of Sheba, 
“Egyptology, Sir. A mere bagatelle,” 
Boswell^ s ^^Life of 

“ I WANT to go to Luxor,” he said, 
“to-day.” 

“ Why Luxor ? ” I asked, “I thought 
we had just got to Hong-Kong. I had 
rather looked forward to Hong-Kong. 
In the Hong-Kong section, I see by 
the Wembley programme, one hundred- 
and-seventy-five Chinese ^vill be found 
at work.” 

“That’s only the yellow streak in 
them,” he replied. “ They ’ll soon learn 
better in this country. The reason why 
I want to do Egypt ” 

“When yoTi come to think of it,” I 
interrupted,** wlmt z>the imperial status 
of Egypt? Is it autonomous under: 
a Kh^ive, or is it a British Protec- 
torate under Howard Garter, or i 
what ? ” . i 

“At Wembley,” declared the Ulus- i 
trator firmly, “they are going to have : 
the Tomb of Tut-ai^kh- Amen. Just at 
present it is in the Tottenham Court 
Road,” 

5I to weave a rather pretty story 

abo^t this, which I told the Illustrator 
in a loud voice as we rattled along in 
the Tube. How Tut-ankh-Amen was 
not really buried at Luxor at all, but 
only a namdess man in his stead, and 
the young king wandered off and found 
a boat and went down the Nile, and 
when he came to the sea there was a 
^ ship with -grave Phoenician traders on 
! ,^%deete, and he went aboard and hid 
in the bales, and so came to Cormvall, 


“Thy uon-hkaded couches: 

0 King, they abe the goods 1 ” 

[ and from the West Country right up to 
London along the traders’ way — 

“There when they heard the horse-bells ring, 
The ancient Britons dressed and rode 
To see the dark Phoenicians bring 
Their goods along the Western road,” 

Thus Tut-ankh-Amen was the earliest 
of all the gipsies to come into this land, 
and taught men the art of working in 
metal and the making of furniture, hav- 



“The Anubis Trot.” 

ing a little booth first of all not very 
far from Goodge Street Station. So 
that in the end one of the great streets 
of London was named after him. 

** What street ? ” asked the Illustrator 


crossly, for by this time he w^as begin- , 
ning to be a little bored. 

“Tut-ankh-amen Court Eoad,” I said ; ! 
and we got out. 

i[i sis sis j;. i\i \ 

Whenever a new section of the shrine 
in the Luxor tomb was opened, Mr. ' 
Howard Carter, I seem to remember, 
used to say, “ Words fail me to de- 
scribe my emotions as I gazed at the 
wonderful scene within.” And for two 
columns and a half or so they went on j 
failing him. Nothing ever caused so 
much speechlessness as the sights of 
the Luxor tomb. 

Even the journalists at home in com- 
menting on Mr. Carter’s discoveries, ; 
nearly always began, “ Words fail us ’ 
when we try to imagine the splendours 
of King Tut-ankh-Amen’s Court, with 
all its triumphs of artistic workman- 
ship.” And then they also suffered 
from aphasia for a column or two. 

But the Artificer in the Tottenham 
Court Eoad was not affected by Tut- 
ankh-Amen in this way. He admired, 
no doubt, but his Spirit was not broken 
within him. He did not worry about 
words at all. He simply set to work to 
fashion couches and thrones and chariot- 
wheels and images and ark - shaped 
boxes in the same .similitude as Tut- 
ankh-Amen’s own. Eeplicas, in short. 
It was these that the Illustrator had 
brought me to see. 

On a raised dais there was a throne 
or chair glittering with gold. Where the 
Egyptians used faience the Artificer used 
enamel paint, and where the Egyptians 
used metal he laid on two layers of gold- 
leaf, 

*‘I don’t understand how you know 
the details,” I objected. 

' “We have the* photographs and we 
have the measurements,” he said simply. . 

On the chair - back was an inlaid 
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picture of Tut-ankh-Amen having his furniture here is too expensive for our as I shook hands, “ to clescril>e the 
shoulder anointed by his Queen. She slender means.” emotions with which I have been filled 

had an immense embroidered collar, and “ Don’t let that trouble j’ou for a mo- by the sight of tlie glories of the Luxor 
close to her on a stpd was a second ment, Mr. Anyman,” Mr. Thoth would tomb *’ 

collar, in case the King didn’t like her say, “ We greatly prefer to deal with The Artificer rather anxiously took 


in the first. A good plan, 


people who have no monej'. Just se- out his watch. 






“Why,” asked the Illustrator, “has lect a few golden chariots and a throne or “You can tell me the rest down at 

the lady such enormously long feet ? ” two, and we will have themsentround to Wembley,” lie said. Even. 

She had. They must have been about your tomb at once. And shall we say five “ , 

twenty-five inches. Apparently beauty pounds as a deposit, if that is convenient mDnwrTxrn 

amongst the ancient Egyptians was to you, the rest to be paid in easy instal- GEO WING UP. 

judged largely by length of foot. Very ments during the next five djnasties ? ” When it’s down with frocks and up 
awkward, as the lUus- with hair, 

trator crudely pointed 

out, for dancing the ^ bid beware 

Anubis trot. ■ ^ if \ should forget 

The Illustrator in fact [1 Ij the tip-toe way 

had to he restrained. ' // Of gnome and goblin, of 

He seemed to find some- elf and fay, 

thing intensely comic 

in the golden lions on that pass 

from the photo^aph «j deeamed I was eidisg osr a lokg goldest uos, thbeb thousand yeaes 

hLSg^SeStod S POINI-TO-POI^^. WITH TUT-AEEH-.AHEE A BAE SECOEB.” y ^ 

faintly amused amongst the lumber- of 1 . Something like that. [ bramble' spray, 


awkward, as the Illus- 
trator crudely pointed 
out, for dancing the 
Anubis trot. • 

The Illustrator in fact 
had to he restrained. 
He seemed to find some- 
thing intensely comic 
in the golden lions on 
which the couches of 
the Pharaohs were 
slung. I believe he 
would have liked to fit 
the gold-felloed wheels 
on to the golden axle 
of the golden cart and 
have trundled it up the 
Tottenham Comi; Eoad 
with the painted port- 
manteaux of the King 
on it. A man who can 
hang his bowler hat on 
the head of - the god 
Hathor is in my eyes a 
man without a sense of 
reverence. He is a mere 
reincarnation of the 
Memphian Mut or Turn. 

And then we caught 
sight of Tut-ankh- 
Amen himself. His im- 
age, I mean. The one 
that you have seen so 
often in the photo- 
graphs; marvellously 
hfelike and boyish — an 
uncanny thing. Or 
rather I ought to say it 
was an image copied 
from the photograph 
of an image, and still 
looking interested and 


“I DREADED I WAS RIDING ON A LONG GOLDEN LION, THREE THOUSAND YEARS 

AGO, IN THE Luxor Point-to-Point, with Tut-ankh-Amen a bad second.” 


faintly amused amongst the lumber- of Something like that. bramble' spray, 

his personal effects. - While the Artificer and I had been And caught a glimpse of the youngest 

■ It is my belief, though I cannot prove discussing serious Egyptology, I found gnome 

it, and I could not get the Artificer to that the Illustrator had fallen into a Having its bath in a dew-drop’s foam, 
agree, that the ancient Egyptian kings trance on the golden throne of the And went with a pixie hand-in-hand 
and princes bought an entirely new set Pharaohs. It was necessax'y to strike Across the borders of Eaiiy Laind. 
of furniture to start the after-life with, him on the knee with the sacred staff , 

just as we do to set up house with here, of command before he could be aroused. - « xJlster News in Briee. 

I imagine that a Pharaoh prince and his “I dreamed,” he said, “'that I was riding portadown Orangist Appointment.TrCaptain 

wife would go into the great furniture on a long golden lion, three thousand p, o. — Barrow-in-Furness, has been' ap- 
shop at Thebes and say— years ago, in the Luxor Point-to-Point, ^inted orgamst of Sfe. Mark’s Ghnrch,*P6rta- 

“ Good morning, Mr. Thoth.' I am TOthTuT-ANKH-AMSN a bad second, and down.”— 

Mr. Anyman. My wife and I are just got disqualified because it was only gilt.” In Ireland you have offly to mention 
going to get buried, and have bought a We now took leave of the Artificer, the word Ufeter;, and ■ even the mis- 
small tomb, ^ Unfortunately' all the “Words absohitely fall mo,” I said \ prints take bn a political' colour. ' 
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THE MAN WHO WOULD BE SCRATCH. 

{The Effect of ^^Back to Methuselah” 
on the Golf Links.) 

When Hickson firstj realised that he 
was going to live three hundred years, 
his thoughts naturally turned to bis golf 
handicap. He had started the game 
iate in life, and after forty years* earnest 
effort had reduced his handicap from 
somewhere in the sixties to a safe and 
sound seventeen. Sometimes he had 
done better, but never when there was 
any money on the game, so nobody had 
bothered to complain to the committee. 
It was only when he had become known 
as the G.O.M. of the Club, a pleasant 
white-bearded old fellow who always 
listened very intently at the bar in case 
be mi^ed an invitation, that The Thing 
Happened. 

One day, fortunately 
when hewasquite alone, 
bis beard dropped off. 

The certain element of 
surprise occasioned by 
his finding what herliad 
come to regard as a per- 
manent feature of his 
face lying on the floor 
before him, was suc- 
ceeded by, amazement 
when he realised that, 
far from looking his age, 
seventy-five, he ’ could 
easily pass for forty. 

The thing had hap- 
pened after all — ^just as 
that comic writer of the 
period (whodftenspoke 
truth more wittily than 
wittingly) had pre- 
dicted. 

‘‘Very well,” he said 
solemnly to his reflection in the glass, 
“I am going tolive three hundred years. 
That will be •time enough. I shall get 
my handicap down to scratch at last.** 

Fearing the jealousy of the ordinary 
“short-livers,** he went through the 
usual procedure of arranging his clothes 
on the seashore to give evidence of acci- 
dental drowning. His disappearance 
was accepted officially, but as no kind 
of body was recovered he missed the 
experience of attending his own funeral. 
Being a careful man, it annoyed him 
that he had, as a new member (Nick- 
son), to pay another entrance fee to his 
club aud to buy his own golf- weapons 
back from the caddie master. And it 
was peculiarly exasperating to a careful 
man to overhear members say affection- 
ately, “Poor old Hickson 1 1 owed him 
ten bob and I shall never be able to pay 
him now.*’ 

- But it was great fun planning the 
,Mme4abie. Taking it that he had 225 
to go, he reckoned his handicap i 


should be down to 12 in 1970, 9 in 
2016, 6 in 2032, and, with a great effort, 
scratch by 2108, by which time he 
would only be 259. Then for a glorious 
forty-one years he would receive that 
respect and esteem of his fellows to 
which only a scratch man is entitled. 
(The figures are probably wrong, for he 
never had been good at arithmetic, even 
when practising as an accountant.) 

All went well for the first 'seventy- 
five years. Ten years* quiet practice 
with each club and fifteen with the 
mashio undoubtedly improved his game. 
Then he got into difficulties. 

It is true that his second beard 
dropped off (quite quietly and to time) 
on his hundred-and-fiftieth birthday 
(in 1999), and he was able to arrange 
to drown himself again without ques- 





Sportsman WJio does not Bead the Papers trettiming from the Maces by 
roadj. *^Now we’ve got a. Labour Government I suppose the next 
THING ’ll be the KiLLJOTS STOPPING' BETTING.’* 

tion being raised.' Also, being a careful 
man (if not a just one), he had arranged 
this time to owe enough in small debts 
to balance out his losses on the previous 
occasion ; but it pained him to notice 
that references to his decease were not 
80 affectionate as before. But this time 
the authorities recovered a body they 
thought to be his, and the secretary 
(who was a mean man) sold his golf- 
clubs to defray the costs of sending a 
wreath to the grave. 

The loss of his favourite golf- clubs 
(he was only able to recover his oldest 
brassey) was a serious set-back to Wick- 
son (as he now was). But as be no 
longer needed sleep he soon made np 
for it. By the time he had begun to 
allow his beard to grow again to effect 
his third disappearance he was two 
strokes ahead of his schedule, and the 
day it dropped off (on the eighteenth 
green — he had to hold it to his face 
until he got home) his handicap was 
3 and his age only 216. 


Then the authorities began to brighten 
the game, and all his calculations were 
upset. A short hole in 4 was no longer 
a matter of stupefaction to him, a 3 
was possible, and even a 2 was not un- 
usual — with a chance wind, a little luck 
and a fortunate bounce or two off pro- 
tecting bunkers. But to have to face the 
introduction of theEhomboidBall at the 
age of 226 is unnerving for any golfer, 
especially when they put .steel spikes 
round theedge of.the hole and told you 
to pitch into it with a putting- spoon. 

The poor old boy putted with his 
spoon for seven years, almost without 
a break ; but, just as he was beginning 
to understand the rhomboid (or the 
rhomboid was getting tired of him) the 
youth of the nation declared that it was 
too easy. It was a scientific age, and 
•they devised very deli- 
cate instruments of the 
spring - gun type by 
which, with extremely 
accurate mathematical 
calculation's, there was 
no reason why anybody 
should not do a round 
in 18. In two years the 
club bogie dropped to 
20 — a difficult propo- 
sition for a player of 235 
playing with a huudred- 
and-ninety - five -yegr- 
old brassey. 

His sands were run- 
ning out; what was he 
bo do? He took the 
onlypossible course. If 
you can’t win .with the | 
laws as they stand the 
only thing to do is to 
makenewones. Though 
in all other ways he had 
always been perfectly respectable, he 
floated a company. It was a* com- 
pany for the exploitation of a revival of 
old-fashioned golf and the reintroduc- 
bion of the gutty ball. It was received 
with howls of derision. The idea of 
banging a ball about with sticks simply 
sent the world into convulsions, and the 
floating days of the company seemed 
to be numbered. 

But the children (under eight) took it 
up. They simply loved it. They formed 
a club entitled ‘ ‘ Golf, Ancient and Boy al, 
Non-Adults for the Use of,” and when 
it transpired that the popular author of 
two best sellers (young Harfcopp, aged 
seven) was to be president, success was 
assured, and Wickson was appointed 
acting instructor (unpaid). 

Then the list was put up in the Club 
Nursery, and for the first time in history 
he found alongside his name the magic 
word “ Scratch.** 

He wept, wept with joy all over his 
beard (No. 4). He wept again when a 




young lady with a powerful drive for 
her age (6^), beat him, 7 and 5. But, 
after all, he was scratch — it said so on 
the board — and he was happy. At the 
reception (6 — 10 p.m. , dancing, R. S. V .P.) 
he brought up the old bottle of brandy 
(1914) and drank the lot. Then he con- 
fessed his old age, swore he was well 
over 299 and, in his cups, called upon 
hisfourmiilion relatives, by eight differ- 
ent wives, to support him for the rest of 
his life. But the four million relatives 
were all very poor, and said so, by letter, 
until the post-office arrangements broke 
down. 

But the little children looked af terhim. 
They loved their great-great-(seven of 
these)-grandfather, and wouldn’t hear 
of his being anything else but scratch, 
even though their own handicaps had 
to be altered to plus 17 and even plus 
26. No one can point a finger of scorn 
and say that this era was lacking in true 
sentiment. • As his last years -drew to a 
close they watched over his bedside in 
turns. Even in his last hours, when 
they were obliged to keep,pulling gently 
at his.beard to see if he was still alive 
(he had told them it would come off 


when he wasn’t), they left nothing 
undone for his comfort. It was little 
Teenie who thought of putting a flannel 
petticoat on his pillow, so that he 
shouldn’t feel it cold when he turned 
over. 

Then he turned over; the silvery 
beard slipped to the ground, making a 
noise like a little sigh of a departing 
spirit, and he was gone. 

Quite a nice old man, really. L. - 

AN IMYOCATICH TO FAT. 

Eat 1 I raise my voice to you 
Faintly from a world of ’flu, 

Praying you to cm*e my spareness, 
Hide my bones and clothe my bare- 
ness 

With your amiable veneer, 

^ftening my mien austere. 

Gentle Eat ! come, live with me 
On terms of close identity ; 

Oome and give me warmth and ^ 
stamina, ^ , , 

Softly lay each little lamina 
Underneath my shrinking pelt 
> (I would.be a shade less svelte) ; 

' Build (but not below the belt ; 


There* be careful not to harm 
Symmetry’s Aesthetic charm) 

Till my form, half moribund, 

.. Gains a contour more rotund. 

Resolute to earn your gracious 
Benison, 0 Power sebaceous 1 
Potent philtres I ’ll select 
Meet for the desired effect ; 

Cocoa and milk I ’ll qnaff with zest 
(Two things I coifliaUy detest). 

And oUye-oil — there’s lots of fat in 
That — ^until I ’m half a Latin, 

Or live, if you would have it so,’ 

On train-oil, like tlie Eskimo. 

Come then. Eat, without delay ; 
Hasten on that blessed day 
When, no more a feeble crock, I 
Bite my thumb at streptococci. 
Striding through th’ infected air, 
Sturdy, rounded, debonair. 

If you ’ll but join me, Eat, old thing, J 
Depression to the winds I ’ll fling i 
And stoutly face an English Spnng. 

tt»Dlie scavenging contractor intiamted 

his intention of terminating the Inspector/’ 

, Welsh 

“ Scavengiiag„”/we take it, is a misprint* 
i for << avenging.” . - 
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1 YOUNG HAMLET. 

> [With Kiig Lcar\^ iri/e and Gruach Mr. Gordon BoxTOiMLUY lias 
led the wny towards anticipating Shajcespkabe. This one-act- play 
’ is an attempt to do for HnmJct what Mr. BoTTOi^rLEV has so succes's- 
; fully done for Macheih.^ 

I ffljavitctiTS: 

1 Old Hamlet. Gertrude. 

Ymmej Hamlet (aged 7,}. Ophelia. 

Glauditis. Hedda (an old Nurse). 

Poloiiius. ; Hildegarde (a Nursemaid). 

Scene: The Nursery at Elshioe. .1 huge chamber, licicn 
out of rock, the floor strewn with rushes. Young Hamlet 
is sitting on the floor, playing with a model stage. Hedda 
is crouching near the fire, with Hildegarde by her side. 

Hedda. That child is strangely still this afternoon. 

He broods on things beyond his youthful mind 

Or my philosophy or yours, my girl. 

I would not let a child of mine so brood. 

Hild. I love his quaint old-fashioned ways. You ’d think 
^ He was a wise old man to hear him talk. 

Hedda* He^il come to no good end with all these tricks. 
And writing silly plays and seeing ghosts. 

Not taking any exercise at all, 

No wonder he is fat and scant of breath. 

But I am old and no one heeds my words. 

Hild. Say, Hedda, have you noticed how the Queen 

Is ever walking 'with I>uke Claudius ? 

Dost think there ’s anything between those two 2 
Hedda. 'Tis none of your affairs or mine, my girl. 

JLet gossips talk, but I 'U not say a thing. 

Yet I could tell such tales whose lightest word 
Would freeze your blood. ^ Such goings on, indeed 1 

Old Hamlet. 

0- H. Why, Hamlet, son, my little royal Dane, 

What make you there ? 

1'. H. A little wooden 0, ' ' 

' Wherein with cunidng scenes to strike the soul 

And guilty conscience of mine enemies. 

But Tcan nowise make these puppets move 

With anything approaching human art. 

They are too tame, too wooden for my taste, 

And too insensible to feel the plays. 

What ’s Hecuba to them, or they to Hecuba 2 

0. H. Thou art too much alone these days, my son. 

Why dost thou not invite thy little friends, 
Mareellus and Horatio, to share 

Thy lonely games, or else those Jewish boys, • 
Young Edsenerantz and gentle Guildenstem 2 

T. H. No, father, I had rather be alone. . . 

I have such great resources in myself. 

The other day I saw my grand-dam’s spirit, 

Which cozened me to suicide. I tried, 

But could not screw my failing courage up. 

I am too weak and too hresolute. 

For half-an-hour I paced the nursery, 

Eevolving in my mind the pros, and" cons.. 

But even so could not convince myself. 

Where has my father been since dinner-time ? 

0. H, Sleeping within my orchard, as thou knowst 

My custom always in the afternoon. 

Say, hast thou seen thine uncle Claudius 2 

Y. II. Mother and he went walking by the shore, 

Beneath the dizzy cliffs that guard the sea. 

I do not like mine uncle Claudius. 

0, H. Fie, Hamlet, that'S a naughty thing to say, 

Tlime uncle is my brother. [EHt. 

Y. H. Brother, aye, 

As jay might he to dove, or moor to mountain, 

Grim Pluto to Apollo, night to day. 

Enter Gertrude. 

Gert. Hamlet, I ’ve got a great surprise for you. 

Little Ophelia has come to tea. 

Y. H. Mother, before she comes, there is a word 

That I would whisper in your private ear. 

Methinks it is not seemly that you should 

So often walk with uncle Claudius. 

Should you not rather bear the ills you have 

Than seek caresses in mine uncle’s arms 2 

I know that I am but a child, and green 

In all the pomps and manners of this world, 

But still it seems to me not quite the thing. 
Compare the two — your husband and his brother — 
Does itmot show a painful lack of taste 2 

How say you, lady 2 

Gert. 0, thine artless words 

Have cleft my heart in twain. I do repent, 

And whilst thy father lives will ever strive 

To be a better wife than I have been. 

But lo ! here comes Polonius and his child. 

Enter Claudius, Polonius and Ophelia. 

Gert. My lord, shall we not stay ourselves awhile 

And. watch the children at their guileless play 2 

Oph. My brother goes to boarding-school. You don’t. 

F. H. I can do vulgar fractions. You can’t. 

Fol. Heed not, Opheha. It is no disgrace 

To lack in learning, if thou sehoolst thyself 

In virtue’s ways; and if thou cans'j not con 

The art of frabfions or rule of three, 

’Tis better far to be an honest maid, 

Doing to others what thou would^t that they 

Should do to thee, and love thine enemies. 

Oph. What shall we play at ? Let ’s play hide-and-seek. 

Y. H. I want to play at theatres. 

Clatid. No, boy, 

Ophelia is the visitor to-day, 

And you must play the games that are her choice. 

F, H. Oh, very well, we ’ll play at hide-and-seek ; 

I ’ll hide mine eyes whilst thou concealst thyself. 

' [Ophelia hides behind the arras. 
Oph. {calls). Eeacly, my lord. 

F. H. Where art thou hidden, sweet ? 

Beneath the table? {Looks.) Or behind yon chair 2 
^ ‘ ' What ’s moving there iDehind the arras ? Ho 1 

’ ' A mouse ? [Makes a pass through the arras. 

Oph. {rushing out). Help, help! He’s hurt me. Father, 
help ! / ' 

Pol. - My lord, thou hast most sadly hurt my child. 

' Come, daughter, w^eep no more, but go with me, 
There is no hurt but time allays its sting. 

[Exe^int Polonins, Ophelia and Gertrude. 
Claud. Thou art indeed a most ill-mannered child 

That so should hurt an inoffensive maid. 

0 naughty Hamlet, I am sore ashamed 

That mine own brother’s son should so behave. 

[Exit. 

F. H. {pulling a face after him). 

1 do not like mine uncle Claudius. 

But I naust seek some means to vent my spleen. 

I know. I ’ll- write a play for my toy stage 

About a wicked uncle who incurs 

The hatred of his nephew. It is well. 

[Young Hamlet settles dozen happily zoith a 
pencil and paper. 

Curtain. - 
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MANNERS AND MODES, 

Patron of J>rm Show (to Manageress), “Habsk the young person to comb this way.’* 
Manageress, “Certainly. Lady Angela Fitzhoward, forward, please.** 


NOTICE TO QUIT. 

Everyone knew she was coming, and 
everyone was very glad, but nobody 
liked to ask the outgoing tenant the 
exact date of his departure. He could 
be very disagreeable at times, and the 
fact that he must know that everybody 
was looking forward to his going did 
not assist matters. ’ He wuld not help 


feeling it; it was in the air. Yes, the 
time had come when he must be tackled 
on the subject; there was so much to 
be done before the place could be got 
ready for the newcomer; so much tidy- 
ing up and brushingout of dingy comers, 
to say nothing of the extensive arrange- 
ments for the new decorations on which 
it was understood she had set her heart. 
Who was to tell him to. go? 


And at last a baby in the corner 
summoned up her courage and, shyly 
lifting her face, said, ** It ’s quite time 
you went away, Mr, Winter.** 

“ Bravo, Violet I ** said the robin. 

“ , who was station-inasfeer at Cole- 

ford for 10 years, has been appointed station- 
master at Oinderford .” — Load 
A ease of very slow combustion. 
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THE IHFALLIBILITY OF POPE. 

The most modern of our serious poets 
no longer struggle to conceal tlieir dis- 
taste and incapacity for mere rbyme. 
And no one who has read those portions 
of their works which are intended to be 
rhymed will insist pedantically on their 
tr}dng again. Others, however, are firm 
believers in rhyme, until it becomes too 
difiScult. In that case two courses are 
i open to them : (1) to sacrifice the mean- 
, ing (if any) and achieve the rbyme, and 
; (2) to sacrifice the rhyme and preserve 
; the meaning (if any). Very few of them, 
I notice, hesitate "in such a dilemma ; 
they do one or the other, and charge on 
happily to the next verse. It is only 
that careless de'^nl, the funny poet, who 
puts a towel round his head and sweats 

1 in an agony until he has achieved to 
! his satisfaction both rhyme and mean- 
ing (if any). 

However, he is a low fellow and 
is rightly despised by both classes of 
serious poets, and I don't wish to say 
a word in his defence. On the contrary, 
the man is a fool not to imitate the 
licence of his more solemn competitors. 
But what I do wish to say is that the 
licence, indolence and incompetence of 
the serious poets in this connection are 
not to be condemned as a merely modem 
phenomenon. They have the most ample 
models and justification in the works of 
the great masters of the past. This I 
have discovered from many a happy 
hour with my Walker s 

BErboNa Dictionahy 

-- . OP 

The English Language 

IN WHICH THE WHOLE LANGUAGE IS ABItANGED 
ACCORDING TO ITS TERMINATIONS 

With an Index of Allowable Ehymes, with 
authorities for their uses from our best poets. 

I do not know* who our best poet may 
be, but a study of the Index of Allowable 
Bhymes suggests very strongly that our 
best poet is Pope, with the poet Dryden 
a good second. I think no rhyme can 
ever have been committail for which the 
worthy Pope has not at one time or 
another made himself responsible. Take, 
for example, the sound 
—ARE. 

Bare, care, dare, square, beware, etc. Per- 
fect rhymes : air, fair, hair, debonair, etc. ; 
bear, swear, etc.; there, where, ere, e’er, 
howe’er, etc. ; heir, co-heir, their. Allowable 
rhymes ; bar, car, etc. ; err, prefer, and here, 
hear, etc. ; regular, singular, war, etc. 

A mere funny poet, towards the end of 
this list, begins to have his doubts ; but 
look at the authorities which foHow : — 

“ Who haimt Parnassus but to please their 

Not mend their minds, as some to church 
r^air 

Not for the doctrine but the music thm'eJ" 

* Pope. 

“ No monstrous height or breadth, or length 
appear. 

The whole at once is bold and regular 

Pope. 

“ Late as I rang’d the crystal fields of air, 

In the clear mirror of thy ruling sto.” 

Pope. 

•* To sing those honours you deserve to wear, 
And add new lustre to her silver sfor.” 

Pope. 

When love was all an easy monarch’s care, 
Seldom at council, never in a war.” 

Pope. 

Submit — in this as any other sphere, 

Secure to be as blest as thou eaiist hear.” 

Pope. 

Lest I should be accused of visiting 
Parnassus but to please my ear, I have 
composed a Child’s Verse on the lines 
of the invaluable Pope : — 

TEDDY. 

I have a little Teddy Bear 

With wobbly feet and woolly fur. 

He loves to ride in Daddy’s car; 

I sit and whisper in his ear, 

And when I am a soldier?* 

I T 1 take him with me to the war. 

And if I die I shall transfer 

My darling Teddy to my Iteir. 

Or take the sound — 

—APE. 

Safe, chafe, vouchsafe, etc. Allowable 
rhymes : leaf, sheaf, etc. ; deaf, etc. ; laugh, 
staff, etc. 

“ And authors think their reputation safe 
WMoh lives as long as fools are pleased to 
laugh.”-^PopB. 

This couplet must be aimed at me; 

But I don’t mind his chaff. 

\Yhen heavy authors talk that waj/, 

’Tis wiser to be deaf. 

It is said that every man can write 
at least one novel ; but it is certain that 
with this book in his hand any man, 
can write any number of serious rhymed 
poems. As for authority, Dryden may 
fail him, the fastidious Tennyson may 
frown, but if he relies on Pope he can- 
not go wrong. 

— AZE. 

Haze, daze, blaze, etc. Perfect rhymes : 
raise, praise, etc.; phrase, paraphrase, etc. 
... he inveighs, he obeys, etc. Allowable 
rhymes: ease, tease, seize, etc., and keys, the 
plural of key; also the auxiliaries has and 
was. 

“Yet still the kindness, from a thirst of 
praise, ^ . 

Prov’d the vain flourish of expensive ease.” 

PAmELL. 

At first sight you might think the 
sound OOD presents difEiculties. Not a 
bit of it. 

, —OOD. 

Brood, mood, food, etc. Nearly perfect 
rhymes : the preterites and participles of verbs 
in 00, as coo’d, woo’d, etc. Allowable rhymes : 
wood,* good, etc. ; blood, flood, etc. ; feud, 
illude, etc. The preterites and participles of 
verbs in m and e%o, as brew’d, stew’d, etc. ; 
imbu’d, subdu’d, etc.; bud, mud, etc., and 
the three apostrophized auxiliaries, would, 
could, should, pronounced wou’d, cou’d, 
sho’d; ode, code, etc., and the preterites and 

participles of verbs in ow, as crow’d, row’d, 
etc. ; also nod, hod, etc. 

“ For works may have more wit than does 
’em good,^ 

As bodies perish by excess of blood. ”^P ope. 

“ Nor safe their dwellings w'ere ; for, sapped 
by floods, 

Their houses fell upon their household gods” 

Dryden. 

I do not like Elizabethan plays, 

I hardly think their moral tone is good ; 

I ’m glad our country isn’t what it'ioas; 

And oh, my dear, what quantities of blood ! 

With Walker on the table, that ex- 
acting literary form, the Limerick, has 
no more terrors. Take the intimidat- 
ing sound ux, for instance ; — 

DX 

Flux, reflux, etc. Perfect rhymes: the 
plurals of nouns and third persons of verbs in 
uck, as ducks, trucks, etc. Allowable rhymes : 
the plurals of nouns and third persons of verbs 
in ooh, uke, oak, oke, etc., as cooks, pukes, 
oaks, jokes, etc. 

There was an old fellow of Bucks 

Who suffered from too many cooks; 

If he asked them for soup 

They gave him a chop, 

And were constantly stealing his jokes. 

Browsing in this Index, a young man 
feels an irresistible itch to write poetry; 
a whole new world of possibilities opens 
up before him. Who would have guessed, 
for example, that the allowable rhymes 
to Greed include bed, dead, bid, hid, 
made, blade, -etc. ? 

“In genial Spring beneath the quiv’rings/tad^ 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the 
mead.” — Pope. 

Who would have guessed that in a 
couplet about Cream you may use with- 
out a blush the words dame, lame, limb, 
them, hem, lamb,' dain, etc. ? 

“ Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem ; 

: To copy nature is to copy them.”^PoPE. 

Or that the rhymes to ebb include 
babe, astrolabe and glebe ? 

The tide was on the ebb, 

And, walking in the glebe, 

•' I saw a pretty babe, 

And he wore a pretty bib ; 

And pretty Hate was with him, and she wore 
an astrolabe. 

Heigh-ho, and nonny, 

She wore an astrolabe. — Folk-song. 

And it is not only the form but the 
substance ^ of a man's poetical work 
which this book enriches ; for a mere 
word is often enough to inspire a poem 
or generate an idea. Here are a few 
useful poetical -words I have picked at 
random from the pages of this treasury 
— symposiac, re&:ograde, paragraph, 
brobdih^ag, inter-lard, ante-date, capa- 
citate, sophisticate, ostent, paraphrase, 
probability, vegetive, disembogue, pre- 
suppose, blowze, trouse, anecdote, pri- 
mogeniture, degenerous, besot — and 

Aldermanly .... like an Alderman. 
Atrabiliariousness • . state of being mel- 
ancholy. 

Supposititiousness • , state of being coun- 
terfeit. 

[GonUmied on page B 72 .'\ 
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Whenever I walk in a London street 
I ’m ever so careful to watch my feet ; 


And I keep in the squares, 


I 

\ 

\ 

I 



And the big brown bears 
Who wait at the comers all ready to eat 
The sillies who tread on the lines of the 
street, 

Go back to their lairs ; 

And I say to them, “Bears/ 

Just look how I*m waUdng in all of the 
■ squares ! ’* 

And the little bears growl to each other, 
“He’smine, 

As soon as he ’s siUy and steps on a line/’ 
And some of the bigger bears try to pretend - 
That they came round the comer to look 
for a friend ; 

And they try to pretend that nobody cares 
Whether you walk on the lines or squares. 
But only the sillies believe their talk ; 

It ’s ever so portant how you walk, 

And it ’s ever so jolly to call out, “ Bears, 
Just watch me walking in all the squares ! ’ 



( 

1 

f 



i 







laasHi 




sternutatory . . . 
Iii(x>mm©nsurabiiity 


causing to sneeze, 
incapacity of being 
compared mth 
another by any 
common measure. 


Quadrinomial . . 

. consisting of four 
denominations. 

Canonicainess . , 

. quality of being 

1 

canonical. 

To bouge .... 

to swell out (rhymes 

Paueilcc[uy . . , 

withy«d^a). 

. sparing and rare 
speech. 

Plumosity .... 

, state of having fea-- 
thers. 

Gummosity . , . 

. gumminess. 

Subtiliation , . . 

. the act of making 
thin. 

Catachresticai . . . 

. forced, far-fetched. 

To ganch .... 

. to fall upon hooks 


Why has this book been kept from 
the young? To think that all over 
the country the children of our race 
still struggle to play Dumb-Crambo 
by the light of nature ! How often do 
we see them vainly racking then inno- 
cent heads for a rhyme to “ bat,” when 
they know very well that they have 
already tried all the rhymes to “ bat”! 
But Mr. Waukee knows better; his 
Allowable Bhymes should be in every 
nursery. What a champion old Pope 
must have been at Dumb-Crambol 

■ — A. P. H. 

** Wanted, a good Second-Hand Baby hair 
— ’Scot& Paper. 

P^BSonally we always spell it ^‘heir.” 


ELFIN WIEELESS. 

CalUttg~tip Signal .ELF. 

Sending Station . . Very Secret. 
Announcer. . . . Mr. It, Cloodfellow. 

When the moon is sailing o’er 
And mortals have begun to snore, 
Finished with their 2 L 0, 

Then our ‘‘horns of Elfiand ” blow^ 
We could broadcast song and mirth 
And music over all the earth 
Long ere mortal folk could do it, 

But the dtiF fools never knew it. 
Sometimes, when they ’re very small, 
Baby moi*tals hear our call, 

Smile and chuckle with delight 
When they listen-in at night ; 

But later on they all grow deaf 
And never pick up E L F. 

ELF begins to call ; 

Eun, good fairies, one and all 
Through the silver glades and get 
Dewdrops for your crystal set, 

Or poke in grassy tufts for stray 
Glow-worms on your valves to 
, lay; 

Quickly tie to twigs of furze 
Aerials of gossamers. 

Off you go, you other seekers, 

After harebells for loud-speakers ; 

Set them near yomr dancing-rings, 
And after Queen Titania sings, 

And our little gnome band comes — 
Honey-bag pipes, beetle-drums — 


You will hear the latest dances, 
Bat-glides, One-flaps, Moonbeam- 
prances. 

True, we have no coloured gents 
Behind our “twangling instruments,” 
But Mustardseed will play the bones 
. As well as they play saxophones, 

And the tongs (if he has got ’em) 

By request of Mr. Bottom. 

You will hear the jingle fine 
Of “ fifty silver bells and nine ” ; 

All the music of the spheres 
Will be relayed to your ears. 

When the moon is overhead 
And sleepy mortals go to bed, 

Then we fairies, who are tireless, 
Dance and sing^ll night to “wireless.” 

“ The magistrate said that charges of 

drunkenness had increased and people were 
drunk and rowdy at an hour when they ought 
not to be .” — Morning Paper. 

While he was about it his worship 
might have indicated the proper time 
for these indulgences. 

“ Under present conditions, the Conservative 
party is much more interested in holding the 
half-drowned cat of ^ Liberalism in the water 
butt of futility until its expiring caterwauls 
cease to rend the air than in hastily turning 
the Socialists out of power without giving their 
tender bud of sweet reasonableness a chance 
to bloom . ” — Belfast. Paper. 

Does Mr. Chubchili. know this ? 
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Amieitt “Wot I Old Joe dead? I D02f'T beueve you. I seed mu last 

WEEK AND *E WAEN’T DEAD TEEN.” 


REORGANISATION BY GENERAL POST. 

The' announcement of the appoint- 
mont of Mr. Eugene Moult, the famous 
orchestral conductor, as General Man- 
ager of the group now known as the 
Grand Unionist Centrifugal Eailway, 
has caused great interest both in the 
world of steam and of song, and the 
broadmindedness and imagination dis- 
played by the Directors in making the 
selection have been cordially and hand- 
somely acknowledged. 

As a result of recent industrial devel- 
opments and the increasing competi- 
tion of motor traffic, it has been recog- 
nised for some time past that the G.U.C. 
organisation requhed to be brought 
eflectively up to date, and it is generally 
admitted that the antecedents of Mr. 
Moult render him an ideal man for the 
job. 

Discussing his new appointment with 
one of Mr. Punch’s young men, Mr. 
Moult, who was wearing a dark-green 
velvet suit with a butterfly tie of some 
soft clinging material which harmonised 
admirably with his exotic yet classical 
profile, said that he fully realized the 
^eat responsibility he had undertaken. 
*‘In my view,” he observed, '^it is a 
work of first-class national importance, 
requiring primarily the application of 
the principles which govern the direc- 
: tion of an orchestra. Thouoh I have 
I travelled in railways from childhood, I 
have no knowledge of engineering or 
mechanics, and cannot tell a cylinder 
from a piston. But I have always had 
theliveliest sympathy for Stephenson’s 
*coo,’ and one of the most cherished 
recollections of my childhood is that of 
hearing my grandfather sing in a quaver- 
ing voice a ditty which began : — 

“ ‘ Ok, ever since the world began, 

There never was and never can 
Be such a ve^ useful man 
As the Eailway Porter.’ 

“ Music is at the very core of our rail- 
way system. Trains, whether Parlia- 
mentary or express, all have their special 
rhythms. The peculiar timbre of the 
steam-whistle appeals with irresistible 
force to the modern composer, and I 
feel convinced that the vast experience 
which I have accumulated of the va- 
garies of orchestral players will prove 
of incalculable value to me in my efforts 
-to remedy the weaknesses and imper- 
fections of the G.U.C.— as for example 
the quality of the corridor soap and 
the monotonous persistence of pea-soup 
in the menu of the luncheon-cars. The 
impact of a fresh mind is always stimu- 
lating, and I can promise that there 
will be no lack of freshness in the im.- 
pingement of mine on the problems 
which will come before me. For I hope 
to approach my new work from the 


psychological as well as the business i 
side. Engines, I have long been con- 
vinced, are not inanimate masses of 
metal. They have souls, and respond 
to kind and considerate treatment just 
as much as human beings do; and I 
have always resented the shght involved 
in the phrase an ‘ old buffer.’ ” 

” At the Orpheus Hall there is keen 
regret that Mr. Moult is about to sever 
his connection with the newKlaxophonic 
Orchestra, with which he has been so 
momentously associated for ^ the last 
few seasons. ‘‘^We regard him,” said 


one of his colleagues, who was labourmg 
under strong emotion, ** as a huge man 
with a huge mental complex admirably 
adapted for grappling with all the rami- 
fications of a great system, whether 
tubular or subaqueous, operated by 
steam, electricity, radium or spon- 
taneous combustion. Nothing’ has ever 
inhibited his dynamic urge^not’ even 
the most demonic of prifnai-donnas. I 
feel convinced- that ha^wiE either com- 
pletely I’cvolirfioni^fe theGrandUnionist 
Centrifugal Eailway' qA'’ pi^sh in the 
[attempt^* ^ 




EOLF’S EUE. 


A pcdsing* wonderful Eomanoe of the Blue Beyond— a story of 
Passicm, Jeadousy, Tenderness, Terror, Mother-Love , , ’ 

From the j^reUminanj advertisement cf a feuilleton.'} 


Perhaps it were better,” said Eolf, to forget her ! ” 
And bit though his pipe with the shortest of sighs; 
Th^, twisting the poker, “ Her tresses were ochre,”- 
He mutter^, << pure ochre, and purple her eyes. 

Her face never ceases ” — the poker in pieces 

into the fender — “ to haunt me, old man. 

Her memory lingers.” The tongs from his fingers 
I rescued and groaned, “Tell me all — if you can.” 


“ By numbers o*erpowered I lay there and glowered 
At Abdul, the coward, who 'd shrunk from the fray ; 
I soon had been ended, but swift there descended 
An opportune saHAstorm and swept us away. 

It passed, and, half chokil^, I set about poking 
A stick through the hummocks, my heart in a whirl ; 
I looked for no other, left.Abdui^ smother, 

And found Her at last— slightly dusty — ^My Girl ! 


He said, “Night was falling, the muezzin calling, 

The crocodSe crawling in crowds down the Nile, 
When out of the dimness, in aU her sweet slimness, 
Her litheness and trimness, she came with a smile. 
I said, * You remember, perhaps, in December 
I met you at Shepheard’s ? ' She fafied to reply. 

* I love you ! ’ I shouted. She flouted me, pouted. 

I saw red — I outed her, blackened her eye. 


“ ShO' s:^ed, her eyes fluttered ; ‘At Shepheard’s ? ' she 
muttered, 

With no recollection of all our alarms ; 

She looked up and knew me'; a shudder shot through me ; 

I crushed her slim form in my muscular arms. 

|.She smiled ; did not fight me, nor scratch me nor bite me. 
Assumed an expression half-tender, half-gay ; 

‘ I love you,* she blushed, and again I had crushed and 
- Compressed her ; ‘ but not,* she said softly, ‘ that way.* 


“ I felt the air colder, so over my shoulder, 

One arm to enfold her, I carried her off ; 

No sound but the shiver of reeds in the river, 

The sighing of seipents, the camel’s quick cough. 

No sound ? What was that ? I stepped soft as a cat ; I 
Had caught the faint rustle of hooves in the sand ; 

I halted and grounded my burden, surrounded 
By Abdul the Sheik and his devilish band ! 


“ That instinct maternal— that instinct infernal — 

So that was the reason she loved me — ah-ha ! 

She longed to adopt me ” — ^Eolf trembled and stopped — me I ” 
' He went on, “ She wanted to be my mamma. 

I lassoed a giro, we rode back to Cairo, 

And life since for me has been nothing but gloom.” 

He laughed, his face twisted, “Oh, yes, she insisted, 

And married my father, the Marquis of Meopham.’* 


“ Dr. gave a lecture on the * Metall/ Defective Child.*” 

Provincial Paper, 

I We have noticed that the mojdern child, while possessing 
1 plenty of brass, is often short of tin. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAWIENT. 

Monday, March 8rd, — ^The Peime 
Mikisteb must look forward to his 
Monday catechism on foreign Affairs 
rather with the feelings of an egg- 
dancer. But practice makes perfect. 
This afternoon he deftly trod his meas- 
ure among such delicate obstacles as the 
French occupation of the Saar Valley 
and the Italian claims on Jubaland and 
without a single side-slip. 

In every respect, indeed, Mr. Mac- 
DonaIiD, like the small boy in the song, 

grows more like his dad every day.*’ 
The enthusiastic reformer is steadily 
merging into the responsible statesman. 
In the past, no doubt, he was one of 
those who urged that Acts of Parlia- 
ment should be couched in language 
^'understanded of the people.” Now, 
in reply to Mr, Baker, 
he contented himseff with 
the pious wish that intel- 
ligibility to the ordinary 
citizen were more con- 
sonant with legal intri- 
cacies. 

Nor was he much more 
helpful to Mr. Ebskine, 
who asked if something 
could be done to save 
Members from the ‘ ^ post- 
card nuisance.” To be 
told that ^^ex-hypothe$i a 
Member of Parhament is 
a man with a backbone 
that can stand much 
pressure without yield- 
ing ” is not very comfort- 
ing. Few Candidates — 
hope the Prime Minis- 
ter is an exception — 
emerge from a General 
Election without feeling that they be- 
long to the Order of the Inver'tehrata, 

To the surprise and, I fear I JRust 
add, to the satisfaction of the majority 
of the House, the Chancellor op the 
Exchequer announced that the Gov- 
ernment had decided not to impose a 
duty on betting. It would be against 
the public interest, he said. I suppose, 
therefore, I must not describe the deci- 
sion as another example of the better 
being the enemy of the good. 

Mr. Arthur Henderson came up to 
take his seat for Burnley, and enjoyed 
the unique distinction of being escorted 
by his two sons, the Members for En- 
field and Cardiff. Will it not be a little 
difficult after this for Labour todenounce 
the hereditary principle in polities ? 

An optimistic speech on agricultural 
co-operation came from Mr. Acland, 
who looked forward to a time when, 
with scientific organisation, a loaf made 
I of flour seventy-five per cent, British 
I might be sold for a penny less than the 


present price, and when consumers 
might drink as much milk here as they 
did in x\merica. Mr. E. Wood was 
more cautions, and, pointing out that 
there was no magic in the words “ com- 
bination” or “co-operation,” said the 
real trouble was that the farmers had 
not got the caj>ital to embark in fresh 
enterprises. 

So many Members were anxious to 
discuss the rural situation from various 
points of view that Mr. Glynes had at 
last to intervene with a request that the 
agTiculturists should allow other people 
to have an innings. 

Thereupon the House turned its 
attention to railways in Kenya and 
the phosphate industry in Nauru and 
Ocean Islands. To those who remember 
the heated controversies over Chinese 
labour twenty 5 "ears ago it must have 


been curious to hear the Colonial 
Secretary in a Labour Government 
accepting complacently the employ- 
ment of Chinese coolies in the islands. 
As to the charge that they wep de- 
: prived of the company of their wives — 
another of the crimes of which the 
Unionist Government of 1904-6 was 
accused — ^Mr. Thomas made the con- 
, vincing reply that, though provision was 
made for their spouses, the Chinamen, 
“ for reasons of their own,” did not want 
to bring them. 

Tuesday, March 4tli—The Lords 
always expect good entertainment when 
Lord Newton is down to move the 
Second Beading of the Advertisements 
Begulations Bill. He was a little less 
lively than usuaL His “hardy annual,” 
in the course of frequent transplanta- 
tion from one House to the other, has 
suffered serious loss of foliage, so much 
so that he now regards it as a poor 
thing and hardly his own. The dis- 
appearance, owing to ^ ^ the extraordinary 


attitude of the Air Ministry,” of the 
clause directed against “ slcy- writing,” 
particularly grieved him. 

Possibly the Air Ministry was think- 
ing of “the writing on the sky” in a 
different sense, for it had to face a further 
attack upon its policy as recently ex- 
poimded by Mr. Leach “in another 
place.” Here the challenge was deliv- 
ered by the Earl Vane (otherwise the 
Marquis of Londonderry), whose Eng- 
lish title is undoubtedly more appro- 
priate to the subject matter. 

His speech, an almost exact replica 
of that made by Sir Samuel Hoare a 
fortnight ago, was moderate and to the 
point. That is more than could truth- 
fully be said of the Duke of Suther- 
land’s diatribe, for it was largely com- 
posed of quotations from an ultra- 
pacifist speech delivered by Mr. Leach 
several years ago and 
from an anti-French ar- 
ticle by Lord Thomson 
published in an American 
newspaper last January. 

Lord Thomson, making 
his maiden speech, was 
a httle shaky at the start, 
but quickly disposing of 
the Duke — ^the peccant 
article was written and 
dated Christmas Day, a 
month before he was in- 
vited to join the Govern- 
ment — settled down to a 
very capable defence of 
the Government's air 
policy. They, no less 
than'their predecessors, 
were alive to the air 
menace and had no in- 
tention of letting down 
our defences. If they 
cherished, as they did> a certain ideal- 
ism as regards universal disarmament, 
it was “ an idealism rooted in common- 
sense.” 

At Question-time in the Commons 
the Scots had for almost the first time 
this Session a good opportunity of in- 
dulging their national pastime of ‘ ‘ heck- 
ling.” But they did not succeed in 
disturbing the granite calm of the Secre- 
tary for Scotland. Once he softened 
— ^when on a question about salmon- 
fishing he conlessed that that was a 
subject very near his own heart — ^but 
; for the rest he was irresponsive to the 
most urgent appeals, even when Mr. 
Kirkwood implored him to capture 
alien trawlers in the Moray Firth by 
means of a sea-plane 1 

A debate on the Local Authorities ] 
(Emergency Provisions) Bill was mainly 
Poplar over again; and wI^ot Mr. j 
Wheatley regretted that the Bill did | 
not accomplish all that its critics de- 
sired — ^including the aboKtion of Poplar 



“SLAYEBy‘’ NO KONGER. 

Lord Balfour, “Bless me I Is this 1924 or 1904?” 

[Mb, J. H. Thomas, Colonial Secretary, has defended the employment of 
Chinese labour in Nauru Island.] 
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— I am not sure that he was altogether 
ironical. 

Mr. Co^iptok’s motion in favour of 
a minimum wage was accepted in theory 
by Mr. Shaw, who, however, could hold 
out little hope of its immediate trans- 
lation into practice — the Government, 
I understand, “ have a terrible lot to do 



HAIiF-ANGEL, HALF-AVIATOE. 
Bbigadieb-Gbneeaii Lokd Thomson. 


to-day.” It was eloquently supported 
by Mr. Hodges, who for the nonce had 
chosen to forget his political economy, 
and as eloquently criticised by Lady 
Astob, who declared that Socialism, 
when it had been tried, had never 
produced such good remuneration for 
the workers as.Capitalism, and bade the 
Labour Party tell the people frankly 
that if they wanted a living wage they 
must work for it. 

Wednesday, March 5th . — Much must 
be forgiven to an Irish landlord who 
has simered the manifold injuries de- 
scribed by Lord Muskeery and has re- 
ceived practically no redress; but his 
statement was somewhat encumbered 
by irrelevancies. Backed up as it was, 
however, by the Duke .of Northumber- 
land, by llord Danespobt and last but 
not least by Lord Lansi^owne, it could 
not be brushed aside ; and Lord Arnold, 
in a sympathetic reply, promised that 
Lord Muskerry should have the papers 
for which he asked. Whether he will 


also get the compensation to wliicli he 
is entitled depends more upon the 
financial resources of the Pi^eo State 
than upon the good will of the British 
Government; but I trifSt, for the sake of 
thousands of other claimants, that pay- 
ment will not be deferred to the date 
known in Ireland as Tib’s Eve. 

Confronted by Mr. T. Johnston (Stir- 
ling and Clackmannan) with the damn- 
ing fact that in his letters to M. Poin- 
avBE he had sevei*al times used the 
expression ‘‘England” when he obvi- 
ously meant “ Britain,” the Prime Min- 
ister apologised to his Scottish com- 
patriots and promised to try not to 
repeat this “grave error.” 

If he thought, however, by his con- 
trition to remove the thistles from his 
officialpiilow he was quickly imdeceived. 
When the debate on the Trade Facili- 
ties Bill was resumed, Mr. Maxton vio- 
lently opposed the giving- of a further 
guarantee to the Sudan Cotton-Grow- 
ing Sjmdicate. The support accorded 
to the proposal by Unionists and Lib- 
erals vras quite enough to convince 
him that something nefarious lurked be- 
hind the transaction. True, it had been 
approved by the Secretary op the 
Treasury, but that went for nothing ; 
Mr. Graham was “the new apologist 
for Capitalism.”. 

The Clyde brigade insisted on tak- 
ing a division, and were beaten by 297 
to 43. . • ^ 

The London and North-Eastern Bail- 
way Bill gave Members using the line 
a fine opportunity of airing their vari- 
ous grievances. * Mr. Morrison gave a 
lively account of his diflGiculties in trying 
to read The Daily Herald in an un- 
lighted carrig{.ge‘ on a line that was 
mostly tunnels. But an appeal for 
the Bill by Mr.' Gosling, Minister of 
Transport, who pointed out that it 
would provide much employment, se- 
cured it a Second Beading hj 198 
to 146. 

On the slender foundation of an in- 
terview given by an Admiralty official 
to a numte of journalists, Mr. Pringle 
built up an elaborate story of a Govern- 
ment attempt to rig the Press over the 
Singapore Question. It was quickly 
demohshed by Mr. Ammon, who said 
that its inventor was “the greatest 
discoverer of marefs nests,” and — a 
still unkinder cut — that even Mr, Kirk- 
wood would not be taken in by his 
latest trmivaille. 

Thursday, March 6th . — ^The hitherto 
unbroken solidarity of the Labour Party 
in the House of Lords was. disturbed 
by an Amendment moved by the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury to the Legiti- 
macy Bill. His Grace’s arguments, 
which Lord Haldane considered irrel- 
evant to the main purpose of tlie Bill, 


appeared to Lord Parmoor “unan- 
swerable ” ; and, though Lord Buck- 
master, who is always so quiet and 
iinimpassioned himself, described them 
as “infiammatory and denunciatory,” 
the Lords agreed with the Archbishop 
by 54 to 18. 

In the Commons the -writ for the 
Abbey Division, which carries Chur- 
chill and his fortunes, passed without 
comment, but there was a good deal of 
chat about the vacancy at Dover, caused 
by Major Astor taking part in a divi- 
sion before he had subscribed the Par- 
liamentary oath. It is, I am tgld, the 
inveterate habit of the offender to be 
behind the Times, but this did not pre- 
vent him from receiving- a good deal of 
sympathy. To an inquiry as to whe- 
ther the five hundred pounds’ fine to 
which he is also liable would be en- 
forced, ruthless Mr. Kirkwood unoffi- 
cially replied, ‘‘ We are going to take 
the money:” but the Home Secretary, 



THE SEOEETAEY FOB SCOTLAND 
THBOWS A PLY ON THE CLYDE; 

Mb. W. M. Adamson, MIb. Stephen, 
Mb. Maxton, Me. Buchanan. 

with a fellow-feeling for Members who 
lose their seats, indicated that the Gov- 
ernment would probably be less rapa- 
cious. 

An attack on the Government for 
having lowered the Beparation Levy 
upon German goods from twenty-six 
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per cent, to five per cent, revealed a 
remarkable difference of opinion in the 
newly-nnited ranks of the Liberal party. 
Sir John Simon thought the Govern- 
ment had been quite wise in reducing 
the levy, and would have been wiser 
still if they had abolished it altogether. 
Mr. liLOTD George, on the contrary, 
considered that the Government had 
parted with a most valuable weapon 
for securing Keparations, and protested 
against the new idea that this country 
was always to pay but never to receive. 

There is, of course, no foundation for 
the theory that Mr. Lloyd George and 
Sir John Simon are rivals for the suc- 
cession to Mr. Asquith’s mantle; still it 
would have been interesting if Elijah 
had given some indication of the char- 
acter of the garment, if not of its ulti- 
mate destruction as between the two 
Elishas. But, alas I the voice of autho- 
rity was silent, and the Liberal sheep 
were scattered; a few joining the 
Unionists, but the majority helping the 
I Government to beat off the attack. 


NEW BRIDGE RULES. 

Most Bridge players know that New’ 
Rules w^re recently published by the 
Portland Club; few are aware that, 
owing to-the "suddem and devastating 
competition of Mah Jongg, a further 
complete revision is contemplated. 

It is no time for hal! measures. If 
Bridge is not to retire to the position of 
“Beggar my Neighbour” and “Happy 
Families,” something desperate has to 
be done. 

The first alteration is indeed suffici- 
ently drastic : it is - the introduction of 
a new card. It has long been felt that 
to have a Knave and no corresponding 
feminine pieture-card is nothing less 
than an insult to the sex. There is 
therefore a strong body of opinion in 
favour of introducing one, to be called 
“ The Flapper.” The Flapper of each 
suit will come next to the Knave, re- 
placing the ten, and a prize is offered 
for a design for this card. Entries have 
already been received from leading 
artists, and one Cinema Star sent in her 
portrait. She has since withdrawn it, 
however, as she feels it is unfair to the 
artists. 

There is also ^ to be an alteration in 
conventional Bridge words. “No ” or 
“No bid” and “Double” convey the 
meaning all right, but how can they 
compete with the hated rival’s more 
picturesque expressions? “No bid” 
will now be “Ping”; “Double” will 
be Pong ” ; “I claim a revoke ” will be 
“Wang,” and “I admit it” will be 
“ Hang.” 

- Much thought has been, given to the 
fact that the comparatively reasonable 


price of playing-cards militates against 
the popularity of Bridge in some 
quarters, and the happy suggestion has 
been made that all Bridge players shall 
in future supply themselves with 
“walls.” The wall will stand on the 
table in front of the player, and -will 
rise to a height of about eighteen inches. 
It will serve a double purpose : (1) You 
can stand your cards up against it ; 
(2) It will give the wealthy player an | 
excuse for imostentatious display, as! 
walls may be of silver, of gold or even, 
among quite the best people, jewelled. 
There are many other interesting in- 
novations. For instance . • • 

, ^ [Finis. — Ed.] 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“Not possessing drains, during rainy weather 
the streets of Pompeii were flooded by rain- 
water flowing down to the Tiber.” 

Paper, 

You win remember how, when Vesuvius 
erupted, the lava set the Tiber on fire. 


From a Cinema announcement : — 
“THE LOVES OP 
MARY QUEEN OP SCOTS. 

Love comes but once ? — To the beautiful 
Queen Maby love, was it passion? came 

MORE THAN. ONCE. * 

PiRST TIME m Liverpool.” 

, > r , ‘ . Local Paper. 

Won’t Manchester be« jealous? 
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JOE. 

Fmii Stephm Dmihjarmei^ and church- 
ward&tiy to Mr, Septimus Bose, scholar 
and recluse, the neio tenant of The 
Grange, Pulhum. 

Deae Sir, — ^ g should be grateful 
if you would give something in aid of 
the Pulham bellringers. 

I have the honour to be 
Yours obediently, Stephen Dunk. 

Mr, Septimus Bose to Mr, Stephen Dunk, 
Mr. Septimus Pose is not a lover of 
cliureh bells, which, of course, should 
have disappeared when clocks and 
watches became cheap ; but, since the 
custom of ringing them persists, he 
encloses a ten-shilling noi3e. 

Mr, Stephen Dunk to Mr, Septimus Bose. 

Dear Sir, — I beg to 
thank you for your sub- 
scription to the bell- 
ringers. I note wbat 
you say about clocks, 
but I wouldrespectfuUy 
point out that whereas 
clocks and watches aro 
often fast or slow, the 
Pulham h^IIs keep time. 

I can promise your ears 
some rare treats on 
practice nights as well 
as on Sundays. I am. 

Yours ob^iently, 

Stephen Dunk. 

Mr, Septimus Bose to 
Mr, Stephen Dunk, 

Mr. Septimus itoso 
would like the leader of the bellringers 
to know that last evening's practice, so 
far from being a rare treat, was notable 
for a very obnoxious discord which 
caused him to regret having made any 
contribution to the funds. 

Mr, Stephen Dunk to Mr, Septimus Bose, 
Dear Sir, — ^With reference to your 
letter about the ringing, all I can say 
is that I am the leader and that I think 
it must have been Joe Grover ; but you 
must kindly remember that Joe is new 
to the bells and unless be practises he 11 
never learn. We all do our best, but 
in the nature of things Wednesday 
evenings can't be as perfect as Sundays. 
A nicer lad than Joe doesn't breathe, 
as you, Sir, would be the first to agree 
if you met him. If you will kindly 
have patience you will soon have no 
cause to complain again. 

I have the honour to Ije 
Yours obediently, Stephen Dunk. 

If?*, S^timm Bose to Mr, Stephen Dunk, 
Mr. Septimus Pose is perfectly willing 
.^to 'take Joe Grover's merits as a lad on 
‘^"hearsay,' but his ringing is atrocious. 


Mr. Pose suggests that for a few weeks 
Joe practises in some other village. 

Mr, StephenDunhio Mr, Septimus Bose, 
Dear Sir, — ^With reference to your 
further letter about poor Joe, I am afraid 
vou do not quite appreciate the position. 
It is one thing to practise with your 
own ringers and quite another to prac- 
tise with strangers. In point of fact, 
Joe would be useless to our peal if he 
2H*actised anywhere but at Pulham, and, 
if I may be allo\ved to say so, Sir, we 
must all learn. Joe will be a fine ringer 
one of these days ; he has the strength 
and he has the will. 

I have the honour to be 
Yours obediently, ■ Stephisn Dunk. 

Mr, Septimus Bose to Mr, Stephen Dunk, 
To Mr. Dunk’s last letter, ilr. Sept- 
imus Pose would say that whehbe settled 



in Pulham it was for peace and quiet, 
and he gave his subscription to the bell- 
ringers because be considered himself 
one of the community.* He did not 
then know, as he now does, that bell- 
ringing is a disease here. In his opinion 
it should be kept for Sundays, although 
he is convinced that Sundays also are 
better vrithout it. If Mr. Dunk will 
arrange to confine all ringing to Sundays, 
Mr. Pose will increase his subscription 
to a pound. 

Mr, Stephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Bose. 

Dear Sir, — ^With reference to your 
letter about practice and ringing on 
Sundays only, I am sony to say it is 
impossible. The >veek-day practice has 
been going on for years, maybe for 
centuries, and such an ancient and 
honourable custom could not be tam- 
pered with on any account, and cer- 
tainly not for ten sliillings. Moreover, 
the inhabitants, many of whom have 
lived here a long time, have come to 
expect it. I am sony, but there it is. 

And another thing, Sir, how could 
we promise to ring only on Sundays 
when there are such things as wed- 


dings, which are nothing without a peal 
and funerals, where tolling is expected '? 
In fact much of our practising is done 
for weddings, which is the only time 
when we get something extra for our- 
selves. 

No, Sir, I am sony, but w'e can't 
change the practice day. I think you '] 1 
find a difference next Wednesday even- 
ing. Joe is coming along nicely. 

I have the honour to be ' 

Yours obediently, Stephen Dunk. 

Mr. Joseph Grover to Mr. Septimus Bose. 

Deeb Sir if you will give me the 
ten bob instead of the others I will send 
in my resignashiin. 

' Yours tiTiely, - Joseph Grover. 

Mr. Stephen Dunk to Mr. Septimus Bose. 

Dear Sir, — ^With reference to your 
letter about the choir 
practice, I hasten to in- 
form you that you are 
not likely to be troubled 
again, as Joe has re- 
signed . We shall miss 
the lad,, for he was wil- 
ling and regular, but he 
says he was never sure 
that ringing was his 
true calling, and so he 
is joining the choir, 
having a fair baritone 
voice. . We are trying 
young Horace Peters in 
Joe's place, with hopes 
for the best, but I am 
afraid he w^ili take a 
lot of training. Prom 
your point of view I 
expect it is a pity Joe left. 

I have the honour to be 

Yours obediently, Stephen Dunk. 

E.V.L. 

Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

** Derek Western, more good-looking than 
ever in the costume of a Roundhead cavalier, 
was the first to approach her and ask for a 
dance.” — Weekly Paper. 

. “ Boot and Shoe Trade. 

Wanted, Good Clicker, on Ladies' Work ; 
one used to lizards and crocodiles.” 

jJortliaTn/pton Paper, 

And they require delicate handling, to 
judge from the following : — 

“ Shoes fashioned of crocodile, lizard, snake 
or boa constrictor skin will not spit at the 
markings if they are treated weekly to a gentle 
massage with a good cream.” 

South African Paper, 

“ The Directors of the Bank have de- 

cided on rebuilding new bank premises on the 
site, of the present bank. The work is now in 
the hands of a contractor, and steps have 
already been taken to erect a more accommo- 
dating building.” — Irish Paper, . 

Chorus of clients : ** Sure, that -s no use 
at all. ^ What we want is a more ac- 
commodating manager." 
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Auntie. “ I WANT YOU TO KEEP STILL JUST A LITTLE LONGEB, LEAK. I ’M SUBE YOU ’LL BE SO PEOUD TO HAVE A PICTUBE OP 
YOUBSELP DONE BY YOUR AUNTIB WHEN YOU ’EE A BIG MAN AND I ’m DEAD AND GONE.”. 

Ne^hm. “Who’ll get your paints?” ■ ' ‘ . 


THE DUST OF UR. 

(in the British Museum.) 

Among the marble Eomans to and fro 
Vague knots of drifting people come and go, 

Or halt perplexed beside some battered tomb, 

Some poor chipped Osesar gazing from the gloom. 
Mausolos does not always stand alone 
Among his lions and chariots of stone, 

And over Magna Gharfca's shield of glass 
Sometimes a blur of lingering breath may pass. 

But in this bleak vault, where the light of day 
Falls frigid from the slanting windows grey. 

Silence and solitude have willed to dwell, 

Like two dull hermits in a cavern cell. 

The very- guardians of their hushed domain 
To stand beside the friendly stairs are fain, 
Whispering — ^may be of things like “ tips ” and “ odds 
And “knock-outs^* — as men whispered once of gods. 

Not to Nin-Gal or to Nannar they cry. 

Those gods whose temple-fragments near them lie, 
Pitiful fragments, though touched faintly yet 
With many-coloured gleams from suns long set.. 

Those pallid dusty stones once flanked the wall 
King Bur-Sin builded for divine Nin-6al ; 

Across that wrinkled slab of clay he drew 
His trailing fringes, purple, gold and blue. 

Dust, dust, all dust, the glory and the pride. 

The temples of the Moon-God and his bride. 

The paven walks, the terraced towers that were 
The splendour and the majesty of Ur. 


Dust of the desert, whence no visions rise 
Save those of bearded kings with cruel eyes, 

Bowmen and spearmen, altars dark with blood, 

And crouching captives moulding bricks of mud. 

Ashes and dust! Nay, there is something here 
Touched with the breath of beauty, lit with clear 
And quivering light, and haunted by the far 
Sound of the waves once governed by Nanuar. 

On the moon’s shrine the mep of Dr laid those' 

Frail sea-sbells, faintly filmed with pearl and rose. 
Holding each one in its translucent dome 
Sea-music and the shimmer of the foam. D, M. S. 


The Plunger. 

“ Mr. Ford lias completed plans to spend twenty to thirty pounds 
this year in extending his business by building new factories, light 
railways, and plants for the utilisation of hy-products. Ho declares 
that he will not rest until every man owns a motor car.” 

South Africmi Paj^er. 


“An altercation tooh place and the prisoner bit off a portion of 
Jenkins’s left ear .” — Promiicial P<ipa'.’ 

Although History repeats itself, it is hoped that this “Jen- 
kinses Ear ” will not involve us in another war with Spain. 

From a character-study of the Minister op Health : — 
“ It was an entirely successful first appearance, one which marked 
down the G-Iasgow Socialist as a man to be watched not merely as 
a phenomenon in British politics, but as one who may easMy become 
an out .” — Daily Pamper. ^ ; 

But that surely might be said in^presont circumstances of 
any of Mr, Wheatley’s colleagues. 






282 PUKCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Maech 12, 1924. 

INTIMATE AFTERNOONS. 

YI. — A Recklhss Interlude. 

Tom Diirby and his icife Joan am sit- 
ting at home over the teacnjjs. 

Tom, Yes, clear, the Chief suddenly 
decided to go avway this morning. There 
will practically 1)6 nothing to do at the 
office until Tuesday. 

Joan (in raptnre). Oh! Tom, what 
shall we do ? 

T, It is rather jolly, isn’t it ? 

J, You 11 really be quite free ? 

T, Till Tuesday. That gives us iv^o 
whole days. 

J, Wo must make a programme. 

T, We*ve certainly earned the right 
to a little holiday somewhere. 

J, I should think so indeed. I hate 
to see you always tied to that wretched 
office. 

T. And I can’t bear to see 3 "ou chained 
for ever to this l)eastiy flat. 

J. I ’ve come to hate that honid 
business of yours. 

T, And I ’m beginning quite to dis- 
like this confound^ housekeeping. 

J. Do you remember that walking- 
tour the year after we were manied — 
the day when all the inns w^ere full, and 
we tramped into GloveUy in the dead 
of night ? 

T, And that lovely little trip to 
Normandy. Do yon remember those 
flies in the forest of Caudel>ec ? 

J , And that sweet little attic on the 
sea-front at Dieppe — ^the night of the 
fireworks? 

T, (moved bjj ancient memories). That 
was the evening we lost thirty fmnes 
at the Casino. 

J , It w’as worth thirty francs. 

T, (rechlesslff), I didn’t care if it was 
sixty. 

[Pause for reflection on these wild j 
recoliections of the 2 >ast, 

J , And then.there was Paris. 

T, Eleven years ago next August. 

J. I never daied to tell Aunt Emme- 
line half the things we did. Do you 
jemember drinking that green stuff at 
the Cafe do la Paix — o'iine de mmthe 
I think it was called ? 

T, ( 2 '^layfulhJ), I had to help you into 
the taxi, Joan, and the chauffeur winked 
at me as he shut the door. 

J , Oh, Tom! You never told me that 
he wink^. {Suddenly) I say, Tom. 

T[ Yes, dear. 

J , AVliy not do it again ? 

T, Paris, you mean ? 

J . Why not? W^e’ve got two days.: 
We eonld start early to-morrow morn- 
ing. YTe should be in Paris for tea, 
and we could come back, I suppose, on 
Monday night. 

T, (duhmcslp). Yes, I suppose so. 
J-jct ’s. (Reflecting,) There ’s the pack- 
ing, of course. 

J, We ’ve got this evening for that. 

T, Yes, so we have. I il get a time- 
table. 

J, (as he goes to his bureau in the 
cornel'), I hope those bags of ours are 
all right. It ’s some time since I liad a 
look at them. 

T, (coming bach with the thne-tahU), 
We shan’t want more than one. Lug- 
gage is ahvays such a dreadful bother. 

/. (loolcing over his shoulder). There 
you are, Tom — London to Paris. It lias 
a page all to itself. 

T, We ’d better go by Calais. I can’t 
stand more than an hour on the Chan- 
nel. Here ’s the train — 8.40 from Vic- 
toria. 

J . We shall have to be up pretty 
early. - 

T, (with a grimace). Travellers can- 
not be choosers. (Suddenly) Oh, dash ! 

J, (uneasily). What ’s the matter ? 

T. This time-table was published in 
May, 1922. Probably the trains are all 
different now. 

J, WHiy not ring up Cook’s ? 

T. It ’s Saturday afternoon. Cook's 
is probably closed. 

J, Try the station. 

T, That ’s hopeless. One never gets 
on to the right department. The fact 
is, you know, these things require a 
little prej)aration. One can’t rush off 
to Paris ^ a moment’s notice. In any 
case it seems a bit far for two days, 
don't you think ? We shall be sitting 
up all night on Monday. 

J , I wonder. Perhaps you ’re right. 

T, (with a flash of impiration). Any- 
how, it ’s impossible. ** ^ 

XWhy? 1 

T, Passports! 

[Tom, having successfully dealt 
with this crisiSy sinks back into 
his emnehair. 

’ J- Of course. How silly - of us to 
forget 1 : 

T,(co?nfortailif lighting his pipe). We 
must think of something else. We 've 
an unlimited choice. How delicious to 
think that we can go off to-mon*ow 
morning simply anywhere we please ! 
[He spreccds his hands to the blaze. 

J. Except Paris. 

T, Anywhere within reasonable dis- 
tance, of course. 

J. (exclaiming), I loiow' ! 

T, (jumping nervously). How sudden 
you are, my dear ! What is it now ? 

J. You i‘emem1>er that lovely little 
hotel at Lynmouth ? 

T. (protesting). But, my dear Joan, 
this is December. The place is prob- 
ably closed. In any case the seaside 
in the winter is too appalling — ^unless, 
of course, it's Brighton or some big 
place with a Christmas season. 

J. I suppose it would be pretty ghastly 
i now at Lynmouth. What about some- 

where in the country — that most attrac- 
tive farmhouse we stayed at just after 
Willie was born ? 

T. Eather a good idea. The country ’s 
simply lovely on a fine frosty morning. 
You remember tliat chimney-corner in 
the great hall. That would simply 
splendid in the winter-time. 

J, Of course there \vould be draw- 
backs oven there. They those 

chimneys always smoke, and it might 
be just dull and foggy, and there's 
nothing but oil lamps and no hot water. 

T. And there ’s not a cinema within 
ten miles, and you do so love the cinema. 
(Sitting up siiddenly,) Look here, Joan, 
why not Brighton? There’s always 
something to do there. And it 's terribly 
handy. We coiild do things properly 
— the Majestic Hotel, for example. 

J, I couldn't possibly stay at the 
Majestic. I ’ve practically nothing to 
wear. 

T, Then we might find some nice 
quiet place a little back from the sea- 
front. 

J. 1 don’t thinlc I should care about 
that veiy much. One feels so out of it 
at a place like Brighten unless one is 
staying at one of the absolutely best 
hotels. 

T, (again sinking hack into the iqi- 
holstery). Perhaps you'ro light. Pos- 
sibly the best thing is to take some nice 
little excursion 'on Monday. I’m not 
terribly fond of going out on Sunday. 
On Monday we might hire a motor and 
drive into the country for lunch or some- 
thing like that. 

J. We might, of course. But isn't it 
a bit cold for motoring? 

T, What about our bicycles ? 

J, IVCne would have to be overhauled. 

It 's in a shocking condition. 

T. (collapsing mto his chair again). 
Oh, well, never mind. We '11 think of 
something before Monday’ morning. 
After all, it wouldn’t be altogether wise 
for me to go away on Sunday. I’m 
supposed to l^e meeting Jenkinson at 
church, and ho 'may be putting a little 
bit of business in the way of the firm. 

J. And I rather wanted to finish the 
drawing-room ciu-tains. 

T, Then it shall be Monday. To- 
night, I suppose . . , 

J . Of course, I 've been looking for- 
ward to it all the week. It ’s a Paragon 
picture, called Wildly Beaming. 

[Pause — Tomenjoyshisowjifireside 
and Joan takes needlework from 
her basket, 

1 T, (reflectively). About Monday, dear? 

J. Don't worry about it, Tom. It’s 
just lovely to think that we 've got all 
that time to ourselves. You'U pro- 
bably wake up with a bright idea in the 
morning. 

T, (idly stretching his hands to the 
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fre). It ’s %YonderM to be free again. 
The long roads ^vind away into tlio 
hills, and little lanes lose themselves in 
the woods. I can hear the sea and get 
lost in following some tiny river through 
mossy coverts and frosty glades. 

J. Oil, Tom ! Your descriptions are 
simply wondoruil 

llosl'inri). I can smell lune- trees. 

J. {cle^iinnii her handb). And think of 
it, Tom, waking up to all the country 
noises i 

T, {(jiuirdedlij). Not if we go on Mon- 
day- We dl start soon after breakfast. 

J, Not too early. They always come 
for the washing on Monday, and I should 
like to cheek it myself. 

T. Perhaps you’re right. The country 
is so very cold before luncli. Suppose 
we iiineh early — somewhere in town. 
I could meet you at the Kingsway 
Grill. That ’s where I usuall}' lunch, 

/. Meet me, Tom ? 

T, Well, while you ’re seeing to things 
here — ^the washing and all that — I might 
perhaps {a Utile hliamefacedhj) — er — 
look in at the office for an hour or two. 
There may ]>e some letters. One never 
knows. 

J, And while we are in town we 
might as well drop into the Stores and , 
choose a cretonne for the Chesterfield. 

1\ After lunch*? 

/. I suppose so. There won’t bo 
very mucli time in the morning. 

\There is a restful mitil a \ 

further consideration swjgests \ 
itself to the active mhid of Tom I 
Darby. 

T. It will be x^retty near teatime be- 
fore "we ’ve chosen the cretonne, dear. 

cl. I suppose so. We must not be 
too long about it, though. It’s so 
difficult to choose eoloims by electrici 
light. 

T. These winter days are so con- 
foundedly short. Come to think of it, 
it seems liardiy worth wdffie. 

rl. "What, dear? 

T. I mean for just a single day. It i 
will be dark almost ])efore w^e start. 

/. Just as 3 ’ou like, Tom. We could 
easily come back liere from the Stores, 
and then I could start on the loose cover 
after tea. You could sit with me and 
finish reading to me that wonderful book 
— The Way of Something or Other . . . 

T. The Way of an Eagle; I sup];>ose.- 
Yes, The Way of an Eagle, 

. T. (as he sinhs finally hack to rest). 
Then we ’li leave -it at that, though' we 
may^ of com'se, think of something else 
before Monday morning. Meanwhile, 

; what did you say was the name of the 
i picture we were going to see this even- 
ing? 

J. Wildly Boaming, 

2\ {closing 1m eyes): Sounds' rather 
I attoetive. ' - 


OUR INDIAN HUMPTIES. 

He. 

Time was that in the storied East, 

Of Jacks-in-office not the least, 

I took the chair, I set the tone, 

I made the speech, I laid the stone ; 
Novv% like Dakius good and great, 

I sit no longer where I sate. 

I lield the scales, I tried the gang, 
Bade tliis one live and that go bang ; 
The white man's load (my share or 
more) 

These Atlaniean shoulders l)ore ; 

Can Atlas sink and hot the sky ? 

The fly-w’heel turn without the fiy ? 

To me the humblest ^laid his dues, 

For me the highest doffed his shoes : 

A thousand thousand bowed the knee 
Before their lord and master, Me ; 

I was their Mother and their Sire, 
Their Sun and Moon, their Heavenly 
Choir. 

Those halcyon days — one loud “ Qui 1 li 
Brought twenty voices in reply ; 

One sharply uttered ‘‘Brandy peg 1 ” 
And twenty vaiiets plied the leg ; 

Now' tw'enty times I tinkle-ting 
And wait Maria’s pleasuring. 

A w’arm'ng blast, a hand upheld 
To either side the crowd compelled, - 
Or, if afoot I chanced to stray, 

My gilded minions cleared the way ; 
Now in long queues that pant and fuss 
I stand and jostle for the bus. 

How hard it is to retrogress 
From splendour into nothingness ; 

To have the stars within your reach 
And end like seaweed on the beach I 
Since Hum^ty Eumptxfs, I opine, 

Was never such a fall as mine. 

She. 

John ’s got his pension ; I ’m released 
For ever from the hateful East, 

The land that sai)s a woman’s charms 
And tears her children from her arms ; 
Paiwell the horrors of the Plains, 
Famines and fevers, boils and blains ! 

John has his golf, he has his cards, 

His Morning Post, his old Die-Hards ; 
I cannot think why ho bemoans 
His tinsel pomp, his troops of drones; 
Give me a brace of British maids 
And keep your Indian brigades. 

From steamy dawn to stewy eve 
The darkened house I dared not leave ; 
, The sun beat down, the punkah groaned, 
The massed mosquitoes monotoned, 
The tireless tomtom’s dreadful din 
Kept sleej) without and rage within. 

Then to the Club at Mustypore 
To con the well-thmnbed papers o’er, 
Play bumble-pup, review the thrills ' 
Of last year’s visit to the Hills, 


Endure again the same old jokes, 

The same misdeals, the same revokes. 

The heat and mildew spoiled my boots 
And gloves and hats and John’s 
cheroots, 

And W’liat the heat and mildew sx>ared 
A dozen tribes of insects shared ; 

The treasmes tlie white ant disdained 
The borer and the moth profaned. 

Eemote from shops I pined (a ghost 
Might be content to shoji by post, 

But flesh and blood loves trijps to Town 
To ]mnt tlie breathless bargain dovrn) : 
Now Oxford Street my soul regales 
With the fierce pleasures of the Sales. 

What use of sealing starry jieaks 
Unless they yield you rosy cheeks ? 

Let others fret and fuss and foam, 

Give 7ne the jilacid joys of Home. 

I ’d sooner far in Clapham dwell 
Than queen it with the best in Hell. 

A Doubtful Tip. 

“ Where it is inconvenient to wear glove.s I 
because a sure touch is required, it is a very j 
simple expedient just to cut off the tips of the 
fingers.” — Daily Paper, 

Of a bridge manual : — 

“ Will enable a novice to play with those of 
average calibre with annoyance to them or 
loss to himself.” — Indian Paper, 

We have often wondered where some 
of our partners got their ideas. 

“The [Abbey] division contains 37,000 
voters, of whom 15,811 are women, and 21,188 
men.” — Evening Paper, 

The odd voter is presumably what Kit- 
ling calls a “ harumfrodite.” j 

From a lawn-tennis report : — 

“Miss was most persistent in her game 

against her great opponent: She plays with a 
joil de vinne that is pleasing to see.” 

West Indian Paper, 
Even Mile. Lenglen might envy her. 

“ The shades of Thackeray, Johnson, Addi- 
son and Steele will haunt the portals of this 
baronial hostehy, which is fitted throughout 
in Tudor style.” — Adet, in Sunday Paper, 

In case, we suppose, the ghost of 
SmuiESPEABB should drop in as well. 

“A party of Labour M.P.'s made a core- 
. monious entry in taxicabs into Hyde Park to • 
celebrate the * freedom’ of the Par^ to these 
vehicles after a ban of between 200 and 800 
years.” — Daily Paper, 

We knew some of our taxicabs were 
fairly antique, but 

“Like all other burghs in the north of 
Scotland, suffers from a lamentable short- 
age of horses. This, in all probability, is the 
explanation for the falling off in the number 
of marriages during .recent years.” 

Scots Paper, 

Wo have known, however, confirmed 
bachelors whom oven wild horses could 
not drag to the altar. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Pu7tch*$ Staff of Learned Clerics) 

In an age of suffocating pretentions it is deiightful to 
encounter such fragrant pieces of modesty as the Letters of 
Aline Thackeray Ritchie (Murray). ‘‘I am afraid very 
much she is going to be a man of genius,” said Thackeray 
of his nine-year-old daughter; ‘‘I would far sooner have 
had her an amiable and affectionate woman.” The gods, 
however, brought about a compromise. Anny retained her i 
genius, but it was a genius essentially feminine, rejoicing in’ 
its natural and circumstantial limits. “Oh, why have I' 
been writing about fairy-tales when the bells have been ring- i 
ing for the taking of Sebastapol ? ” she cries at eighteen. ; 
But as she grows wiser she becomes not only reconciled toi 
her imaginative and domestic bias, but even a little appreci- ’ 
ative of it. Great figmres crowd her pages, .but there is. 
always something quaint and Granford-ish about them:; 
Mrs. Brownino with her “dead brown hair”; Cardinal 
Manning with his “ ascetic nose ” ; Eenan, “ like a very fat 
ill-bound grammar” ; Stevenson “tossing back his hair” ; 
Ghabuotte Bronte in a moss-sprigged dress ; and the two 
Georges> Sand and ‘Eliot, the former in black silk and a 
cameo brooch at a play in Paris, and the latter in a dressing- 
gown by a London fire, “ snow outside and German paper- 
books on the table, a green lamp and a paper-cutter.” 
Thackeray himself taught his little model and secretary to 
draw and write. There should be a lurking prettiness in 
all buffoonery even,” he once found it necessary to remind 
her. His grand-daughter/ Miss Hester Eitchub, who is 


responsible for this enchanting volume, gives reproductions 
of her grandfather’s inimitable drawings as well as those of 
her mother ; and the Sargent portrait of the latter serves 
as the best of all possible fi-ontispieces. Eorty-two letters 
written by Thackeray himself are included. These would, 
of course, be the making of any book; but to this book 
they are merely an added grace. 

The name of Edgar Eioe Burroughs needs no introduc- 
tion, Once upon a time I read all the Tarzan books then 
published, eight in number, and even began to dally with 
the Martian series by the same author. I had it in mind 
to write a reasoned criticism of Mr. Burroughs and his 
work. But the marvellous adventures of the wanderer in 
our sister-planet broke a resolution already undermined by 
strange happenings in the African jungle, and I confined 
myself to the study of that remarkable scion of our old 
British nobility who had enjoyed the rare good fortune of 
being brought up from childhood by a tribe of apes. I con- 
fess that I did not think much of our author’s literary 
manner. And there is no disputing the fact that the Tarzan 
and Martian stories possess no visible merit beyond a, wealth 
of improbable incident. Hence my surprise when I came 
across The Girl from Solly laood (Methuen). It would be 
flattery to say that the book is well written, but it is in- 
finitely better than anything I have ever seen yetirom 1&. 
Eioe Burroughs. It concerns itself chiefly with the adven- 
tures of a girl in the famouscinema colony, and thereis pl^tety 
of drug-takingand a good deal about the process ojt smuggling 
in the “snow” and other contraband. Also we have one 
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WilsGii Crumb, cmenia star, a terrible fellow with the ladies, story* I could not bear to think of liim as settling down 
who reaps his just reward at the end of the, book, but not to a humdrum life witli Mrs. Smith. 

without bringing llie hero under a false accusation of murder. * 

Tlie surprising thing about the hook is the way in which our Only those who have the misfortune never to^have seen 
author has improved in character-drawing. J//ss Shannon a puppet play aptly designed and^ skilfully manipulated — j 
Burhi, who sets herself, after her mother’s death, to conquer such a gem, for instance, as that tiny desolate faun mourn- | 
the drug liabit and live a Iiealthy life, is very different from ing for the slain doe in Mr. William Sbevionds’ charming 
the ridiculous wooden puppets who peopled the Tarzan series, woodland piece — can afford to be superior about “ children's 
Andthc whole family, who take her in hand and entertainments.” The astonishing thing — and I should 

eventually redeem her, are quite well done. I congratulate imagine it must be rather humiliating to flesh-and-blood 
Mr. BuERoroHs on bis excursion to Hollywood. actors and authors, is the dramatic intensity of the presen- 

" tation, while the Avords seem to be' so little missed. Mr. 

When a bridegroom receives an anonymous letter accusing C^ipe gives us, as an index of a revival of interest in a per- 
his bride of theft, be should, in my opinion, if lie loves her sistently surviving art-form, The Heroes of the Puppet Stage, 
at all, laugh at it and invite her to laugh at it with him. by Madge Anderson, written evidently for an American | 
Philip Stretton^ihohevo Albanesi’s latest novel, audience. In x\merica, no doubt as part of the energetic j 


he had to, I must admit that it made me take quite a dis- concern is to summarise in a lively enough way the stories 
like to him. Ajiiie, the bride, is a dear little soul, and the of the traditional puppet plays, so many of them centred 
secret she has promised to keep, which prevents her from in the figure of the immortal Punchinello, with a cei’tain 









Long-mperviig Householder, “Weld, how abb you getting on?' 
Flumber^s Mate. “ Fine. Two winneks.'* 


“ amomit of incidental 
loistorical comment, 
rather than to give us, 
what we should much 
like to have, details of 
the elaborate technique 
of the puppet-masters. 
And perhaps she did not 
quite precisely make up 
her mind as to whetlier 
she was addressing 
young folk or mature 
ancients (like me). A 
prodigious bibliography 
witnessestotheauthor’s 
industry ; but it is odd 
that she seems never to 
have come across The 
Mask or Mr. Gordon 
Oeaig. 

Mr. Leigh Eogees is 
_ quite clearly an Ameri- i 


I explaining things away, H amomit of incidental 

has veiy. little to do . , ^ ^ loistorical comment, 

^ with herself and much HS!!; /W ‘I 1- ! 1 rather than to give us, 

Ito do with her friend, ‘'fn ^ ^ ^ 

: Joyce Pleyhury, who, ‘ ' 

I bemginlovewithPfe 2 *Z?j> * i I n 

I also, uses it as a means . ’ v i II 1* 

of estranging them. ^ -- •' O* 

Arme, of course, as a •• n (r^r ‘ 

I heroine should, finds it *'• ' , ' 

'impossible to tell her f i ' 

: husband that an oath i ’ — L- 

I of silence as to Joyce's j 

I affairs is all that pro- ^ 

vents her from coming 4 . witnessestotheauthor’s 

into the open, which % \ industry; but it is odd 

seems to my less scru- |\ - A fxl she seems never to 

pulous "'mind rather have come across The 

foolish; but, again, ' ‘ / .* ' ■ ^ Mask or Mr. Gordon 

where would the novel- ^ Craig. 

ists be if these refine- ^ ^ . rr , 7, 

mentq were not to be Long-mpervng Householder, “Well, how abb you getting on?” TiPxaH *RoaT?p<! iq 

I ments were noT> lo oe jHumber^s Mate. “Fine. Two winneks.” BEIGH JiOGERS is 

expected from tneir ^ quite clearly an Ameri- 

i nicest characters ? A Bird in a- Storm does not seem to can, and the practised reviewer will guess even without look- 
have been very carefully read for publication, but apart ing further than the title and the pictoe on the jacket of bis 
from that I have little fault to find with this very pretty novel that Wine of Fury (Grant Eichards) must concern 
and pleasant story, in which suffering virtue ' is made so itself with Eussia under Bolshevik rule. It is not at all a bad 
attractive that the most indifferent reader as to happy book of its kind. Mr. Eogers gives us an American bank 
endings* must be glad of its ultimate triumph. manager in Petrograd, David Band, to whom comes in the 

^ opening pages one Bodkin, an ardent revolutionary, in the 

The Hazards of Smith (Hurst and Blackett) were four guise of an assistant sent out from the liead office in New 
in number, and Mr. H. Bedford Jones sees to it that they York. David's Eussian life is drawn as though the author 
are all \Auiming hazards. The jacket encompassing these knew all about banking life and its subtle joys and sorrows, 
stories prepared me for sensations, and I *was not dis- and in. spite of the impending cloud of Bolshevism, which 
appointed. Indeed, once or twice I wondered if Mr. Jones we know must engulf his branch sooner or later, we can 
ought not to be prosecuted for cruelty to heroes, so hard enjoy a gentle thrill in watching him slowly climbing the 
: do^^ he work poor Smith. An agent in the French secret slippery hill towards an illusory success. There is a certain 
service. Smith carried out his duties in “remote China”; sameness about the feminine element in most of these 
; and the setting adds piquancy to his amazing exploits. Eussian novels, and aristocrats like Natalie Dukharina, or 
Whenever a situation grew desperate Synith was called in; dancers like Naritza, may have appeared in other pages, 
and whether a maiden had to be saved from peril worse But I congratulate Mr. Eogers on Foma Ivanovitch, type 
than death, or affairs of State had to be unravelled, lie was of the peasant turned soldier, who bayonets his officer when 
the man for the job. ^ In the story politely called “The ordered to fire upon the crowd in the Nevsky where his 
Second Life of M. le Diable ’ he was in a very tight place, sweetheart might be standing, and thereby incidentally 
but emerged, as us^l, by^ viiiiue of his coolness and resource, awakens that clumsy giant, the Eussian people, and sets 
**I am not romantic,’ said Synith; but I cannot accept this him lurching forward on unsteady feet towards Ejerenskt 
statement. ^ Eomance coloured all his adventures, and I and the Provisional Government. The story of the early 
hope it outlived his marriage, which occurs in the fourth days of the revolution rings true, but I was a little sur- 


March 12 , 1924 .] 


PUNGH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


prised to find the publisher explaining 
in a foreword the enthusiasm that 
seized upon him as soon as he read the 
first two pages of manuscript. In the 
printed book they seemed hardly as 
exciting as all that. 

If there is anything pleasanter to see 
than a dexterous craftsman forgetting 
himself in his craft, it is the same en- 
thusiast condescending to its elements 
for the sake of a beginner. Both specta- 
cles are afforded by Mr. Gordon Craig’s 
WoodmiU and Some Words (Dent) — 
not passim, of course, but in admirably 
large patches. The book begins with 
the happiest, most captivating little 
record of its author’s own experiments 
— experiments whose final success is 
borne out by its three-score illustra- 
tions^ — and its last twenty pages contain 
the most lucid and friendly guidance I 
have met on the art of cutting a block 
for yourself. Mr. Craig is certain that 
wood-cutting rather than pen-drawing 
should be the occupation of the young 
and strenuous. There is good reason 
for an imaginative fellow having some 
tough craft. It cools his ardour.’" He 
shows how his own interest grew out 
of scene-designing (for which he used 
differently-tinted wood-cuts) and at- 
tempts to ennoble the theatre -pro- 
gramme. .Then came lessons from 
William Nicholson — these are de- 
lightful reading — followed by the ex- 
hilarating pursuit of ‘‘gouging out 
white spaces’*' on sliced box-trunks 
bought from Italian wood-turners or 
furbished -up blocks of the ’sixties 
vended by a mysterious old recluse in 
Red Lion Court. Neither Mr. Camp- 
bell Dodgson, who writes the book’s ; 
preface, nor Mr. Nicholson himself, has ; 
anything to say for Mr, Craig’s French Renaissance trick 
of adding grey to the wood-cut’ s orthodox repertory of black- 
and-white. ' Nor have I, But I own, quite unreasonably, 
to sharing its author’s own tenderness for the jolly Httle 

Pyramid” cut in which this dodge is most in evidence. 

When Mp Daughter Helen was written, I -learn from an 
explanatory foreword to Marmaduke (Gape), the author had 
no sequel in mind. As time went on, however, I suppose 
he began to think it a pity that nothing moire skoiild be 
done about it. Personally, I have not read the earlier story, 
but I conjecture from the history oiMamiaduhe that itdeft 
this amiable but ineffective forger facing the five years* 
penal servitude which he has completed during the interval. 
It may be admitted that the return of the erring husband 
to the bosom of his justifiably anxious family after one of 
these unforiunate side-slips a&rds excellent material to the 
student of character. And Mr. Allan Monkhouse is some- 
thing of a psychologist. He takes the family in hand, 
consisting of the father-in-law (of liter j/ry tastes), who tells 
the story, his daughter Helen, his son Bandal, Helenas four 
children, and finally Marmaduke himself, and occupies him- 
self happily through some two hundred odd pages (it is quite 
a short-book) in displaying the various efforts of this crowd 
to shepherd the retiumed sinner into the right and whole- 



“Fob goodness’ sake, Mabel, ask that fellow to speak up.” 


some path. For Marmaduke himself does his best to help. 
He really would almost like to be a “reformed character, 
were it any way possible to become one. But there is a 
kink" in him somewHefe^let us call it the artistic tempera- 
ment — ^that lies in wait to wreck him at every turn.' It 
does not matter’’ what they aU do for him, and they all 
do their level best, it fails. The father-in-law', poor as he is, 
even finances a dramatic company for a while in the hope 
of finding him a pemdanent' job as an actor, but to no 
purpose, except in so far as it gives Mr. Monkhouse the 
opportunity of drawing the Hrralls, husband and wife, an 
'admirable pair of strolling actors^ modem style. Even a 
journalist’s career, that last resort of the destitute (in fiction), 
is soon found to be hopeless. Marmaduke is doomed to 
descend a^in into the pit. A good book of its kind, done 
with considerable insight and an uncommon reticence. The 
relations between the erring fatlier and his children are 
especially well conceived. 

“Id oiie of the nmeteeu ‘ threatened’ City Churches, All Hallows, 
Lombard Street, that links up with Saxon times, Mr. A. Keeh, Hon. 
Secretary of the- R.I.B.A., pointing yesterdffy 'tb its-grinmiig^G’ibbbns 
canungs, pleaded strongly against Qie Paper, 

We don’t remember these griiining -caMh^. Wm he re- 
fetring to the gargoyles? ^ ' - " ' " 
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THE FEMININE INFLUENCE. 

IS IT POSSIBLE THAT THE CLOCHE HAT YOGUE WILL EXTEND TO THE STEBNER SEX? 


THE CHUNNEL SCHEME. 

Thebe are three main reasons why, 
for the time being, that philosophic 
j)roposition, the Channel scheme, has, 
so to speak, been driven underground. 

Tlie first is the length of time it would 
take to complete a well-appointed 
twenty-two carat tunnel some twenty- 
one miles in length. Secondly, the 
difficulty of disposing of the "chalk 
obtained in excavation on a market 
that, in spite of the increase in the 
number of schools and billiard saloons 
in recent years, is still strictly limited. 
The third and most important is the 
question of finance. The mere dig- 
I ging of the tunnel would cost a large 
; sum, even supposing that the cheapest 
I shovels were used ; and to this incidental 
I expenses would have to be added, such 
as filling in the excavated space with 
atmosphere. This is an expensive item, 
as even third-grade atmosphere, as sup- 
plied to the L.C.C., runs to about four 
shillings a gallon. 

Is there then no method by which 
this scheme might be carried out in a 
more economical manner, better suited 
to these days, vrhen as a nation we 
can no longer afford expensive luxuries ? 
I suggest that there is. . 

^ Eet us buy a second-hand tunnel. 


Now Switzerland is a little country 
that is infested with tunnels. Surely 
the authorities, if approached in the 
right spirit, would be willing to dispose 
of two or three at a reasonable figure. 
Three would probably be needed to 
make up the required length. Com- 
petent judges have said of these tun- 
nels that they are of the very best ma- 
terial and workmanship, guaranteed 
water-proof and lined throughout, and, 
though not new, of such a superior 
finish that any person fortunate enough 
to acquire one could at any time 
show it to his friends with pride and 
satisfaction. 

Should the purchase be decided upon 
it would be advisable to acquire them, 
if bought by the yard, during the cold 
weather, as they expand considerably 
during the summer. With a good 
power-saw they might then be cut up 
into suitable lengths for a train-load 
and transported at owner's risk to 
Calais. It would be a small matter for 
modern engineers to join up the pieces. 
There is siare to be some plastic water- 
I resisting material on the market for the 
purpose. The ends having been corked 
up the tunnel might be floated out to sea 
and anchored in position. By means 
of suitable weights secured to it, say a 
couple of obsolete battleships filled with 


concrete, it might then be sunk on to the 
bed of the Channel and nailed to the 
floor from the inside. 

Such a Chunnei, I have reason to 
believe, would be found to give genu- 
ine satisfaction, and, though coming a 
great deal cheaper, would prove just 
as durable as the more expensive 
freshly bored article. 

N*ew Light on IMCahomet. 

“He was certainly the first Caliph since 
Mahomet the Prophet to wear a wrist-watch,” 

. Daily Paper ^ 

“ Wanted, energetic Men, either ses, to help 
in canvassing orders for high-class Cigars,” etc. 

Advt m Indian Paper, 

A chance for a widow to dispose of her 
weeds. 

“It may here be recalled that when soebing 
for fresh treasures, he met with a tragic end, 
for he fell into a concealed pit dug by the 
Sandwich Islanders for the capture of wild 
bulbs, and was gored to death by one of them.” 

Gardening Paper, 

We had no idea our horticulturists ran 
such risks. 

^ “A REAr* Terbob. 

I have no personal knowledge of Mr. , 

but I am told that he is — ^what we all delight 
to hear — a real tenor.” 

Letter in South African Paper, 
The Editor, however, appears to have 
a different opinion. 


Maech 19, 1924.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


289 


CHARIVARIA. 

M. Papanastassiou and M. Habsi- 
KTBLUios are the new leaders of the 
Greek Republican Party. We sincerely 
hope they will never quarrel and start 
calling one another names. 

An income-tax form containing eight 
pages is about to be issued. W e wouldn’t 
mind betting that before we have read 
three pages there will be some sinister 
reference to money. 

An American scientist has just dis- 
covered that the earth is lighter than 
we imagined it was. It would be. Loo k 
at the amount of it that has recently 
been dug out of the London streets. 

Pour shillings a year was voted as 
the salary for Ministers 
in the Central Provinces 
recently. It seems a lot, 
but perhaps they were 
good Ministers. 

* ^ 

The girl who was re- 
cently chosen as the 
London Venus gives as 
her secret of beauty: 

“ Never sit down.” 

Now perhaps Lord Ash- 
field win be able to get 
a fresh advertisement 
for his Underground in 
the rush hours — as a 
beauty course. 

The late Assistant- 
Manager of the Under- 
ground Railways is 4»o 
be the new Conservative 
organiser. Let ’s hope he ’ll be more 
successful than he has been in provid 
ing sure seats. ^ ^ 

* , f 

Sir Olivee Lodge says that the next 
war may possibly obliterate mankind. 
It seems a pity that there should be 
nobody left on this side to call us up in 
a stance. ^ 

In the opinion of a woman -writer 
bedtime stories are not always success- 
ful. Quite so. Especially that one 
about being detained at the office. 

*...’** 

A contemporary suggests that three 
umpires should officiate at cricket 
matches this year. But we think our- 
selves that-a good hatstand would make 
the third unnecessary. 

^ jic 
❖ 

A couple in Lincolnshire recently 
arrived at the church a week too early 
for their wedding. We think the lady 
might have dissembled her anxiety by 
a day or so, anyhow. i 


It is estimated that in a pack of play- 
ing cards there are over sis hundred 
thousand million different bridge hands. 
The way some partners talk about theirs 
at the end of an evening you *d fancy 
they ’d been dealt the whole lot. 

In view of Mr. Epstein’s declaration 
that the Nelson Monument ought to 
come down, a policeman who saw a 
suspicious-looking character in Trafal- 
gar Square ordered him to move on. 

❖ tjs 
A 

A fashion publication says that 
women should put their complexions 
n order for the Spring. Not a misprint 
for ^‘put them 07i order,” we trust. 

A shell has been invented in Amerir^a 
which can be fired into space when 
containincF a man. It is strange that 



Waitress (to cusUrtner who has waited half-an-hour unserved). 
Sib; what did you have?” 


United States legislation we think about 
some examples of our own. 

sk * 

❖ 

Meat eating is now said to be con- 
ducive to old age. Except, of course, 
in the case of the cattle. 

* * 

Mr. J. M. Hogge has remarked that 
bricklayers do not lay bricks as hens lay 
eggs. This accounts for the compara- 
tive scarcity of new-laid bricks. 

A well-known playwright has just 
said that his latest play is not immoral. 
It is rumoured that the producers 
have asked him to be more careful in 
future about making such damaging 
statements. ^ ^ 

* 

A contemporary is asking “Which 
came first — ^the music or the dance ? ” 
We don’t know, but 
they both seemed to dis- 
appear about the same 
time, somewhere about 
1913. 

A South African yis- 
itorrecently complained 
that he found it difficult 
to get people to take his 
five-pound notes. Has 
he tried handing them 
to somebody to show 
his confidence in them ? 

* :jc 

Lecturing at the 
Royal Institution Pro- 
fessor Barcbopt point- 
ed cut that cuttlefish 
have blue blood* This 


“Let mb see, 


no man had previously t hough d of that 
method of dodging spring-cleaning. 


Jje 

• Signor Gabriel:? D’ Annunzio has 
been invited to visit Russia. Why the 
famous Italian poet didn’t ask Russia 
to visit him is what some people cannot 
understand. 


* ^ 


Golf has been adopted as the school 
sport of California. This means that 
lessons will eventually become the 
leisure-hour pastime of their colleges. 


* 


As a protest against a referee MUe. 
Lenglen has declared that she will not 
go to Wimbledon this year to defend 
her title. It is however expected that 
when the time comes the famous tennis 
champion will again jump into the 
pictures. 


from the New Rich. 


is one of the things 
that distinguish them 


^ $ 


The War Office has authorised smarter 
walking-out uniforms. This is under- 
stood^ to be due to pressure brought 
to bear by the Brighter Peace move- 
ment. , 


* * 


After reading an article in a contem- 
porary concerning the fall of Lxjden- 
DOEFF, we.!ve come to the conclusion 
that he didn’t fall. He was Putsched. 






Mr. Rupert Hughes has described 
American laws as the laughing-stock 
of Europe. The. trouble is that just 
when we are getting ready to laugh at 


Recent cablegrams refer to some dis- 
graceful spectacles in New York. We 
know. We’ve seen the Americans 
wearing^ the same sort oyer here. 


Erom a Malayan firm’s New Year’s 
circjular ; — 

** May God help the Nations of Wo*rId to 
establi& evedastrog Peace and JB^nnony and 
raise the price of Rubber.” 

in the matter of combining piety with 
business the West has little to teach 
the Iktst. 
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ELIZABETH AND THE HAND OF FATE. 

“Bli 5 :ribcib/’ I remarked, have 
had some horrid news.” 

Elizabeth set down the breakfast- 
tray with a crash. Wot did I say,” she 
remarked almost triumphantly, “when 
I saw three crows flyin' abreast over 
the *01186 this mornin’ ? ‘ It *s an oming 
of bad news,’ I ses.” 

“ Your crows were rather late,” I re- 
torted, “as the bad news came last 
night in a letter. Our landlord has had 
an offer for this house and intends to 
sell it.” 

“ Wot a brute I ” commented Eliza- 
beth, drawing -up her lank form in 
righteous wrath. “An* I understand 
now, 'm. There was a tall gentleman 
in your cup the other day, *m.” 

“A tall gentleman in my cupl” I 
marvelled. 

^^Carryin* an umbrella, ’m. Close 
to *im was a triangle, which means 
trouble ” 

“ It generally does,” I murmured. 

“And unless someone comes acrost 
'is parfeh, so to speak, an’ breaks the 
speU 

You needn’t bother about breaking 
the spell,” liaterrupted hastily. “ You ’re 
more likely to break the cup. Such a 
lot have been smashed since you took 
to reading fortunes by tea-leaves.” 

“ Sometliink must be done,” continued 
Elizabeth, unruffled. “ I should be very 
sorry, *m, if you was to leave. I couldn’ t 
promise to go along with you — ^not for 
good, that is.” | 

I looked at her sorrowfully. “ You 
mean to desert us, Elizabeth ? ” j 

“ Well, you see, ’m, I ’ve got to know ! 
oii the young men in this part, an’ — 
an ^ 

“But couldn’t you get to know the 
young men in ahotherireighbourhobd ? ” 

, I suggested hopefully. * 

“I’rd not sure I'd like to start orl 
overagaim Jt’s up-’illwork in a way, 
’m. But there, p’r!aps you’ll not be 
goin' after orl. I shall look up the 
Signs for you, ’m, as soon as I’ve done 
the front-door steps;” and, nodding 
mysteriously, she lurched out. 

si: jI; sic ^ 

Two months elapsed before Elizabeth 
again referred to the Signs. Her reti- 
cence was due, no doubt, to a feeling 
of delicacy, for it appeared they were 
against me. This she confided to me 
one day with peculiar abruptness when 
she opened the front-door. 

“It’s no use ’iding the truth from 
you any longer, ’m,” she said darkly. 
“The Signs ’as been bad for you for 
weeks an’ weeks.” 

It seemed such an unlooked-for re- 
mark that I suspected a hidden mean- 
ing in her words. 


“Have the Signs been doing any- 
thing wdiile I was out ? ” I asked sus- 
^ piciously. “I hope they haven’t broken 
anything valuable.” 

“ 0 ’ course, ’m, the Signs is oiiways 
the Signs,” continued Elizabeth oracu- 
larly, “but there are times wdien it 
seems to me there isn’t no ’arm in givin’ 
Pate a ’elpin’ ’and, just to turn it in the 
right direction, like.” 

“Elizabeth,” I said, now positively 
i uneasy, “what has happened in my 
absence 7 Tell me the worst.” 

“ The worst, ’m ! The best, you ’ll. 
say when I tell you. Ever since you 
told me, two months ago, that the land-, 
lord was goin’ to sell this ’ouse I bin 
thinkin’ on ways an’ means. An’ then, 
an ideer come to me, in a vision, so to 
speak.” 

Elizabeth, I should explain, has a 
notion that she sees visions. If so, 
they must come to her in the early 
morning, after her alarm clock has gone 
off, for it is then that her slumber seems 
to be most profound. 

“ Soon after you ’d gone out to-day,” 
she continued, “ a gentleman called and 
sed ’e ’d come to look over the ’ouse as 
’o was thinkin* of takin’ it. 

“ ‘ Come in, Sir,’ ses I ; * the Missus 
is out, but p’r’aps I ’ll do as well.’ ” 
“Did you show him all round? ” I 
inquired anxiously. 

“ That I did, ’m. First of orl I shows 
’im the drorin’-room. ‘ I wouldn’t ad- 
vise you to use this room much, Sir,’ I ses, 

‘ as it isn’t safe. The floor gives way.’ 

“ ‘ Dear me,’ ’e sed, lookin’ real put 
out ; ‘ dry rot, I s’pose ? ' 

“‘It’s not rot,’ I ses quite sharp, 

‘ but perfect truth, seein’ I fell through 
there meself once, soJ-know. I sup- 
pose you’ll want to see the kitchens. 
Sir ? Becos I feel I orter tell you the 
truth.’ , • 

* You don’t fall through there ' as 
well, do you?’ he asks; looking fair 
alarmed. 

“ ‘ No, Sir,’ I ses,' ‘ but the range is 
just orful, won’t cook anythink, an* it 

fairly eats coal ” 

“ Elizabeth,” I interrupted sternly, 

“ how dare you tell such untruths ? ” 

“ Wait a minnit, ’m. That 's nothink 
to wot I told ’im about the bedrooms — 
’ow the rain comes in orl of them, and 
that the ’ole ’ouse is failin’ to pieces 
for want of repair. But when I told 

’im the drains was orl wrong 

I sank down on the hall settee. “You 
— you smely didn’t tell him that the 
drains were wrong ? ” 

“ I did, ’m ; an’ that ’s when ’e went 
— I never see anyone in such a ’urry to 
get 'away. An’ ’e sed ’e wouldn’t live 
in the place to bo paid for it. I ’d like 
to see our landlord’s face when ’e ’ears 
that ! ” 


“But — but, Elizabeth,” I gasped, 
“we ’re not leaving here — ^tlie landlord 
decided he wouldn’t sell after all.” 

“ But wot about the party ’oo came 
to look over the ’ouse, ’m ? ” 

“ I have taken a coltage in the coun- 
try for the summer months, and that 
gentleman, Elizabeth, was the tenant 
to whom I hoped to sublet' our house 
furnished. The whole thing was prac- 
tically arranged but for your abom- 
inable interference. How dared you 
take so much upon yourself ? 1* 
Elizabeth bowed her head to the 
storm. ‘ Contrition w’’as in every angle 
of , her lank form as she turned and 
drifted towards the kitchen. “I was 
wrong to go against the Signs,” she 
murmured. “ It *s unlucky. It.’s the 
larst time I shall ever try to turn the 
’and o’ Fate.” 

PLUEALSY. 

(The Society For Pure English has 
recently j'ecommended a sparing use 
of foreign plurals.) 

Though we do not recommend a 
Change of plural for “ agenda,” 

And we always understand a 
Careful list of “ memoranda ” ; 
Though we can’t eliminate a 
Careless publisher’s “ errata,” 

May the man who says “gymnasia” 
Be afflicted with aphasia I 
If we do not check this mania 
We shall cultivate “gerania,” * 

For the gardener, though he delves, 
Knows more Latin than ourselves. 
We shall see him planting “gea ” 

In the gardens of “ musea,” 

Also “ scillse ” in the ‘f loei ” 

Of “narcissi ” and of ‘f crocL” 

We shall talk of “ animalia; ” 

. Our relations from Australia, 

On arriving at Victoria, 

Will encumber our “ emporia ” 
Buying ‘‘ camerse ” as well as 
Silk “ umbrellse,” not umbrellas. 
Now, if this is not abated, 

With the quite uneducated 
Every “ us ” wiU turn to “ i,” 

“ Omnibus ” to “ omnibi.” 

Each one of the lot- of us is^ ■ ■ 

Fond of hippopotamuses. 

And some of us at least 
Feel the Gateway of the East 
Will be creaking on its hinges 
If our sphinxes turn to “ sphinges.” 

If we do not cut our losses 
And retain “rhinoceroses,’* 

We shall find^the Hellespont is 
FuU of Greek “ rhinocerontes ” 

All trying hard to swim it ; 

And there won’t be any limit 
To the Latin, Greek and Bulgar 
Of a tongue that once was vulgar, 
When the English of our mothers 
Is the property of others. 





A MAN OF THE WEEK-END. 

The present article in the Men of the Week-End'' 
series deals with the distinguished writer of the others. 
But it is from a different pen ; and in order not to keep the 
public waiting it is published in this journal to-day instead 
of the Sunday Times next Sunday. 

It is only right that the statesman referred to should 
figine in a series including more than one eminent political 
personage with whom he has been closely associated, and 
by whom he has stood, in the past, through thick and thin, 
however thick and however thin. 

To avoid misunderstanding it should bo made clear that 
the word “week" in our title is correctly spelled with 
two e s. ^ The subject of this article is one of those vigorous 
personalities of whom it may be said that the putting on 
of his boots is for bis enemies no less ominous than the 
taking off of his gloves. And we have it on the authority 
of an intimate acquaintance that the other end of him— the 
one opposite his lx)ots— for from being weak, is in first-class 
condition. 

The saying, tnU fecique'' is ascribed to Horace. 

(The quotation book omits to give a surname.) Those 
strange words may be equally well applied to Frederick. 
“ Much have I suffered and done " is how we should put it 
now-a-days. One can hardly fail to be aware of his most- 
talked-of sacrifice. He gave up an income of £10,000 a 
year (it -has even been put as high as £30,000 a year) at the 
Bar in order to engage in occupations which he deemed to 
be more desirable. 

On the very day of his birth it was said of him by those 
who knew him best that he was an exceptional personality 
They w^ere right. This is not the place to dwell upon the 
: events of his childhood and youth. But there is no reason 

doubt the Oxford story that he tossed up to see whether lie 
i ehould become Archbishop of Canterbury or not, and won. 


Hardly had he tmmed his attention to the Bar than the 
Bar turned its attention to him. In the House of Commons 
his manner was quiet without being silent. It was his 
maiden speech which almost induced the House to permit 
Members to make more than one maiden speech. Other 
maiden speeches delivered about that time, however, com- ' 
polled the Mother of Parliaments to change her mind. 

Still young enough to be regarded with the barest tolera- 
tion by both seniors and juniors, his short life has consisted 
of oiie blessed thing after another. Not content with his 
prowess in the realms of thought, he has laid valid claim to 
be a maii of action. At one moment in his career the world 
waited eagerly to hear how this intrepid horseman brought 
the good news froin Craig to Carson. Not for him, 
however, were the glittering rewards of this contemplated 
enterprise, and among the disappointments w^hich may have 
I been felt by spectators of his brilliant career none, perhaps, 
has been more bitter than that of having been deprived of a 
paiiic^arly promising spectacle. A greater need arose for 
his military service, which diverted him from that project 
before he had yet been measured for his riding-breeches ; 
and, though he gallantly responded, the nature of the 
campaign did not permit of such horsemanship as he had 
set his heart upon. 

What will be his future ? The question serves a purpose 
in opening the final pamgraph of this article ; but for the 
moment we cannot think of the answer. This article ’is 
being written on a day when nobody's future can be 
predicted with any amount of optimism ; and, as far as we , 
can see, it is hardly likely that prospects will have improved ' 
by the date of its publication. But he has had a future for 
a good many years past, and doubtless he will have one for 
some time to come. 

“ Lost, GoldMedal Brooch (two crossed skulls engraved) .’’—In Pai^er. i 
Probably a memento of a good old Irish row. 
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IN ALL SOBRIETY. 

We were mentioning — ^within reason 
— ^the occasion in our lives when w’e 
had been made to look most foolish. It 
is a good subject for conversation, so 
long as people are trutliful. 

Various covJretemps had been related, 
and then came the turn of the Doctor. 

“Even you,*' I said, ‘‘for all your 
owlish wisdom and self -protectiveness 
have been caught out once, I ’m sure.” 

“ Of course,’* he replied. “ Even I. 
In fact, I haven’t lived it down yet, 
although thirty years have passed. I 
have a brother who still has to hold on 
to something to keep him steady when- 
ever he refers to it. 

“ It was soon after I had gone into 
practice. One day, by a mistake on 
i the part of the maid, a man was shown 
into my consulting-room, who, instead 
I of being, as I expected, a patient — and 
I patients weren’t so common then— vras 
I a drummer, and his special line was 
I glass. Before I could put up any efifec- 
; tive attack he had whipped out of his 
I bag a carafe and a turubler. 

I “'These,* he said, 'are the perfect 
I things for a doctor’s waiting- or consult- 
ing-room. Elegant in shape and — 

I what is much more to the point — un- 
I breakable. All medical men suffer from 
: breakages ; but wdth these you need 
I never fear such expense again. They 
; are made of a new patent glass so 
i toughened as to be absolutely unbreak- 
! able.’ 

“To prove, his words he tossed the 
I carafe on to the floor, and it bounded 
I lightly along it, intact. He retrieved 
I it and threw it up to the ceiling, and 
I down it came and again bounced along, 

I intact. Then he pitched the tumbler 
I on the floor, and it survived the shock, 

! Then he offered them to me, and I threw 
them about. 

“ The upshot of it was that I bought 
them, chiefly for fun, and he went away 
happy. 

“ That was in the morning. On the 
evening of the same day I was dining 
with some friends and going to a ball, 

; and also on that evening I was expect- 
f ing my eldest brother on a visit. 

“ He was a don at Cambridge, and 
‘ was coming from there— a long journey 
^ — and as he had not arrived by the time 
I had to go, I left him a note of apology 
; explaining the situation and putting 
I the house and the cellar at his disposal, 

! and went off to my revels.” 

He stopped and began to laugh softly. 
Personaly I am aU in favour of men 
enjoying their own jokes, and it was a 
delight to see his eyes moisten and 
disappear amid the wrinkles. 

“ It was a very jolly dance,” he re- 
sumed, “ and I was there till the end, 






















Be, “You’d BEorrEB mabrt me, dabu 
She {reflectively), “ I suppose 1 could 


reaching home somewhere about half- 
past two. On the hall-table I found a 
note from my brother, adjuring me, 
however late I was, to give him a call 
and say how do ; and I prepared to do 
so, but first I looked into the consulting- 
room to see if there were any messages. 
The first thing I sawr was the carafe and 
tumbler, and as my brother had always 
had the same interest in the marvellous 
and unexpected as I — ^we had been great 
experimentalists as boys — ^I took the 
tumbler with me. 

“ Quietly opening his door I struck 
a match and lit the gas. 


j “ He at once woke. 

“ ‘ Hullo, old man ! ’ he said, blinking 
and sitting up ; * I hope you *ve had a 
good time.’ 

“ ‘ Splendid,* I said. ‘But, I say, I 
want you to see this. One of the most 
extraordinary things in the world,* 

“ I showed him the tumbler and lifted 
it above my head. 

“ ‘ Now watch,* .1 said, and flung it 
to the floor, where it broke into abdut 
ten million pieces 

“ To this hour, no matter, what I do | 
or say, it is my brother’s firm conviction j 
that I was toink*” B. V, L. - 
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IDEAL HOSIES AT WEMBLEY (lA-SEr, THE PRESENT OCCUPIER). 


I PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

m. — ^B cildinq asd Decoeating. 

**Ijet us take a concrete example.” 

Muskw^s Sei^eri^Lwiips of Architecture y 

In the great restaurant at the Stadium 
the Empire-bui-ders feed and entertain 
their guests. ‘ 

A man suddenly descending upon 
Wembley from the outer world might 
have been startled by the appearance of 
the people lunching at the long table next 
to us. All of them wore smocks daubed 
with different-coloured paints, and the 
majority were young girls- with 'bobbed 
hair, breeches and ttiick woo len stock- 
ings or, in some oases, gum-boots. 

“ They are the Art Students,*' said our 
guide. “ They spend the day perched 
high up on scaffolding, painting the 
outsides of restaurants with enormous 
brushes inalksortsof fantastic designs. 
They come from Glasgow, you know/' 
1 didn't know Glasgow was a part 
of the Empire,” I.said. I thought it 
had broken away.'^ 

But it appeared that the Art Students 
of Glasgow were still loyal to the 
British Eaj.- - 

We had an Empire-builder at our 
own table — one of those men who are 
practically responsible for everything 
at Wembley. Not that he is the only 
one. Par from that. 

“Wait a minute,” our guide said, 
springing up suddenly and almost up- 
setting the Illustrator's bottled stout. 
fHe was drinking bottled* stout partly, 
h#.eE^lained, because it was his birth- 


day and partly to drown the scent of 
pear-drops, which has something, I 
understand, to do with the gold dust 
wi.ieh is being pasted on to the walls 
and pillars of the room.) “ I mtist take 
you over there for a moment and intro- ' 
diico you to Blank.” 

“ And who is Blank ? ” we murmured 
in dutiful tones. 

“Not know Blank!” he exclaimed 
in surprise. “ Why, practically speak- 
ing, Blank is Wembley.” 

But later on another man, with the 
eye and commanding presence of a 
Cecil Ehodes, came into the restau- 
rant, and we were given to under- 
stand, and we could well believe it, 
that he was Wembley too. And still 
later we had a- pleasant chat with a 
Mr. Dash, and when it was over in- 
quired, “ Who exactly is Dash ? ” 

Our guide shrugged his shoulders 
expressively. • 

“ " Dash ' spells Wembley ? ” he ex- 
plained. 

It reminded me rather of the Tanks. 
I must have had at least a score ot 
persons pointed out to me during the 
Great War who to all intents and pur- 
poses were Tanks. 

One of the lesser troubles, I gathered 
from our own Empire-builder, of the 
master minds is to control the soaring 
ambition of exhibitors, both great and 
small. It is much the same vrhether 
they are Overseas, Dominions or English 
firms. “We must have a greater or 
more beautiful stand,” they say,-“ than 
anybody else's.” The first exhibitor of 


scap, x^crhaps, decides to have his stand 
made like Anne Hathaway's cottage. 
The next exhibitor, secretly learning of 
this, cries, “Ha-ha! my soap shall be 
exhibited in a replica of the Parthenon.” 
And for the third nothing less than a 
Gothic castle or a Venetian imlazzo 
will suffice. So that there is a real diffi- 
culty in maintaining the harmony of 
the general design. 

This led me to ask what would be 
the end of these wonderful and so solid 
palaces. For Wembley is not a city of 
lath and stucco. It is a city almost 
enirely of ^concrete and steel. When 
the exhibition is all over, I pointed out, 
there will be a new town in England, far 
too big for 'any 'ordinary exhibition, and 
nothing can possibly be done with it' ex- 
cept to let it out for private residences. 

And 'as vs^e left the Stadiuin restaur- 
ant I began to discuss with the Illus- 
trator and our guide, (for we were all 
charmed with the idea of becoming 
citizens of Wembley), exactly where 
each of us would live. ' W e strolled into 
West Africa, which is a walled town 
comprising the attractions of Nigeria, 
the Gold Coast and Sierra Leone. There 
are great Moorish walls, and temples, 
and round huts and square huts, and, 
as the Illustrator pointed out, nothing 
was needed to give it complete veri- 
similitude except the presence of a few 
dilapidated goats in the central square. 
He fell particularly under the charm of 
a certain mud fort, which he declared 
he would take as a country cottage if 
he could persuade the present tenant to 




m5 



leave. But I ineanv?hile had strolled 
further on, and was captured by the idea 
of a bungalow or maisonette at Man- 
dalay, owing to the gilded minarets and 
the carved teak peacock and Burmese 
gods which there would be over my front 
gate, not to speak of the lawn sur- 
rounded by a moat, and the immense 
bells which would summon me to break- 
fast and lunch. And dawn, I fancied, 
would come up like thunder out of 
Neasden ’crost Doliis Hill. The guide, 
however, plumped for Bermuda, not 


WILD WOBK AT WEMBLEY. 

I looked up at the roof. 

** Fimny idea having the light let in 


cnly,ashesaid,becauseof its marvellous ^bat way,” I said.^ suppose it's 

climate and the infinite variety of natural linen, isn’t it?” 

scenery that would surround his home, ^‘WeU, it’s material of some sort,” 
but because he would be able to let it so admitted. 

easily in the summer to rich American cooking unpleasant lumps of 

visitors. “There is no part of our '^hatlookedlikebeeffat in a large bucket 
Empire that they love,” he said, “as o' er a brazier. Still playing the intelli- 


they love Bermuda.” tourist and searching for informa- 

“Wkere the remote Bermudas ride African village life, I 

On ocean’s bosom still- iindried, asked him what he had there. His eyes 

Erom a small ste *mer filled with rum glistened with professional enthusiasm 
I heaid the sounds of revelling come,’* at last. 

I quo'ed with considerable aptitude. “That?” he said. “Why, that’s size.” 

And then we stood and gazed for a But round the interior of the great 

while at the massive Ostawa-Greek Indian pavilion earnest Hindus, or it 
frontage, which we decided would event- may be Moslems,, were painting pic- 
nally be broken up into service flats'for tures of elephants and camels, and 
multi-millionaires. floral decorations on cot'crete slabs to 

There are humbler workers at Wem- give the appearance of coloured marbla 
bley , of course, besides the masterminds, tiles. And outside the restaurants, near 
As I walked through West Afiica I met the big bandstand, the Art Students of 
an or<hnary^ EngHsb pioneer who was Glasgow, sittinsr perilously on a couple 
labouring with his h^ds. He was in of planks in the sky, were laying a 
a huge circular building, with a single submarine fantasy on to the fa 9 ades. 
pillar supporting the roof. ^ - Dolphins and strange fishes and sea- 

“Is this a k.nd of native market- weed ran riot before their busy brushes, 
hall? ” I inquired. ^ Very laboriously we climbed up two 

“Some think so,” he said. “And ladders and plunged into their cheery 
some of them think it ’s more of* a Bohemian life. I am never, I fear, very 
temple like.” ^ ^ ^ good at talking about Art in studios. 

“And those big logs lying there,” I “I can understand your painting sea- 
asked!; — are they cocoanut-palm ? ” gulls up here in the clouds,” 1 said to a 
“ There ’s a lot of conflicting rumours very charming girl as I timidly hugged 
about them » logs,” he said, “ and I a pole, “ but not octopuses. But then 
couldn’t rightly^ say.” I have no head for heig its.” 



“It ’s no har-r-der to paint one 
than the other-r,” she replied, “ if it ’s 
pair-r-rt of the design.” ^ : 

When we had come down from that 
dangerous pi ice the Illustrator dis- 
covered thsbt it was time to go. 

“ By the way, who drew all these 
designs for these paintings ? ” I asked 
the guide. , - 

He told me. ’ . » ^ 

“ But I hadn’t heard of him before,” 
I said. 

“Haven’t you really?^* replied the 
^ide. “ Why, there wotildn’t be a W 
in Wembley without Mm** Evob.- 
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into TOUT world to test yom* characters ; of the Blue-ribbon movement. But 
THE MAN. IN THE MOON, and T have already so much faith in she is a slave to tea. She begins the 
XV. — ^IdeatiS, Hot-Water Bottles, humannaturethatibelievethemajority day with tea. lHQ^inhed ! 

Wine and Other Things. will always survive them/’ " “Disgusting.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ we are suffering at “Then you are no idealist. You “ She has tea (or coffee) £ 


Wine AND Other Things. I will always survive them.” ’ “Disgusting.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ we are suff'ering at “Then you are no idealist. You “ She has tea (or coffee) at breakfast, 
the moment, they say, from a surfeit of should believe, rather, that human At eleven o’clock her maid bmgs her 
* Ideels.* ” nature is incapable of resisting tempta- a dainty tea-tray in the boudoh. After 

“ What is that ? ” said the Man in tion and do your best to take temptation lunch she takes just the tiniest cup of 
the Moon, away. And you should never be con- coffee — coal-black and strong as Wor- 

“ It is an American commodity, and tent with half-measures. Until there cester Sauce. At tea-time she takes 
is transported in increasing quantities is not one purple grape ripening on the tea — ^four or five cups, no more. After 
across the Atlantic. It is like wine, a hillsides of IVance and Italy and Spain dinner she has just the weeniest cup of 
good thing taken in moderation. But the world will never be safe for sobriety, coffee — coal-black and as strong as 
nowadaysweareallowed to takenothing And I tell you that golden day is not Tabasco. She lives a busy life, and as 


nowadaysweareallowed to takenothing And I tell 
in moderation. Some of our pastors far distant, 
and masters, the late P. B. Smith, for “ Then le 
example, believe, or appear to believe, port.” 
that we should out ideels 
right out of our diet ; others 
think that we should subsist \ j (y 

on nothing else. The present If ' 

age will be known in history \ t 
as the Generation of Loud- ^ j. - 

Speakers and Superlatives. vy i ^ ” 

Unless you are either a lU If //. * 

Super-Idealist or a Super- W \ 

Materialist youare no good.” 1 a 

“What is the difference?” , |) I ^ % 

“A materialist is always I 

looking afterhis own affairs ; j ^ I t 

an idealist is always looking i J 

after somebody else’s.” nnitL 

“ Pass the port,” said the l Infl 

Man in the Moon. ^'l if 

“An ideal,” I went on, “is 

what think is right; /v * 

what the other man tMnks f 
right is materialism.” I ^ 

“ Pass the ideal,” said he. \ ' v iXy 

“A beautiful wine.” J 

“Beautiful!” / 

“It inspires me. It fibs 11 f 

me with high thoughts and f ' 
generous aspirations.” 

“ Materialist ! ” I replied. Orator. “ I will n 

“For you must know that ^ ^ questions you h 
to enjoy a glass of wine is Indimduah 

incom^tible with the pos- 

session of ideals. A noble 


m 


id I tell you that golden day is not Tabasco. She lives a busy life, and as 
r distant.” like as not she takes just one cup of 

“ Then let us| have another glass of tea in her room before bed. That ’s all. 
rt.” My cook, curiously enough, has much 

the same routine, but with- 
1| 0^ ^ out the coffee. In her 
^ opinion, people who drink 

/ / '' black coffee deserve every- 

fl ^ \ I V thing they get. 

1 u/ “Sut Mrs. Busy,” I con- 
Ok 1 i 4 l, W tinned, “has other more re- 

pulsive vices. She has the 
hot-water-bottle habit. By i 
day a slave to tea, by night 
she is the helpless minion of 
her hot -water bottle. ^ Cut 
off her hot- water bottle and 
she would never sleep again. 
Nay, I question if she would 
consent to go to bed. She 
llkes it very hot, and firmly 
Ji piaced against the lower 

part of the spine. During the 
^ I day she sits on the fender, or 

^ V ^ before the fire, 

y I and roasts her spine. And 

J \ rf^ \ R what with this and the hot- 

10 y .{ y 1* water-bottle habit, her back- 

* JL \ ^ bone has melted to a kind of 

^ Strictly speaking, she 

' "" has no backbone. And the 

^ OOTOIEST effect of that on the brain is : 

ONS YOU MAT LIKE TO PUT.” . n l a * > j. 

idimdital. “I would like to ask ” I own. movement 

« That 's enough, old gravy-eyes. YoU buzz orf being laimohed by a 

ABAHT YER.” ' camest ideahsts to put 

-r— — — ; — an end to these sensual 

“ Ve^ well, ’ I replied, after a slight I practices. It is called the Society for 


fm Wf W 
1 


m?cj 
P'yy J 






The Orator. “ I will now endeavour to reply wiv at.t. courtesy 
TO any questions you mat LTgTl TO PUT.” 

Weak-eyed Indi ^ ual . “I would ltke to ask ” j 

The Orator. “ That 's enough, old gravy-eyes. Yoti buzz orf 

BEFORE I SET ABAHT YER.” ' 


: lord, for example, has just written a} “Very well,” I replied, after a slight practices. It is called the Society for 
: letter to The Times to explain that the hesitation, “Meanwhile it is a very the Abolition of Hot-Water Bottles or 
I Conservative Party can never hope to good thing for all of us that the lower the S.A.H.W.B. for short.” 

I have aGreat Ideal because half of them classes do not drink wine, “ Who’s that over there— with Broad- 

I like wine and the other half like beer.” “ But, of course,” I went on reflec- body? ” said the Man in the Moon 

“I don’t like beer,” said the Man in tively, gazing round the restaurant, irrelevantly, “Isn’t it Miss ?” 

‘‘wine is very far from being the only “ Phyllis Fair. It is. Control vour- 
« Then you h^e taken the first step menace to humanity. A gentleman in self. Now there ’s a sad case. Poor 
to p o^ es^hig a Great Ideal.^^ America, for example, is taking legal old Broadbody ! A Bowing Blue. 

” fibxt step ? proceedings to put an end to the con- Bowed for Oxford last year. Fine spoit, 

“ The next step is to take beer away sumption of tea and coffee, under the rowing. In “moderation. But the Boat- 

from the people who do like it.” Prohibition Law. And of course he is Eace ! It ’s inhuman. Takes ten 

^ “The poor, Ix^ognise,” said he, “are perfectly right. For tea and coffee, years off a man’s life. That’s well 
incapable of moderation, an^ should at in the strict and classical sense of the known. Broadbody was twenty-four 


: once be depnved of beer. But I am a word, are both intoxicants, or poisonous last year. This year he’s thirty-five, 
man of strong character, and I can con- to the system. Over there is the well- Great favomrite with the ladies, though.” 
tinue to take \\mie m nmderation, and known Mrs. Busy. She is nervous, “Shall we join them?” said the 
mdeed with beneficial effects. Nay, it hysterical, intolerant, and is constantly Man in the Moon anxiously, 
appears tome that wme IS one of those making scenes. The result of tea. Tea “Don’t worry. He can’t marry 
trials and temptations which were put and coffee. She is an idealist, and head He ’s got Oarsman’s Heart. May’ die 
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any minute. But the women encourage 
him, all the same ; he ’s so attractive.” 

“ Let ’s go and join 

^^Cross-country running has much 
the same effect. And many a man is 
suffering now from too much football in 
his youth. Sprained ankles, water on 
the knee, swelled head, and a'l that. So 
there is a movement on foot to do away 
with Lowing, Eimning and Other 
Violent Sports. I 'm airaid Phyllis is 
going.” 

“Let ’s go and ” 

“But that ’s not the worst. There ’s 
not the least doubt that Betting does 
even more harm than Beer. I once 
invited Mrs. Busy to start a Move- 
ment to Suppress Betting. But Mrs. 
Busy was speculating in the franc and 
had no time to spare.” 

“ Let ’s go ” 

“ Then there is the Condiment Ques- 
tion. Ninety per cent, of the hum an race 
afflict their insides with harmful condi- 
ments at every meal — ^mustard, pepper, 
Worcester Sauce. ' Irritants, iatal. 
The human inside has almost ceased 
to exist. We mean to change all that. 
In America, on the other hand, they 
destroy their insides with iced water. 
We are sending a special mission to 
America to preach against this prac- 
tice. In fifty years no water will be 
drunk in America. There is also Music, 
Beading in Bed and Eating between 

Meals. All these ” 

“ Music ? ” 

“ Have you never seen a man drunk 
with music? A horrible sight. He 
loses all sense of proportion; he doesn’t 
know what he *b doing ; he staggers out 
of the Queen’s Hall in a rapture of in- 
toxication and as like as not runs off 
with somebody s wife. There will be 
no music in the Ideal State.” 

“ Hk'e comes Phyllis,” said the Man 
in the Moon with some excitement. 
“ How sweet she looks 1 ” 

“ Yes. Now there ’s another thing. 
Women. There ’s not the least doubt 
that the most serious obstacle in the 
path of civilization is the existence of 
women. They ruin ever 3 rthmg. In- 
toxicants — that ’s what they 'are. And 
Phyllis,” I concluded, “is about the 
most dangerous poison I know.” 

“ I hope,” said he slowly, not looking 
at me, but elsewhere, “ that there is no 
Movement to do away with women.” 

“ Well, well,” I said, “ it may come 
to that.” And with that I left the 
drunkard. A. P. H. 

“Cowi^an seeKs Situation, single-handed. 
Life experience with small head.’* 

AdvL iiv Local Paper. 

. and still the wonder grew 
That one small head could carry all 
' he knew.” 
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Mrs. Planagan. “ Now, myself, Sie, 
WHEN ir*S LEA KING.” 


Less hoarse is the voice of the cabby, 
More free is the Bobby with smiles, 
And yesterday evening our tabby 
Was out on the tiles. 


SIGNS OF SPBING. 

The winds of the winter take warning, 

The feet of the frost are in flight. 

And Mary remarks every morning 
It really is getting quite light ; 

There ’s a deuce of a spate on toe Jasher, 

A tlirush by my window has sung. 

And the esg that I eat with my rasher 
Is passably young. 

The buds on the briar and bramble 
Are seen with the nakedest eye ; 

The lambs are beginning to gambol. 

The rhubarb is fit lor a p.e ; “Apaetment to Let. 

There ^s a slump in the selling of sables, 1st March, Jarge room and bath with 

A boom in extravagant hose, ^ m Induin Paper 

And the tortoise that hves in the stables ^ suggested circumstances they 
Has thrust out its nosa : nat urally sbrmk from publwaty. 

No longer the call of the curlews “ExERcisrsra the ‘ Demon qf Influkst^a.’ ” 

Shrills over the desolate shore, Beadimem ^ts Pe^. ^ 

[ And even in Bloomsbury purlieus Personally, we should prrfer to give if 
\ The sparrows 'make love by the score ; a long rest. 


More Glimpses of the Obvious. 

“ It was patent to the 15,000 people present 
that the team who scored would be most likely 
to win .” — Provinc al Paper. 

^‘COKONEE AND SUICIDES. 
Absence op EjfCASON as EvxpBNCB of 
Dtsanitx,” . 

^ Evening Paper. 
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IN PARIS WITH CHARLES. in Paris." 

M* Adolphe Mexjou (who is now afc At the same time the heroine ash 
the Tivoli) should become a cult. He .ii/. Bevel, “ Who is that over there ? " 


She answers, “ The richest bachelor pearl necklace, which is picked up by 
in Paris/* a tramp. M. Bevel simply laughs ; 

At the same time the heroine asks but with no vulgarity, with no sinister 




hvhat!^! 

vshe cried 


the Tivoli) should become a cult. He Bevel, “ Who is that over there?*’ touch— merely with genuine amuse- 
has accomplished triumphantly two He replies, “ The richest unmarried meiit at the comedy of life ; whilst the 
things— the art of speaking without woman in Paris/* heroine, repenting, dashes downstairs, 

words, and the abolition of conven- The heroine says, “ No, I mean who pursues the tramp, snatches the neck- 

tional villainy. M. Menjou is a gay is the young man?” ^ iace from him and comes running back 

vtv&UT, but he has invested that idle And M. Bevel answers again. I say -in her expensive clothes, twisting off 

with a charming insouciance that it he answers. But he does not speak, accidentally in her haste — this seems 
may sometimes have in life, but has He makes a gesture with his eyes, his a specially triumphant touch — the high 
never, so far as I have been able to shoulders and his rnonth. You feel that heel of one of her shoes, 
observe, been permitted to possess on he has written a chapter upon Parisian Of the mopb of Mr. Ohaplin’s play, I 
the stage or the screen. — — ^ ^ A Woman of Paris, perhans i 

It is Mr. Charles Chap- 
lin (no longer to bo called ^ say too mucJi, m spite of the 

"Charlie**) w^ho has written ^ ^ attempt to placate virtue in 

the scenario, in which he M @ the closing scenes. It is a 

has caused this excellent ^ clever film, although the rest 

M. Menjou to featm^e. And of the acting is not quite on 

nobody, I imagine, but Mr. ^ Men- 

Charles Chaplin could jou. The sub-titles however 

have done it. The film, en- (apart from those which re- 

titled A is a } j present conversation) are as 

tragedy. But it is a tragedy | tiresome as usual, 

resembling rather a short § mmHm ^ k Time makes strangers of 

story in the realistic mode xl\ Wjiat! jfou! intimate friends and foi*- 

than a drama. It is hard to 1* mality covers real emotions,** 

see that anybody is very CFied Fifi, a friend, young and 

m^h to blame, except fata ^ W yoicth 

I touches to Marie * s portrait ** 

SeTO%h 5 ’"M^MSu°ca^^^ I 1 

Menjott. But perhaps that 

is ver^r poor, comes to Paris LkrP was Mr. Chaplins inten- 

and tries to gain a living for ' ^ . 

himself and his old mother EOONOAIY OE MEANS. “Life Guards on Lorries ” 

as an artist. He m^tsthe ' ^ Headline in Morning Payer. 

herome. ^ He paints her pic- They were still on horses 

ture;notmthedressthatshe'wears'whiie|hfe. And there is no sub-title. There the last time we went down Whitehall. 

sitting to him, but in the dress she wore could pot be. 4 - 

when they parted — ^perhaps a some- His other supreme moment is during “Horace, having cautiously closed the door, 
what diflSeult feat. Slie is on the point the later restaurant scene, when the to ^ope beneath hh chair he 

intervepesw: , fbe heroine rs, after all, a heroine and M. Bevel reads it. He says the leaves . , — Story in Magazine,. 

eocoUe* She.E^ra^ns to^Af. Bevel, The in effect, " i am quite capable of deal- Many of our present-day heroes of 
yoimg man fallows her to a restaurant, ing with this situation tactfully and in fiction have long ears, but few can turn 
^c^ne and sheets himself. public. I shall, in fact, enjoy it.** And them to such useful purpose. 

M. Menjou has two unsurpassable he tells the waiter to ask the young — 

moments in the film. During the first man to their table to dine with them. From a discussion as to whether wo- 
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Of the morab of Mr. Chaplin’s play, I 
[ A Woma 7 i of Paris, perhaps 
it would be better not to 
say too much, in spite of the 
% ^ attempt to placate virtue in 
the closing scenes. It is a 
clever film, although the rest 
of the acting is not quite on 
a level with that of M. Men- 
jou. The sub-titles however 
(apart from those which re- 
present conversation) are as 
tiresome as usual. 

^ “ Time makes strangers of 

aOU! intimate friends and /o?*- 

, mality cov&i'^s real emotions,** 

H6C1 " Fifi, a friend, young and 

vivacious — livmg as youth 
will live,** 

“- 4 s evening comes, re- 
^ morse and despair control 
the fate of Jean Millet,** 
^^And the passing days 
% brought about the final 
S m touches to Marie* s portrait,** 
irnB These rather sorry sen- 

I tences are rendered more 
J M trying than usual when con- 
trasted with the wonderful 
^ smiles and shrugs, the cap- 
W tivating geniality and ele- 
gance, of bad M. Adolphe 
Menjou. But perhaps that 
irhtfF was Mr. Chaplin's inten- 
r A , I tion? K. 


EOONOAIY OE MEANS. 

Editor of bnterprisinq periodical in his front cover makes 

THE MOST OP THE SPACE AVAILABLE. 


“Life Guards on Lorries.” 
RONT COVER MAKES Headline in Morning Payer. 

They were still on horses 

There 1 the last time wo went down Whitehall. 


“Horace, having cautiously closed the door, 


moments m the film. During the first man to their table to dine with them. From a discussion as to whether wo- 
restaurant' scene, before the truffles and He says this and much more, but he should be eligible as Deputies 

champagne, be and the heroine are does not speak. There is again no sub- “Jurat said a woman’s place was in 

seated at Et. .table next to an elderly title. It is impossible to convey to any- borne. They should leave well alone, the 
Parisiaaladymth an esc^sively bored bodywho has not seen him the 4 u-bred SclZlZ'S'th6™^’* 
young i^n. The .bored young man suavity of this 


says ‘to his companion, “Who is that 
Jover there?” 


Channel Isla^ids Payer, 


There is an otherfine passage, in which They don't really look their best like 
the heroine flings out into the street a that. 




ON WASHING-UP. 

0 Ellen, Mary Ellen ! 

0 maid who wonld not tarry ! 
OonfoTind the love yon fell in 

That made yon go and many ; 
For, pending your successor, 

1 fid your shoes, 0 Mary, 

And never had transgressor 

Such penitentiary. 

The vacancy created, 

I volunteered to fill it ; 

My chivalry dictated ; 

My wife conspired to will it. 

1 articled and bound me, 

And offered as beginner 

To tie an apron round me 
And wash-up after dinner. 

Ah, woe, that I suggested 
That washing-up to do it I 
No other job detested 
Can bold a candle to it, 

For, though a meal is warmer 
And neater on a platter, 

It spoils for me the former 
To have to wash the latter. 

Howe’er the table ’s loaded 
And hungry I and hollow, 

My pleisure *s all corroded 
By thought of what’s to follow ; 


And savours that would greet me 
Of tender chops and fishes 
Now mock me when they meet me ; 
They speak of greasy dishes. 

As Abneb fled from Joab 
I flee from asking friends in ; 

An extra spell at Moab * 

Is aU such asking ends in ; 

And pals I once delighted 
To entertain in masses 
Now seldom get invited ; 

They soil the plates and glasses. 

Perchance this ditty, laden 
With doleful exposition, 

May move some gentle maiden 
To lachrymose condition. 

Then, be your name, 0 damsel, 
Miss ?loggs or Miss Fort4scue, 
Come fast as trains and trams *11 
Convey you to my rescue. 

Your room shall ne’er be fireless 
And, if it give you pleasure, 

A private set of wireless 
Shall edify your leisure ; 

And grateful hearts within us 
Shall study all your wishes 
If we can have our dinners 
And you will wash our dishes. 

* Bsalm cviii, 9. 


Cur Cynical Librarians. i 

From the report of a free library : — 

“ Tb« nurnber of books taken out during the 
last three months was 850. The classification I 
is as follows : — 6 Adventure, 1 Comedies, 801 ; 
Fictioh*, 18 History, 5 Magazines, 3 Poetry, 
.16 Welsh; 1 Literature.” 

; ^ From ** Instructions to Umpires ” m 
' Wisden's’ Cricketer' $ Almanack : — 
‘‘When the ball touches the boundary it 
becomes * Bead.’- 
The Umpire is not a boundary,” 

No provision, however, is made for the 
possibility in the circumstances of the 
Umpire becoming dead.” 

“In meteorological practice there is more 
than one system of dividing up the year into 
seasons, but for statistical purposes it is con- 
venient to consider spring as beginning on 
March 1st, . the £ three months * November, i 
January and February constituting winter.” | 
Weekly Paper, \ 
Judging by the last two summers it is. 
evident that the dropped Decembers 
manage to find their way back to the I 
calendar. 

“ Spring is aehild,” on Bleakleigh pier 
So rhapsodised my poet-tripper : ^ * 
“ The young-eyed darling of the year. 
‘‘Ah, yes,” I sneejsed,^ a perfect | 
nipper.” | 
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CHRISTOPHER THE PEACE-BREAKER. 

“Do you realise,” said John, “ that 
Ohristopher is nearly ten ? ” 

“ Don't 1” shuddered Cecilia; “I can’t 
bear it.’* 

Christopher was to go back to school 
on the morrow, so to-night we were all 
serious. 

“Only a few more years,” I mur- 
mured, ** and he ’ll be shaving twice a 
week and looking more like John every 
day. What a prospect! ” 

“Don’t be a beast, Alan,” said Cecilia. 
“There’s years and years before that 
will happen.” 

John looked stiffly' at his wife, 

“ Excuse me. Madam,” he said coldly, 
“ may 1 ask why you view with such 
horror the prospect of your son grow- 
ing up lil^e his father? 1 know 1 used 
to sing, ‘ Tommy lad, Tommy lad, be a 
better man than me,’ but 1 never really 
meant it/’ 

“ My dear old darling, you 're all 
right. It s only your face — I mean 

his face — I mean ” 

“Precisely what do you mean? ’’asked 
John a little more coldly. 

Cecilia liughed’ helplessly. 

“ i can’t explain, my dear. Only that 
you ‘ ve a dear old, ugly, bristly fac e, and | 
i love it ; but 1 can’t bear to think of | 
my Ohristopher being like it.” i 

“ Well i ’m dashed! ” breathed John I 
indignantly. 

I laughed happily, 

“And to think,” I said, “ that it was 
with that same face that you wooed 
and won her ! Moreover, I continually 
pointed it out to her while there was 
yet time to avoid it.” I 

“You leivo his face alone. It’s aj 
better one t* an yours, Alan, anyway,” 
said Cecilia. “ Nasty pimpy little 
moustache! ” she added spitefully, 

“My dear sister,” I answered with 
dignity, “ I remind you, without pride 
that the resemblance Between us has 
been remarked on ever since we were 
children— dozens of years ago/’ 

John rose hotly. 

“Do you suggest. Sir,” he demanded, 
“ that my wife has a nasty pimpy little 
moustache ? ” 

“ 1 haven’t got a moustache at all,” 
shrieked Cecilia indignantly. 

“ Ail right, all right,” said John irrit- 
ably. “Nobody said you had.” 

“Then why turn on me?” I de- 
manded. 

“I didn’t turn on you,” he said; 
“you started by’ saying Cecilia had a 
funny face,” 

“ Not at all ; I merely said she was 
like me.” 

“ Weil, it ’s the same thing,” said 
John. “ It 's an insult, anyway.” • 
“For goodness’ sake,” interrupted 


Cecilia, “don’t start again. It’s like 
Billingsgate. You ought to be ashamed 
of yourselves.” 

“ Well, I ’m hanged ! ” I said. “ Who 
started it? Who said John had an 
ugly bristly face ? ” 

“So she did, by Jove,” said John. 
“ I ’ill not bristly. I shaved this morn- 
ing.” He rubbed his hand tentatively 
up his cheek, “ How ever did we start 
this appalling affair? ” 

I “ We started,” I explained, “ by talk- 
! ing of Christopher and his prospects of 
growing into a passable sort of being. 
I am the boy’s uncle and I 'don’t wish 
to say anything bai’sh about him. I 
just note as a remarkablei fact that we 
three people, usually peaceable, not 
to say affectionate, almost invariably 
come to the verge of blows as soon as 
Christopher is mentioned in ,the con- 
versation.” 

There was a silence. ^ 

“ She said she couldn’t bear him to 
grow up like me,” muttered John, 

“ She said I had a nasty pimpy 
moustache,” I stated. 

“ You said I was just like you,” com- 
plained Cecilia. 

“ Bristly I ” said John. “ And I shave 
every morning before she ’s out of bed.” 

There was some more silence. 

Christopher came into the room. - 

“I’ve had my supper,” he said, 
“ and I ’ve come for five minutes before 
1 go to bed/’ He sat himself securely 
on his father’s knee and John's aims 
closed round him.- 

Christopher rubbed bis face against 
John’s, 

“ I love you — all whiskery,” he said 
slowly and sleepily. “ When I grow ; 
up I’m going to have a rough face 
like you and a moustache like Uncle 
Alan’s.” 

John and I smirked complacently. 

" But, my .dear,” said Cecilia patheti- 
cally, “.aren't you going to be a bit like 
me,? ” 

“ Men can’t be like ladies,” explained 
Christopher. “ Men can’t be beautiful.” 

He stood up and put his arms round 
Cecilia. 

“Good night, my lovely Mummy,” 
he said. “I'm going to school to- 
morrow,” he added by way of excuse. 

We looked at each other and at 
Christopher and smiled peaceably, not 
to say affectionately. 


“The xjouference passed a rcs:>lution wel- 
coming the Government’s decision not to im- 
pose a betting tax, and urging upon Free 
Ghurehes to avoid pract ces which savoured of 
grumbling for raising funds .” — Scots Pa^er, 

Why the Free Churches only ? Some 
appeals that we have read suggest that 
the Establishment also is rather in- 
clined to this method. 


A WELSH IDYLL 

Llewellyn Taliesin Jones 
Possessed a voice with liquid tones ; 

At an Eisteddfod held at Bala 
He wasacclaimed “ theCambrian SaiiA.” 

The charms of this perfervid Celt 
Were widely spread and deeply felt. 

But once he loved and loved alone 
A maiden with a heart of stone ; 

“ What — change my name to * Jones ’ ? ” 
she said ; 

“ I 'd sooner live and die unwed/* 

And this remark is not so odd when 
You learn that hers was Gwladys 
Blodwen. 

Natheless Llewellyn was possessed 
With the belief that Jones was best ; 

For seven-score Joneses you will find 
Within the D.N.B. enshrined — 

A record undefeated with 

One sole exception — that of Smith. 

Llewellyn labom'ed to add lustre 
And fresh distinction to this muster. 

He wrote a play, The Golden Scoop^ 
Performed by the Portmadoc troupe ; 

He played full-back for Tonypandy ; 
He wrote an Ode to Mr. Gandhi ; 

He sang as sweetly as the mavis ; 

He petrified Sir Walfobd Davies; 

He organised whist-drives at Borth 
And swam the Menai back and forth. 

But Gwladys, all the more he yearned, 
Eemained more cold and unconcerned, 

And, heartless as an anaconda, 

Married a Dago from the Ehondda. 

Llewellyn Taliesin Jones 

Wasted no time in sighs and groans ; 

He took a suicidal header 

Upon the rocks that guard Llanbedr. 

Another less romantic tale 
Declares that he is lodged in gaol. 

His friends believe he has become 
A millionaire by running rum ; 

But anyhow you'll all agvee 
He 's owed a posthumous O.B.E. 


‘ ‘ There were at least a thousand bridge clubs 

in Ottawa, Eev. Mr, said, consisting of 

eight, ten or twelve women, who met daily at 
each other’s houses and gable.” 

Canadian Paper, 

What is the missing letter in the last 
word ? An “ m ” suggests itself, but a 
friend assures us from his experience 
of ladies' bridge clubs that it is un- 
doubtedly “ b ”, 















Villager [io siranger), “You’ll see summat now, Sir.’ I’ve known ’im put a ball through that wikueb.” 


THE STAB ON THE BACK. 

I HAVE jusfc^ paid my Income Tax— first instalment. The 
financial purist and the worthy man, beyond remarlnng 
j that such payment was much overdue, might not see any- 
j thing admirable in this act. But then they know nothing 
j 'of its underljdng nobility and self-sacrifice. My decision 
I to pay, apart from a desire to, check a growing acerbity and 
unpleasantness on the part of the CoUeotor of Taxes, was 
chiefly due to the Daily Mail, I felt so grateful tc this 
pontifical organ for allowing me to keep ion my hat, regard- 
less of TVench amour-propre, throughout these weeks^ of 
; bitter weather and influenza; that I was quite unable to 
ignore its recent command, ‘‘ Give Labour Earn Play/* Ah 
ineradicable prejudice against one or two members of the 
Government— I name no names— prevented me from play- 
ing utterly fairly with Labour as a whole, so‘ I decided to 
compromise and give Mr. Pninm Snowden "a'squaro deal. 
After all, framing a Budget with one eye on Utopia and the 
other onHte Glyda.;infist>,^e a" pretty ha^a^ing business. 
These are thei days of ‘‘g6Stures,**’so I made'one and sent 
Mr. Snowden my Eirst Instalment (under Schedule E), 

Of course I could not pay it out of income.* ‘No one can. 
That is one of the subtleties of the Income Tax. My 
savings had to go— in my case the “Eord Fund.*’ The 
“ Eord Eund ** was a domestic institution — ^the foundation 
on which was built my hope of buying a small car one day. 

; It was made up by self-denial and small contributions. A 
; cigar unsmoked (by me), a theatre unvisited (by us), a hat 
; unpurchased (by Phyllis), an insurance stamp unstuck '(by 


Jane), and a bone or \biscuit uneaten (by Mick) have all 
meant so much grist to the “ Eord Fund.** I cannot say 
the accumulatedtsum-was a large one, but at*a conservative 
estimate it represented a carburettor, three wheels and an 
all-weather hood. Something — a staiij— burgeoning hope. 
And now it was all — all gone, and there w^as left to us 
nothing — a false start, a blighted hope. ; ; ■ 

But the blistering ir6ny of life has yet to! be told. The 
Collector of Taxes, courteously relying on the, promise of my 
ch^ue and tarryii^ not for its performance, 'sent me a 
nicely-phrased receipt by return of post. Well, that was all 
right — the ^ money . was paid, Labour had ' had • Fair Play, 
]fc. Snowden could count on a smplus, and Phyllis and I ! 
would try another walking-tour. Then I turned the receipt 
over; there was an advertisement on the back— an adverfc- 
perhaps, to some, but to me a bitter blasting 
sarcasm. ^ In bold print and bolder phrase a Company, 
Limited, informed me that there had never been a car like 
the one they were now offering. The details of this super- 
lative two-seater were set out in terms which cut me to the 
** ^'^^rd Fund ** finished, bust, gone into voluntaiy 
liqmdatioii — and on the sorry document wliich showed the 
j reason for this disaster I must also read “ The Eicli 
Man s Car at the Poor Man*s Price, The Car you buy to 
keep.** The car you buy. 

■D S^^®-~-Brceding Pen of Six Light Sussex, early hatched 1828 
Pullets.” — Da%ly Pajper, 

The kind, we suppose, that our poulterer describes as ‘'suit- 
able for boiling.** ^ ’ 
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ireocMOP HP PARIIAMFWT Minister of Labour. The Govern- aliens, had been able to do nothing but 

ESSENQc Ur rAKHAmtNI. i^ent had only been in office for six earryout(inpart)theplansoftheirpre- 
Monday, March lOtli, — Question-time weeks (“Six weeks” ran like a refrain decessors. To the inquiry — very tact- 
in the Commons provided further ex- througn the whole of his speech) and, less in the circumstances, I thought— of 
amples of the manner in which a youthful Tory, “HavetheGov- 

theflowersof hope that blossomed ernment any new proposals at 

so richly in Opposition enter a all? ” he brilliantly replied, “Wait 

stage of arrested development / and see.” Then he added, “ We 

when submitted to the disillusion- ^ can’t produce schemes like rabbits 

ing chills of office. Thus we had jT' ~~n hat.” The function of 

Mr. Richaeds informing Sir •[ 1 “ our hat,” apparently, is to be 

Hei^py Ceaik (and incidentally talked through, 

the Swarajists) that the Govern- V f Promising maiden speeches by 

ment had no intention of revising ^ Major Gwilym Lloyd George 

the Indian Constitution before WSbrt and Mr. Ralph Hall Caine must 

the prescribed period of ten years; recall Mr. Glad- 

Mr. Thomas explaining that he J f stone’s tribute to Mr. Austen 

could not give a date for our with- Mm \ • J CnAivroERLAiN’s first effort) “ dear 

drawal from Iraq, owing to ‘‘ a MB V refreshing ” to their respec- 

number of considerations”; and tive fathers’ hearts. AndtheGov- 

the Prime Minister ejaculating r ernment had to bear a good many 

an emphatic “No!” to an in- Y=t other criticisms before Miss Bond- 

quiry whether he proposed (in ac- field came to their rescue with 

cordance with a suggestion re- the best speech of the day. With 

cently made by one of his col- ^ feminine deftness she neatly 

leagues) to introduce legislation | clamed the holes in Mr. Shaw’s 

for the nationalisation of banks. TBfftlliMM ^ tattered cloak and left the im- 

Purther evidence on the subject pression that, particularly in re- 

was forthcoming when, on the gard to domestic training, the 

Vote on Account, the House dis- Government really had a policy 

cussed the problem of unemploy- ^'v of their own. 

ment, the most burning subject of ^ Tuesday, March 11th . — ^Lord 

Labour oratory during the Elec- Bucemaster moved the Second 

tiom Dr. Maonamara pointed Riading of his Matrimonial Causes 

out that there are considerably Bill with an enthusiasm undimin- 

more than a million unemployed ished by the fate that similar pro- 

• on the registers and he wanted to y^g HAVE NO BABBITS.” posals have for some years en- 

know when the Labour Govern- ' y, To’vi Shaw ^ * countered “in another place.” So 

ment, who had derided the not a J-o . moving was his peroration, indeed, 

unimportant efforts of their predeces- save for removing the “ gap ” from that one noble Lord, forgetful of the 
sors to find work for them, proposed to the Insurance Act and throwing open traditional impassivity of the Upper 
introduce “ the positive remedy ” that uncovenanted benefit to unemployed House, incontinently clapped his hands, 
they had professed to have Thanks to Lord Ourzon’s ad- 


amples of the manner in which 
the flowers of hope that blossomed 
so richly in Opposition enter a 
stage of arrested development 
when submitted to the disillusion- ^ 
ing chills of office. Thus we had 
Mr. Richards informing Sir / 
Hei^py Craik (and incidentally ^ 
the Swarajists) that the Govern- ^ 
ment had no intention of revising 
the Indian Constitution before 
the prescribed period of ten years ; 

Mr. Thomas explaining that he 
could not give a date for our with- 
drawal from Iraq, owing to ‘‘a 
number of considerations”; and 
the Prime Minister ejaculating 
an emphatic “ No 1 ” to an in- | 
quiry whether he proposed (in ac- 
cordance with a suggestion re- 
cently made by one of his col- 
1 \ J.- ‘k'y' 




t 






up their sleeves. He himself 
saw no sign of “ that bigger, 
bolder and braver grasp that . „ 

thecountrywasledtoexpect.” Ji3r%y 

Mr. Baldwin was equally 

nonplussed. The*electors ha& ^sm 

broken” him for his at- ll 

tempted remedy, but what 
had they got instead ? Sev- jh. 

oral of the Labour Ministers 

(before they got to White- , 

hall) had propounded various 
schemes lor abolishing un- 

employment, but so far they 3 " 

had not translated them into * 

practice. He confessed that TJ 

lie himself was unable to an- 

swer the ingenuous inqmry 

put to him by an American 

lady, ‘‘Why don’t you find ‘ 

your unemployed work ? ” but ' 

assumed that the Government Manx- Cat “ Bravo I Yo 

must be in a more forfcunate The Welsh Goat “And congi 
position. ^ laTTEN.’^ 

“ Nothing doing ” was in (Sir Hali/ Caine and Mr, Lloy 
effect the reply of Mr- Shaw, Young Hopefuls’ maiaen s]^es,) 







The Manx Gat “Bravo I Your kid is worthy of his D.ya.” 
The Welsh Goat “And congratulations on your excellent 

KITTEN.” 

(Sir TTAr.r. Caine and Mr. Lloyt) George, on the occasion of their 


Thanks to Lord Ourzon’s ad- 
vice to the Peers to give the 
Bill a chance, the Second 
Reading was passed by 88 
to 51. 

In the Commons Lieut.- 
Gommander Ken worthy 
complained that working- 
men’s clubs, where concerts 
were given for the benefit of 
the members, were mulcted 
in entertainment-duty, where- 
as West-end clubs, where po- 
litical speeches were deliv- 
ered, went scot-free. The 
Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer explained that a 
political speech, however “ en- 
tertaining” (this, no doubt, 
in reference to the gallant 
Member’s own), was not tech- 
nically an “ entertainment.” 

'If it were, the House of 
Commons would, I suppose, 
be liable to duty for such an 
oration as that of Mr. Becker, 
who, whether by design or 
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i otherwise, kept Members in a high state 
of hilarity when explaining his Bill to 
enable ice-cream and mineral waters to 
be sold after 9.30 p.m. Eveiy mention 
of ice-cream was received with roars of 
laughter, and when he protested that 
his favonrite commodity was subjected 
to a disability that did not apply to 
** tripe the roars became shrieks. 

The House, no doubt, expected further 
entertainment wiien Mr. Leach intro- 
duced the Air Estimates. But on this 
occasion he kept his pacifist sentiments 
more under control. No one indeed could 
have excelled his tribute to the gallant 
youths who recruit the E.A.P., and par- 
ticularly to their splendid work in Iraq, 
accomplished, as he was careful to ob- 
sepe, with very little bloodletting (a 
thing abhorrent to-the I^ach family). 

Sir Samuel Hoars was much less 
critical than on the last occasion, but 
regretted that the Government had not 
taken up the Burney Airship Scheme. 

I doubt, however, whether he helped 
his plea by pointing out that by the 
service proposed they could get to 
Singapore in eight days, instead of 
twenty-eight. That is the very place 
the Government prefer to keep away 
from just row. 

General Seely developed the theory 
(I trust well founded) that the more 
we increased our Air Force the more 
France ^which only desired ‘^security”) 
would diminish hers. 

A motion on the necessity of improv- 
ing the fishing industry was chiefly 
remarkable for a suggestion that the 
Minister op Agricultcbe should seek 
to acquire fame as “Buxton the fish- 
trust buster.” 

Wednesday^ March 12th . — The Gov- 
ernment had a rather rough time in the 
House of Lords over their refusal to in- 
stitute a tax on betting. Lord Newton 
gave full rein to his mordant humour in 
showingup their inconsistency in declin- 
ing to “recognise” betting while they j 
continued to draw a substantial rev- f 
enue — in income-tax, telephone fees and 1 
telegrams— from the betting fraternity. I 
Lord Arnold defended the Govern- % 
ment on the ground that a betting tax t 
would only bring in a paltry revenue of c 
five mi^ons or so, and would in some a 
tuaexpl^ned manner lower our financial 
prestige.* Lord Harling ■ derided the k 
Goyemment^^ toasonsi^ approved i 
their ocmclusion, though he thought, if i: 
theyw^fe^riousin desiring toput down t 

betting, they should first put a stop to i 
the publication ot the odds;. and Lord t 
Cajrson approved neither their reasons f: 
nor their conclusion, an^ made great n 
use of his favourite word “ hypocrisy.” h 
In the Commons Mr. Foot asked t 
/what steps the Government proposed f: 
take to put a stop to the organised s 


smuggling of liquor from Scotland into 
America. Mr. Ponsonby evidently saw 
no incongruity in objections to “ boot- 
legging ” coming from such a quarter, 
but could not hold out hopes of going 
beyond the recent Treaty. 

The breeziness associated with the 
Senior Service has already begun to 
affect the Parliamentary Secretary op 
THE Admiralty. When Mr. Mills, by 
way of emphasizing his complaint that 
a certain cruiser had been on the stocks 
for eight years, referred to it as the 
Meilmselahf Mr. Ammon promptly re- 




■jm 
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•‘THE EISH-TRUST BUSTER.” 

Statue op Mr. Noel Buxton to be 

ERECTED AT BlLLINGSGATE, AFTER THAT 

OP ‘•Poseidon” at Munich. ’ 

pUed that eight years was a short time 
for a vessel apparently destined for so 
long a life ; and when the same hon. 
Member inquiredhowlongH.M.S. Glow- 
worm was to be kept up the Danube 
the pply he got was, “As long as it 
continues to shine with any advant- 
age.” A bright lad, Mr. Ammon. 

Thursday, March 18th.— The Lords 
gave a second reading to Lord Laming- 
ton’s Public House Improvement Bill, 
in spite of Lord Haldane’s objection 
that it was impossible .to define an 
improved public-house. Then they lis- 
tened to a long and ingenious argument 
from Lord Balfour in favour of the 
new naval base at Singapore, in which 
he proved to his own satisfaction (a) 
that, being three thousand miles away 
from Yokohama, it could have no aggres- 
sive purpose, and (b) that it was abso- 


:o lately necessary to enable the British 
w Fleet to defend Australia from invasion, 
fc- How he reconciled these two proposi- 
r, tions with the axiom of naval warfare, 
g that the best form of defence is attack] 
he, perhaps wisely, did not explain, 
e At last the expected has happened, 

0 and the Government has suffered defeat! 

p Hitherto they have managed cleverly 
y enough to play off the two Oppositions 
t against one another and prevent them 
s from combining in the Lobby. Also, 
9 while content for the present to carry 
- out the programme prepared by the 
late Prime Minister, they have^given 
every facih'ty to their own private 
Members to promote legislation more 
in accordance with their own desires. 

But this afternoon their weU-sus- 
tained effort to make the best of both 
political worlds broke down. On Mr. 
Clynes’ proposal to suspend the Eleven 
o’clock Eule, Mr. Baldwin urged that, 
instead of depriving’ Members of their 
beauty-sleep, the Government should 
take the whole time of the House, 
thereby, of course, putting a stop to 
the activities of their private supporters. 
His protest was supported by Mr. Vivian 
Phillips, the Liberal Whip ; but, un- 
warned by this ominous partnei*ship, 
Mr. Clynes persisted with Ms motion, 
which was thereupon defeated by -234 
to 207. 

There were a few cries of “Eesign,” 
but they were not taken seiiou^y ; and 
Mr. Walsh proceeded to make his - 
statement on the Army Estimates as 
if nothing had happened. It was 
agreeable to hear that the War Secre- 
tary has “every confidence in the 
temperate judgment of the General 
Staff,” and there is every reason to 
suppose that the G.S. would be ready 
to return the compliment. 

The case of the ex-ranker ofiScers and 
their pensions was raised- by Capt. 
Berkeley, who cilled upon the Prime 
Minister to redeem the pledge that he 
gave during the GenerM Election. Mr. 
MacDonald admitted the pledge, but 
claimed that the questiminaire which 
caused him to give it did not convey all 
the facts. The habit of throwing these 
long questions at Candidates was, he 
considered, grossly abused— a remark 
which the House considered to be in 
the circumstances decidedly humorous. 

Mr. Baldwin advised Mr, Mac- 
Donald in future to deal with question- ' 
nnires as he did, and not answer them ; • 

1 but he was ready to agree to the Prime j 
Minister’s proposal that a Committee ' 
should find out the facts and then let 
the House do . justice on the findings. 
Despite this friendly support however 
the Government nearly suffered an- 
other reverse, for Captain Berkeley’s 
motion was defeated by only 19 votes. 
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Irascible Elderly Gentleman (ulto has hem ^persuaded to visit very modern picture smu\ suddenly hirmng mi imffensive secretary), 
“Not only would I ukb to burn all these abominable pictures, but I’d like to burn the buildino that holds them— 

YES, &B, AISTD PUT YOU ON TOP OP THE BONFIRE AND BURN YOU TOO 1 ” 


MELOTHERAPY. 

{By &wr Medical Correspondent) 

Sympa5?hb1!IO students of the artistic 
signs of the times will not have failed 
to note the steadily accumulating evi- 
dences of a return to simplicity. The 
latest and perhaps most salutary ex- 
ample of this reactionis tobefoundinthe 
introduction of primitivesongs, Mohawk 
Indian, Matabele and Chinese, in the 
programrdes of concerts given by om: 
most enlightened musicians ; still more 
in the use of the instruments of savage 
tribes. The value of this movement 
can only be appreciated in its full extent 
by those who approach it from the 
medical standpoint. Thus viewed, it 
constitutes a most important and effica- 
cious antidote to the undue excitation 
produced by the impact on the nervous 
system of the modern orchestra, and in 
particular of such instruments as the 
saxophone. I pass over the fact, im- 
portant though it ' imdoubtedly is in 
these days of financial stringency, that 
these instruments are exceedingly costly 
as compared with the implements of 
Mohawk minstrelsy. 

For my present purpose it is enough 
to concentrate attention on the sedative 


and restorative influences exerted by 
primitive instruments, and in particular 
by the marimba, in all stages of influenza, 
conjunctivitis and disorders of the galli- 
ambic gland. On former occasions, as 
my readers may remember, it was my 
iuvariable practice, with all the persua- 
siveness at my command, to impress 
upon all patients, directly they were 
conscious of disquieting symptoms, to 
go to bed and send for a doctor. To 
speak frankly, I am now converted to the 
conviction that there is an alternative 
method of even greater efficacy. Hence- 
forth I would say, Go to bed by allmeans, 
but send for a marimba and learn to 
play it or get someone to play it to you. 

The marimba, I need hardly remind 
my readers, has for two centuries been 
the musical instrument par excellence 
of the natives of Angola. It consists 
of sixteen calabashes arranged along 
the middle of a long frame between two 
side boards, hanging round the neck by 
a thong. It is thus the pioneer of the 
xylophone, but it is at once more in- 
expensive and produces a more mellow, 
mellifluous and eupeptic tone. Its 
special peculiarity is that it acts directly 
on the medulla, disperses thrombosis 
and is in general anti- hot nlistic. In-1 


directly it acts on the moral of the 
patient and diffuses an atmosphere of 
cheerful serenity at times when the 
note of the p^enny whistle conduces to 
exacerbation. It lulls the fractious 
infant; it assuages the madness of 
maturity; it quells the querulousness 
of senile decay. I hope on a future 
occasion to describe the remarkable 
results produced by Dr. Jimson at his 
melotherapic clinic by the use of the 
nose-flute of the Papuans and the war- 
conch of the Solomon Islanders. For the 
moment I must rest content with the final 
adjuration : “ Mothers, get marimbas.” 

“Latest by Our Private War.’*^ 

Headline in Provincial Paper, 

We trust they will keep it private. 
“Houses Wanted. 

Exchange Folding Pram, almost new, for 
Double Prain.”-^/Scofs Paper* 

It will be an’ improvement, no doubt, 
but still rather close quarters. 

From a football article 

“Whicliello, the Light Blue secretary, is 
unable to play through indisposition at inside 
right.” — Daily Paper,. \ 

Inside wrong, we presume. 
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IWR. PUNCH'S MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

Back to ^Iethuselah! 

Think not, my Phyllis, Youth has any charms ; 

Age is the ^roal and Knowledge is the prize. 

What vain delight to languish in your arms 

When I am still so very far from wise ! 

I don’t know why the Universe was made, 

I don’t know anything about Free Trade, 

I don't know why the sky is blue, 

Or where tlie wwld is going to, 

Then what 's the point of kissing you ? 

1 I wish I was a hundred — oh, I do ! 

j I lui'ih I was an Ancient, 

j I wish I had more sense, 

; J tdsh 1 hod no teeth at all, 

! I wish my appetite was s?nall, 

j My intellect immense. 

What nse the lath, what servi e does the throstle ? 
Would I hieiD Algebra, like yonder fossil, 

And swrmd delights, and did not smoke. 

And never laitqhed or made a joke, ’ 

Nor loved nor kissed, 

But lived in a nvst 

Of Pw'e Inielligence, 

Intelligence, 

Intelligence, 

A bodiless Intelligence, 

A sort of skinny jelly-fish suspended in the blue. 

That needs no food but p>latitude, no Saturdays or Sundays, 
But contemplates Infinity in Art-and-Crafty midies^l 
Methuselah ! Methuselah 1 
* I wish I taas Methuselah, 

I whh I was three hundred — oh, I do ! 

My from me,' Youth 1 How weary are the days ! 

Cling not,, my Phyllis, for what use to cling*? 

Love is a crude and temporary phase, 

And Mr. Shaw has stopped that kind of thing. 

' I don't know why the Universe is there, 

But -what upsets me is that I don't care. 

Fly ’from me, Youth I How long, how long ? 

Alas, I lauiih, I 'm well and strong, 

I keep on bursting into song ; 

I laish 1 was a hundred-^-oh, I do ! 

I wish I was an Ancient, .etc. 

See how our grand-dads throng the dance, the dears, * 
Now that senility is all the rage. 

And must' we wait another sixty years ? 

Youth can be counterfeit, then why not Age ? 

And I will buy some whiskers and a beard 

And mumble platitudes, and be revered. 

And you must dye your young hair ^ey, 

Your lovely hair — ^ah, well-a-day, ‘ 

Bare is the prize and we must pay — 

I mean to look a hundred, so I do. 

But I wish' I was an Ancient, 

. ' I wish I had more seii^e, 

' . , I wishI Imd no teeth at all, 

I wish my appetite was small, 

My intellect immense. 

What use the lark, what service does the throstle ? 
Would I knew Algebra like yonder fossil, 

And scorned delights, and did not smoke, 

And never latigJj^ or made a joke, ^ 

Nor loved 'nor kissed 

But lived in a mist 

Of Pure Intelligence, 

Intelligence, 

Bitelligence, 

A bodiless Intelligence, 

A sort of skinny jelly-fish suspended in the blue. 

That needs no food but platitude, no Saturdays err Sundays, 

But contemplates Infinity in Art-and-Grajty undies 1 
Aiethuselah 1 Methuselah I 

J unsh I tvas Methuselah, 

I wish I was three hundred — oh, 1 do 1 A, P. H. 

THE PUBLIC-HOUSES OF EUROPE. 

{With apologies to Mr. E. F. Lucas and The Times.'') 

To the vulgar the record of these researches into the 
great educative and aesthetic institutions of Europe may 
seem little more than a string^ of unfamiliar names and 
hard- worked adjectives. Brother scribes may even grudge 
me the pittance which such a record may bring me. But 
I can’ assure both them and the general readers that they 
underestimate the consumptive capacity necessary to obtain 
such close familiarity with the subject as will appear in 
eveiy line; and moreover that any reward my literary 
efforts may obtain will be faithfully spent in further pains- 
taking and brain-racking research, such as I have already 
devoted to' ^ ^ ' 

I. — The Trattoeia at Bomb. 

The later history of the Trattoria is bound up in the word 
Peronne, thanks to whose enthusiastic labours the modern 
Eomans, given sufficient application to the study of his 
genius, may for a short space become once again the 
emperors of the earth. A native of Milan, Peeonne has left 
no^ door unlocked in any city of Jtaly behind which might 
suitably be ensconced his treasures, and I found in the 
Trattoria some admirable examples of his work which for 
colour effects— notably a fine chiaroscuro — and for slender 
grace of bottling are unsurpassed even by our own great 
masters,' Worthington or Allsopp. ‘ There was a fine 
Cinzano, after the Vermouth school, on the upper sheff, and 
a. very-popular Asti, full of effervescence. I have seen great 
crowds before it on Sundays, The Falerno produced upon 
me only the effect of a wistful and unChristian melancholy, 
but the Barbara I thought to pos.sess new colours and a 
new and easier hint of how to lay them in. The glory of 
the Trattoria is, of course, the Chianti, which gives the sen- 
sation of walking on air and sometimes’ tripping on it. J 
passed two days in a state of spe'echlessness before it. I 
noticed also some stupid specimens of Acqua del Pozzo, 
quite unworthy of the Trattoria. 

II. — ^The Bisteot at Paris. 

We pass here at once into a lighter vein. The Bistrot is 
so called because the true devotee is generally moved to 
trot twice round it so as to see everything twice, or (accord- 
ing to some authorities) double. It is divided according to 
the usual Continental custom into big rooms and cabinets, 
and if one is to get a proper appreciation of each make, one 
must be continually moving from a big room into its 
cabinet dependencies. In the first room I was shown an 
excellent Veuve Clicquot, the solitary example of a woman 
achieving a really high standard. . There was also a bril- 
liantly vivacious Pommery in a far comer. An early Pol 
Boger too, and a sleek Courvoisier of fine taste to finish up 
with. 

^ After the heat and exuberance of these native produc- 
tions it was pleasant to come, as one is nearly always able 
iinportant Bistrot, to the home taste of the 
imghty Bass, rejpresented in every phase of his energy from 
the XXX as big as a tar-barrel to the slighter but still 
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First proud little Lady, ‘"Hy fathee’s a ix)CTOE.” 

Second ditto, “That’s 3s?otking — ^my fathde’s a BANKEUin\” 



piquant Pale Ale. There was also a Johannes Walker, but 
it had obviously been tampered with by a later and enfeebling 
band. I found, however, some charming exhibits of the 
Dutch Lager school: It is curious that so heavy a nation 
can produce anything so light and ethereal. The Bistrot 
also contains many exquisite specimens of fast life. The 
colours are very cleverly laid on, but appear volatile, and 
the subjects are ■ flamboyant. I was, however, strongly 
attracted by one little piece, but on closer inspection it 
appeared rather cold and unpromising. 

III. — ^The Posada at Madbid. 

. The exclamation of ‘^Pos Oervezas,'* which is so often 
heard upon the lips of visitors to the Pofeada, gives the key 
to its chief glory. . Our own National Sporting Club has 
very similar work by Whitbbead and Guinstess, but, though 


I have myself detected German affinities in ,the Posada 
specimens, there is something peculiarly Spanish in the 
way in which Oerveza may be slowly and sleepily enjoyed, 
surrounded by a phalanx of lovely acol3rtes, Jerez, Madeira, 
Amontillado, and the humbler but not despicable Oporto, 
the last a great favourite in Englaiid. ' ' 

And so on. I could follow with articles on the Biergarten 
in Berlin, the Gastenitza in Petrograd and the Pub in 
London, all of which might extend your knowledge and 
would certainly display my own. But it is now opening 
time, and I must away to practical instead of theoretical 
studies of this inexhaustible and fascinating subject.* 

“On Tuodday evening the school- roof was packed t6 its utmost 
capacity on the occasion of a wliisb, drive .” — Losal Faper, 

Bored competitors trying to escape, we infer. 
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THF P! &PM&IU nr nu APDIM ^® ®^y ^^®“‘ > to no purpose; so he sat 

THE CLACHAN OF CHAGRIN. | ..’^vhen” he was looking into haH-a- down and cried. In the late afternoon 

It IS a far crj’ to Glen Whusky, where tmnbler of pure delight. the crofters came and carried him home • 

the whaups are piping above the braes When at last he got to the meadow but they couldna catch the beast with 


and maybe the pipes are bray- 
ing above the whanps, bnt it 
was there that Famd Mac- 
andrew painted his master- 
piece, and he will never paint 
again. I have known Famd 
since long ago, when he was 
rising to fame as a painter of 
cattle. A journal notorious 
for its misprints had described 
him as^the ‘*famd” animal- 
painter, and his friends adopted 
the nickname with delight, 
since it happened to corpprise 
the initials of the one already ^ 
settled upon him — ^Foot-And- 
"Moutli Disease. 

Pamd's pictures sold like 
wildfire. His kine %ver 6 ad- 
mired by the million, but the 
educated few, including some 
well-advised millionaires, ad- 
mired his grass more. The 
grass was wonderful. Some- 
times it was violet and some- 









t 'iX . 









*‘ThET COCIiDNA CATCH THE BEAST "WITH THE riPTV-POETY ON 
ITS HEAD.” 


the fifty-forty on its head. 

The next morning Famd 
stretched a new canvas and 
set out. Ho walked smartly 
through the clachan, looking 
neither to right nor left. As 
he was passing the last house, 
a two-storey building, a little 
old man came out and stopped 
him, and asked hiTn if he 
was Maister Macandrew the 
penter. Famd admitted the 
^ fact and the little man was 
delighted. He told Famd how 
he had seen a little picture of 
7 -^^^ bis in a Glasgow shop twenty 
years before and thought it 
, was the bonniest picture that 
/ ever was. He had bought it 
and carried it home, and it 
was the pride of the Glen. 
Wad he come in and see it ? 

Famd stepped in ; but he 
couldna see the picture at first 
for a half-tumbler of over- 


times scarlet. It varied from vermilion [he found that the composition of the proof that was shoved^^fore UsZfe 
to spe, mgpr, rust and other modest picture was going to present some diffi- Famd was for pushing it awav but he 

.Sa .S fo?S. tSr"H6 wL m th. air Uk, I kmd tl^ »d it i, pti a good thid* to 


and red for the town. He was one 
of that glorious band who see tbe ^ 
object *‘as in itself it really is.*’ /y. 
Except the cattle — ^they were quite 'v 
lifelike. 

It was while wandering in search 
of the ideal cattle that he had never ! 
yet found that Famd stumbled 
by accident upon Glen W'husky on 
a braw evening and found them. 

After fioundering all day through 
peat-bogs he had slithered down a 
corrie and landed in a wee clachan, 
and there were the kye in a bonny ^ 
bit of meadowland, grand upstand- <- . I 
ing b^^ts. Glen Wbusky is really % 
a beautiful valley. There is a dis- /ff] 
tillery at the top end and a spirit £1 ^ 
. factory at the other, and in the 
middle a place where they make 
' whisky. 

' Famd got lodgings with a decent 

body in the clachan and set out 
next morning with a fifty-forty 
canvas on his, back. ^ It lacked but . 

^ a few days till sepding-in day and 
'it behov^ him to be busy. It was ^ 
a snell 'morning and bis landlady 
made him take a wee something to 
I keep the cold out.' " She said it w^as “ ‘ 

a half « chill,” but it was more like 




w 











“‘We wull tak a drop to bring success por 

IT,^ HE SAID,” 


refuse Highland hospitality. And 
in any case the man was a patron 
of Art. 

Wh en he got to the meadow Famd 
found his subject and sketched it 
in. He worked hard for a time, 
but the sun got that strong he had 
a throat like fire. He stepped over 
to the burn for a drink, but the 
water was drumly with the snow 
melting up in the moors. Further 
up on the far side was a but-and- 
ben, and to it Famd went and asked 
for a drink of water. The old body 
reached down a bottle from the shelf 
and poured out the best part of a 
tumbler. 

“ Water, I said,** roared Famd. 

Watter, quo* he,** says the auld 
wife, “ Guidsakes, is the man daft ? 
Wantin’ tae drink watter in a heat 
like this? Ye'UkiUyersel*. Here.” 

“For ony sake, wumman,” says 
Famd, “put a wee drop water 
intnrt.” • 

The old body near dropped the 
glass. 

“Pit watter intiU *t, quo* he,” she 
cried. “ Wha ever heard tell on *t ? 
Look ye, is there ony room for 
watter there? Ye can tak it or 


^ a whole dose of influenza. As he was I a mirage and i i matter there? Ye can tak it or 

2STo°°S”f‘’r r^»‘ ^ aa My, 

. fell a-tiOifeg abort the bortj SS! ih, b£ . JlT *° •““? “• io t^ert utd art 

Ktmd we for oo, brt tbe trt. yrtd lest loot M.Vp.r aoa ^‘tbort £L S"h,*tu‘tlX‘ 




In the late afternoon the crofters came 
and carried him home and his fifty- 
forty on the top of him. 

At seven o’clock the next morning 
Fafiid chapped at the door of the last 
house in the cia'chan, and the face of 
him was drawn and haggai'd. 

‘‘Maister McTonah” he said, when 
the door had been opened, listen to 
me. This pictm'e has got to go off wi’ 
the carrier at half-past four the day.: 
The crate 's ' ready* and addressed in 
Mrs. McDougall’s back kitchen. It just 
wants packin’ an’ a wheen boards nailed 
on. The framer must have it to-morrow 
wet or dry. I am goiu’ to finish it the 
day wet or dry. I ask you, Maister 
McTonai, as a lover and a patron of 
Art, if anything should happen to me 
this day, wiU ye see it off ? ” 

“ I wuU,” said Mr. McTonaL Step 

inbye for a meenit an’ ” 

“I win not,” said Famd, and fled. 

At eleven o’clock the picture was 
more than half done. Famd was laying 
down his palette to light a cigarette 
when a deep voice behind him said, ‘‘ It 
win pe a graunci success whatever,” 
and Famd, turning, saw an enormous 
gamekeeper with enormous dogs. 


It will pe the graundest picture I 
have ever seen;” he said sloT^’ly, gazing 
at it. It will pe for sale at Edin^ 
bui'gh ? ” 

‘‘Ay,” said Famd.. ^ ’ 

The keeper slewed round his game- 
bag and dijBw therefrom a flask. about 
the size of .a. hot-water battle. ' 

“ We wull'tak a drop to bring success 
for it,” he said. ^ — 

“I cannaf.I canna,” cried Famd, but 
something in the ’mans look stopped 
him. 

“ Ye canna vrhat ? ” • 

“I canna finish that shadow to ma 
liking,” said Famd. 

“This will help ye,” said the keeper, 
pushing the bowl into* his hand. 

After Farad had got It down some- 
how the man solemnly drained a dishful 
himself and strode bff without another 
word. 

Famd was resolved to get the thing 
done before the heat and burden of 
the day. The cattle were completed 
to his satisfaction, and the braefaee 
beyond. There wanted but the fore- 
ground to be put into order. With 
; his collar loosened and his mouth wide 
iopen to cool his throat, he carefully 


carried the easel, inch by inch; nearer 
the tree, so that he could lean against it. 
Then, seizing his brush, he stirred up a 
fine mixture on the palette, and, after 
one hour of glorious life and inspiration, 
with the old hills rolling round him in 
fantastic dance, he finished the picture. 
In the’ early afternoon Mr. McTonal 
took it and packed it up. Later on the 
crofters came and carried Famd to his 
rooms in the claclian. 

For some time after lie returned 
South, Famd kept his bed, troubled 
with sciatica. On varnishing day he 
went out for the first time and down to 
the Gallery, His picture had pride of 
place in the centre of the line, and in 
front of it Famd fell on the floor and 
was carried out by his fellow-artists, 
a broken fiiam ‘'M that' last hour of 
frenzy at the foIegTound he had painted 
the grass green. 


Another Impending Apology. 

“ Sir Henry Duke, President of the Probate, 
Divorce and Admiralty Division ; was presented 
to-day with the honorary Freedom of Plyidoitth. 

The magistrate remanded him in custody, 
‘ in order to get the alcohol out of his systein,^ 
and intims^t^ that he would ultimately place 
him on probation .” — Evening Pa;per, 
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AT THE PLAY. 

The Farmer’s "Wife ” (Court). 

Ip Mr. Eden Phxllpotts doesn’t see 
his most amusing, human and tech- 
nically welUconstracted little comedy 
running for many a month the Town 
will owe him and Mr. Barry Jackson’s 
intelligent ^‘stofk ” company a humble 
apo'ogy. But I think he will. 

I never see a good provincial reper- 
tory team at work without strengthen- 
ing my conviction that this is the way 
the business of acting should be done. 
One must, of course, suppose that our 
picked metropolitans can’t be in any 
way inferior as individual players. But 
perhaps there ’s something of the differ- 
ence that one notes between Interna- 
tional and first-rate Club Rugby, At 
any rate the Court team again and again 
got the* ball away down the field with 
the dash and precision of the Harlequins 
at their best and scored their try — gen- 
erally between the posts. 

Farmer Sweetland^ a kindly self- 
satisfied honey - coloured widower, 
** within sight of fifty ’’—euphemism 
for fifty-si?;— seeks another mate. He 
consults his' devoted' housekeeper, Ara- 
minta. A list is formally drawn up in 
order of desirability. A buxom fox- 
hunting widow; an almost toocompleat 
spinster ; a postmistress catalogued by 
Sweetlaiid as comfortable and pillowy, 
on which Minta*s comment is that “ pil- 
lowy at thirty is apt to be a whole 
feather bed at forty ” ; and the relict 
of a publican over Dawlish way. 

The general idea, both Sweetland's 
and Arommtd’s, is that ah the candi- 
dates will be more than willing, and 
the first asked will be the happy bride. 
But the fox-hunting, widow is not even 
impressed. Hunting and your own 
way is a good deal better than being 
mistress at Applegarth Farm.* So 
Louisa WindeaU is savagely crossed 
off the pencilled list. The house-proud 
! spinster, whom he tackles at an in- 
auspicious moment as she is putting 
I the finishing touches to the prepara- 
: tions for her party, is honomed and 
i overwhelmed, but is really married to 
; her villa residence with its built-out 
; ^thr<wm (as Araminta indeed had 
half-susp^ted), and her party, her “lit- 
tle affaji:»”.lQQflis, larger in. her mind 
than proposals* opi^arns^e.^ Another 
savage dash across the lid. The des- 
perate humiliated wooer makes a 
hurri^ dash at the pillowy postmistress, 
who thinks him too old ; and the Daw- 
: lish lady can never make up her .mind 
about anything, but for the moment 
plays for safety with a No. 

. It is only then that our poor friend’s 
, e^ are opened to the fact that Ara- 
mpita was worth all the lot* of them 


put together. And she was, as we could 
all see : a really charming piece of char- 
acter-making most attractively, indeed 
quite brilliantly, played by Miss Evelyn 
Hope. Sweetland's offer is made, not 
in patronage but in a rare mood of 
humility, and is accepted with a dazed 
sincerity but without undignified alac- 
rity, 'Minta always thought the master 
the best man in the world, and she was 
a better judge than we, who only saw 
the poor man asking for Fate to trip 
him up. 

Minor themes interlaced with the 
main wo^«/are the love affairs of Sweet- 
lartd*s daughters— the showy 
and Sibley the shrinking. For the first' 
the one-idea’d oaf, GeorgSy offers and 
finally, succeeds by sheer obstinacy, 
backed, I am afraid, by a legacy ; while 



THE FARMER’S WIPE-ELECT REVEALS 
HERSELF TO HER FELLOW- SERVANT. 
CONGRATULATIONS ARE NOT HEARTY. 
Churdles Ash . Me. Cedbic Hardwicke. 
Araminta Dench , Miss Evelyn Hope. 

the genial Bichard carries off the timid 
Sibley y to everybody’s surprise. 

There is an admirable Chorus in the 
person of GhttrdlesAsh, an ancient peas- 
ant, half Bolshevik (of a diluted Devon- 
shire brand), wholly misogynist, and, I 
gather, rather a lad in his day — “Them 
that skims the cream off women stays 
bachelors/’ I don’t see how Mr. Cedric 
Hardwicke, or anybody else. for that 
matter, could have made a better thing 
of this superb character. There were 
a hundred carefully studied touches of 
a subtlety quite beyend the range, of 
the obvious charactei!-actor. An angr}’', 
puzzled but determined and tyrannical 
old monkey he looked ; and Mr, Phill- 
POTTS fed himi with excellent lines. 

As I hint, it is the point of honour 
in repertory technique that the whole 
should be better than the parts. There- 


fore I don’t pay Mr. Hardwicke and 
I Miss Evelyn Hope the bad compliment 
of saying that their performances ^^stood 
out.” They were good parts very finely 
played. And quite unselfishly. I liked 
Mr. Melville Cooper’s Famier Sweet- 
landy both buoyant and deflated, and Mr. 
Scott Sunderland’s hearty Bichard. 
Mr. Colin Keith -Johnston's mourn- 
ful bull -dog of a George was excel- 
lent; Miss Eileen Beldon’s Petrouell 
I thought admirably touched in, and 
Miss Phyllis Shand’s Sibley a charm- 
ing little study : we all liked especially 
her singing at the party. Miss Mar- 
garet Chatwin’s Louisa WindeaU was 
a really fine piece of characterisation, 
and Miss Maud Gill handled the very 
difficult part of the spinster in a very 
discreet manner. .Let me say compre- 
hensively that the whole thing was ex- 
cellently done and that theatre-going 
folk who stay away will miss a thor- 
oughly enjoyable evening. The entry 
of the glee singers to Miss Tapper's party 
should alone be worth the money. And 
those who are interested in the theatre 
as an art and a craft will find much to 
interest and inform them. ' T. 


AN OLD, OLD .LA.DY; 

I KNOW a dame," a perfect dear, 
Cultured and nobly bom, 

Who in her five-and-ninetieth year 
Still laughs old .Time to scorn. 

’Tis hard to realize as truth 
The simple fact of pride 
That she had cut an early tooth 
Ere George the Fourth had died. 

From infant wails to childish charms 
Through William’s reign she grew, 
And Colonels held her in t^heir arms 
Who fought at Waterloo. 

The cautious crinoline she wore 
^ To walk the croquet-ground ; 

She travelled in a coach-and-four 
To see Victoria crowned. 

She lived when England hurled her 
weight 

Against the stout Redan ; 

Within her day on Delhi Gate 
The British flags up-ran. 

Ah ! Youth that past her window goes 
Loud-jesting and alive ; 

Ah ! , Careless Youth that little knows 
The thoughts of Nfaety-Five ! 

Her far-off friends of childhood dead, 
Her old companions gone, ' 

With gallant heart and high-held head 
She smiles and carries on. ' 

Good luck to her, this brave old dame ; 

Each sorrow bravely met, 

Long may she play her dauntless game 
Against the Scytheman yet I 

W. H. O. 







— rinr' 

fFT'H 



fl 


B' 








OnlooJci'y. It ’s all bight — ^thebe is ho pibe/’ 

Jl & rkman . “No fire 1 Surely they ain't goih’ to puhp inoPE water into the beeb? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr, PiimWs Staff of Learned GUrhs,) 

In Friend^ You are Late (Lane) Mrs. Alice Hbebert 
invents a somewhat unconvincing plot with more than 
common coherence of atmosphere. Maud Farrell, a young 
City clerk of good family, accepts her rich employer, Douglas 
Field, after a long spell of genteel poverty. Field believes 
that spiritual and physical love are incompatible and offers 
his wife a formal marriage and platonic afection. If these 
fail to ^ive satisfaction,. Maud is to be free to go elsewhere. 
Taffy Lambert, an idle and vicious journalist, proposes to 
supply Field's deficiencies, and Maud becomes his on the 
ground that, while the most haphazard intrigue may be 
Iruitful, “ the most heavenly friendship between a man and 
a woman is a sterile thing.” The prophetess of the 
Symposium — ^that last authority on human love — would 
have reminded her that the great creations of two great 
minds are far lovelier than the ordinary children of ordinary 
people. But Maud, unluckily, had not been brought up on 
Plato ; and Field, for all his scorn of commonplace mar- 
riage, had very little notion of anything beyond it. Abstin- 
ence, of course, is not an end '^in itself ; and Maud has’ my 
entire sympathy in her dissatisfaction with Field, though 
not in her subsequent passion for the squalid and um^eliable 
Lambert. The series of tragic steps which lead her back 
to her original husband are shrewdly and persuasively 
described ; but all Mrs. Herbert’s art fails to vivify Field 
or to supply a credible incentive for his rather fatuous con- 
duct. The prettiest thing in the whole book — ^though it is 


a taw^dry kind of prettiness at its best — ^is the vignette of 
Lily, a feUow-clerk of Maud's, who fails, unhappily, as the 
story proceeds, to justify her initial charm and importance. 

It seems almost incredible that Mr. W. E. Nobeis should 
have published novels in the ’seventies. Yet so it is. While 
Mr. Thomas Hardy was bringing out TJie Hand of Ethelberta 
and The Betum of the Native, Mr. Norris was already writ- < 
ing Heaps of Money and Mademoiselle de Mersac, There 
were then, by the way, certain publishing houses that pre- 
ferred to risk their money on the second writer ; there were 
even critics who considered that he would outlast the his- 
torian of Wessex. However that may be, Mr. Norris 
remains most remarkably readable. He has acquired in- 
sensibly the modern touch, the modern way of handling his : 
subjects. There is nothing in his recent novels that carries I 
us oack at all to the old days of three-volumed fiction. I | 
think The Conscience of Gavin Blam (Hutchinson) as good ‘ 


Quixotic in his ideas; but Quixotes still exist even in these 
days, and we have the satisfaction of feelin'^‘t£.at his^s’crtiples 
about accepting an inheritance enable hini^at once to escape 
marrying a girl who would certainly have made him miser- 
able and to discover wherein his own strength lies as a 
work^\ AH the characters in this natural story are interest- 
ing and well drawn. Una Lisle is an excellent "presentment 
of a certain type of modern girl. UneU Pavt, the wealthy 
black sheep of the Blane family, who first disinherits his 
scoundrel son and then relents when it is, legally speaking, 
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too late, sticks in the mind with the rest of his remarkable 
household. And Gavin himself is eminently likeable. In 
fine, a very good Norkis indeed. 

Tlie workmanship of Miss Margaret Eivers Larminie 
in Deep Meadotvs (Chatto akd Wikdus) is skilful, delicate 
and charming. I should imagine that at some period of 
her life she had read the works of Henry James, for she 
practises the elaborate method prescribed by that master 
for the composition of the highest t37pe of fiction ; without, 
however, indulging in too complex and baffl ng involutions. 
To bring down the fugitive thought on the wing, to capture 
the transient sensation, to depict the changng colours of 
a mood, to extract its utmost 
significance from the lift of an 
eyebrow — these are the enter- 
prises Miss Larminie so admir- 
ably essays. She explores with 
a candle the crevices of the 
mind. There, and not in the 
external world, takes place the 
action of the principal persons 
of the story, only now and then 
breaking through into physical 
expression. Nevertheless the 
characters whose inward life is 
most minutely depicted are in 
fact less plain to the reader than 
the three or four persons whose 
mental processes are left to be 
divined from their words and 
deeds: Caleb Host, for instance, 
lives ihiich more vividly than 
Mary Eassell, whose every emo- 
tion is delineated. But the rea- 
son of Mniy's comparative fail- 
ure to impress herself upon the 
reader may be, after all, that she 
is really -rather a- foolish person, 
lacking in sense, though not in 
sensibility, full of vague yearn- 
ings . after better things, yet 
devoid of the will to get them, 
and always drifting jnidderless 
before the dangerous gale of 
desire. ' When she. drifts into 
port it is more than she strictly 
deserves. Miss Larminie per- 
haps takes her people a shade 
too seriously. I hope she will 
not fear to indulge the sense of 
comedy, which she evidently 
possesses. 



hadifs Htindrcd ’ afid-sectytjd Question . “ You 

MEAN TO SAY THAT YOU CLEAN OUT THE LION’S CAGE?” 

Keeper { fed - up ), “Well, Mum, you see you can’t 
TKUST these charladies? ” 


** liqueurs ” was intended, the Inland Eevenue officers would 
seem to need stronger heads than are given to most of us. 
Mr. Ewens gives sympathetic accounts of the magistrates 
who have sat at Bow Street, and shows that kindness 
is not rare in a police court, however much the sordid 
atmosphere may tend to stifle it. 

Detective stories advance upon us in battalions, but there 
is always room for one more from the pen of Mrs. Belloc 
Lowndes. She has a way of her own with these tales of 
mystery, elevating them a peg or two above the jig-saw 
puzzle produced by the ordinary practitioner. She has, 
in fact, a sense of character. In The Terriford Mystery 

(Hutchinson) arsenic had been 
found in the exhumed body of 
Harry Oarlett's wife — arsenic 
enough to poison severalfamilies 
— and he certainly had become 
engaged again rather soon after 
her demise. Poor Jean, the 
Idem fiancie, has to passthrough 
some very awkward moments 
before she can get Sir Harold 
Anstey to concentrate his atten- 
tion on the case, while Sir 
Almeric Post, for the Crown, 
makes an excellent contrast 
with his cold and dispassionate 
style. But we knew in our 
hearts all the time that Harry 
Garlett was safe enough. In 
the very first chapter the last 
Australian batsman decided to 
go all out for a winning hit. 
He “opens his brawny chest, 
all rippling with knott^ mus- 
cles,’* and lifts the ball in a 
huge and lofty curve. Garlett, 
however, was there, at extra 
long-on,’* havingalreadyplanned 
this with the bowler. Jlare- 
over, with a mighty backward 
leap he gets, the ball into his 
safe hands just as it was drop- 
ping into the seats in front of 
the pavilion. A man like that 
is not going to poison his wife 
with arsenic. I 


M 


Thirty Years at Bow Street Police Court (Werner Laurie) 
is a long time and a long title, but you can read every word 
it^in a 'couple of hours. Mr. William Thomas Ewens 
wodld,-fec^veri<have been well-advised to divide his book 
mto-d^pters; m-ks^prteselibform the* stories pour forth in 
an xminberrupted flow that is rather exhausting; and the 
arrangementJand 'Ejection of his material is not very work- 
manlike^ * The* feature which amused me most was not, I 
imagine, intended fo be amusing. W riting of Inland Eevenue 
officers,' whose business it is to visit clubs and so forth for 
the purpose of seeing what is sold, Mr. Ewens says, “ It 
is nothing unusual for these men to drink, in the course of 
a visit lasting two hours, champagne, claret, burgundy, 
■whisky, beer and liquors.’* I like “ and liquors ” ; but what 
ySl our Prohibitionists have to say about it? Even if 


The title, Tales of Tirah and 
Lesser Tibet (Hodder and 
Stoughton) hardly suggests the 
episodes of adventure, beneficence and heroism conveyed in 
the modest narrative, written by herself, of three expeditions 
made by Mrs. Starr into the fastnesses of the Northern 
Prontier of India. In 1917 Dr. Starr, of the Church Mis- 
sionary Society’s Hospital at Peshawar, fell under the knife 
of a tribesman. Three years later his widow returned to her 
work in the Peshawar hospital, “ to show ' in practice * the 
Christian revenge * in contrast to the system of blood -feuds.” 
In April, 1923, Sir John Maffey, the Chief Commissioner, 
asked Mrs. Starr to cross the border to rescue Miss Mollie 
Ellis from the Afridis, by whom she had been stolen away 
after they had. murdered her mother. Eor the first time 
the detailed history of the recovery of Miss Ellis is made 
known, Mrs, Starr’s account is happily supplemented by 
Mr. Basil Mathews* “Appreciation,” from which the full 
significance of Mrs, Starr’s exploit, and of the years of 
noble labour which .fitted her to achieve it, vividly emerge. 
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The tacfc and courage of Mrs. Starr, the 
diplomacy of the excellent Eiss^vldar 
and the tribesmen’s dread of approach- 
ing punishment secured the release. 
While she was waiting for Miss Ellis, 
and during her journey, Mrs. Starr 
treated many patients, among them the 
majestic Mullah Abdul Haq himself, 
who, being too holy personally to con- 
sult a woman, told off his servant to 
describe his symptoms. Mrs. Starr's 
journal of her expeditions into lirah 
and Lesser Tibet, written as it was with- 
out any design to publish it, admirably 
depicts the fiat-featured good-natured 
Tibetans, huddled among their vast 
mountain gorges. Serene and indomit- 
able, Lilian Stare, like many another 
gallant Englishwoman on the Frontier, 
is the exemplar of true civilisation. 


My sympathies are entirely with The 
Second'^Mrs. Olay (D^Iethuen). But I ; 
also feel there must have been more 
excuse for the first, dreadful woman as 
she was, than the author, E^athbbire 
BEaviland Taylor, is inclined to allow. 

For I have rarely met such a crass 
blundering dunderhead as Sam Clay, 

American steel-master. His first wife 
stood him for fifteen years and then 
made a successful application for divorce 
on the score of incompatibility. The 
luck was really on both ; but the poor 
dub, having won a blessed release &om 
an empty vulgarian and by some miracle 
having induced a yoimg Anglo-French 
girl, a devout Catholic, to love him, 
and, what's more, in defiance of the 
inflexible law of her Church, to marry 
him, must needs with infinite clumsi- 
ness set immediately to work to make 
a Lutheran of her. Poor little Jeanne^ 
crushed by the weight of Olay and his 
dense and doleful family, gave in so far 
as to go to the Lutheran church on 
Sundays, occasionally stealing off to 
Mass for her own comfort — to the 

awful scandal of the family. Our Master » “What is the famous monumekt in London on which the effigt 

author's deadly characters are alive has but one eye?” 

enough to exasperate. Jeanne herself Bo^j. “Cleopatra’s Needle, Sir.” 

is attractive if a little colourless. There -■ • ■ - 

is a rather wittily outspoken niece of the egregious Sam^ Uncle Edicard's variant, whose sauce is concocted with 
and his naughty old mother is entertaining. But it all milk instead of gravy, as an admirable milieu iov the accom- 
seems a little too bad to be true. modation of white meat. His risotto is far too elaborate — 

both the Milanese and the Venetian recipes are very simple 

Eating withoiit Fears (Cape) is not a cookery-book, but and quick. The amiable ballerina who taught him how to 
a guide to good living, with about twelve dozen notable cook this and spaghetti probably came froiqiBologna. The 
recipes thrown in. It has a cosmopolitan flavour, and I tone of the whole book is a^trifie^dogiaaatic. But cookery 
was at a loss to identify its national bias until a warning is a stem mistress, and Mr. Scotson-Glark has ser^^ed her 
against comed-beef hash for breakfast put me on the right of his own free will with an admirable devotion from his 
track. Even so, its attitude towards distinctively American youth upwards. His scorn for the man or woman who 
fare is rather one of caution than commendation; and I expects anything but waste and incompetence from- one 
gather that its genial author, Mr. G. F. Scotson-Olabk, overworked maid, and is too high-minded to take so vital a 
owes the youthful appearance on which he is so constantly mai^ter personally in hand, is genuine and justifiable, 
congratulated rather to the wisdom of his English and 

Scots forbears than to any products, wet or dry, of the “Luxuriant Bed-Sitting Eooms in a charming house.” ’ 
Transatlantic genius. His Anglo-Indian uncles have stood . in Dmly Paper. 

him in good stead in the matter of curry ; and I recommend An aUiision, we suppose, to their Spring mattresses. : 
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Disffusied Pavement Artist, "TSTow I awsk teb ip that ain’t a bit op ’aed luck? ’Ebb I am, just nr thh mood pob 

ON A MASTERPIECE O’ THIS ’ERB SALMON, AN’ I ’M SLOWED IP I AIN’T EUN OUT 0* PINK I ” * 


WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUHC. 

XVI.—SPEiNa Mining. 
WHEEEamlgoing? I don’t quite Jmowj 
Down to the stream where the kin^ 
cups grow — 

Tip on the hill wdiere the pine-trees 
blow;^ " 

x4nywhere, anyw'here — I don’t know..- * 

Where am I going ? The clouds sail by, 
Little ones, baby ones, over the sky. 
Where am I going ? The shadows pass, ! 
Little ones, baby ones, over the grass. 

If you were a cloud and sailed up there, 
You ’3 sail on water as blue as air, 

And you’d see me here in the fields 
and sajj-, 

Doesn’t the sky look green to-day?” 

Where am I going ? The high rooks call, 
**lt ’s awful fun to be bom at all.” 
Where am I going? The ring-doves coo, 
** We do have beautiful things to do.” 

If, you were a bird and lived on high, 
r^pu’d’lean on the wind when the wind 
Carnaby, - [ 


You’d say to the wind when it took 
you away, 

‘‘ That ’s where I wanted to go to-day I ” 

j Where am Lgoing, ? I don’t quite know : 
• What dc^' it matter where people go ? 

Down to me wood where the bluebells 
grow; 

Anywhere, anywhere-r^Z don’t know. 

XWI. — Geowing Up. 

I *VE got shoes with grown-up laces, 

I ’ve got .knickers and a pair of braces, 

I’m all ready to run some races— 
Who ’s coming out with me ? 

I ’ve got a nice new pair of braces, 

I *ve got shoes with new brown laces, 

I know wonderful paddly places — 
Who ’s coming out with me ? 

Every morning my new grace is, 

** Thank you, God, for my nice braces ; 


I can tie my grown-up laces ” — 
Who ’s coining out with me ? 

================ A.A.M. 

**Girl Taker-out Wanted.” 

Adt>t, in Provincial Paver, 
Almost any boy would do. 


Another ImpjBnding Apology, 
the report of a fancy-dress 

ball .. 

. . “ Miss — iruperson ated three o’clock in the 
morning,^* and she' locked it.”— Pqper. 

- ‘‘The first group of Devon and Cornwall 
emigrants going to Western Australia left 
Plyuiouth yesterday. They comprise 20 
families, -and number just over 1,000 persons,” 
Daily Payer, 

Down in the West, at any rate, there 
seems no danger of **race suicide.” 

“ Barrack Detention Rooms will he governed 
by the Rules for the Management of Barrack 
Detention Rooms (King’s Regulations).” 

JEtegimental Magazine, 

And not, as you might have expected 
under the present Government, by the 
Rules for the Management of Eailway 
Station Eefreshment Eooms. 

“ Stains in coloured dresses may be removed 
by soaking the garment an hour or two in cold 
water, and then rubbing the places before 
washing with oatmeal instead'of soup.” 

LoeaX Payer, 

Personally,’ we never use soup for this 
pugiose. 
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CHARIVARIA. approval even if a deposit is forwarded 

According to Mrs. A. James-Stuart, 

the number of men who nowadays have It is estimated that there are mon 
to spend the night on the Embankment than forty-six thousand church bell- 


are informed that it cannot be sent on gress has described the District of 
approval even if a deposit is forwarded. Columbia as the most wicked in the 


world. How those Americans do boast 
It is estimated that there are more about their country ! 
an forty-six thousand church bell- 

igers in England, We have suspected A new elastic, which will stretch four- 


is a crying shame. We agree, but con- ringers in England, We have suspected A new elastic, which will stretch four- 
sole ourselves with the thought that this for some time, but didn’t like to teen times its own size, has now been 
spring-cleaning cannot last for ever. rub it in. ^ ^ placed on the market. Although the 

inventor’s name has not yet been dis- 

A green parrot which was at large at The latest information from Away closed, he is thought to be an amateur 
Chiswick a year ago has again been over ” is that America is about to en- angler of considerable experience, 
seen in the neighbourhood. But we courage tea-drinking by prohibiting 

thought that at this season the Chis- it. ^ ' According to an evening paper, “ Mr. 

wick parrots were either dark blue or Jesse Blackson of New York, who 

light blue. Mr. T. A. Edison has expressed the an-ived in TJ.S.A. thirteen years ago 

’ opinion that mankind has no soul. This without a shirt to his back, has now ac- 

It is claimed that wireless can now be confirms the opinion we have long held cumulated two millions and a quarter.” 


thought that at this season the Chis- 
wick parrots were either dark blue or 
light blue. 


heard half round the world. The 
day is fast approaching when 
it can be heard right round, and 
broadcasters wiU be able to 
listen to their own voices. 

At the Wembley Exhibition 
Palace of Beauty, the part of 
Helen of Troy is to be played by 
a musical comedy actress. We 
are sure an excellent choice has 
been made. A Grand Opera 
singer would doubtless be avail- 
able if there were a Helen of 
Amirduyois part. 

•j* ^ »i* 

Tropical trees brought to 
Wembley are warmed at the 
roots by electricity. A pretty 
effect would be to have tame 
therms roosting on the branches. 

* SK 

5 ;< 

Income-tax forms are to be 
printed in larger type. To make 
some people notice them the de- 
mands would have to be outlined 
in coloured electric bulbs in Pic- 
cadilly Circus. 



He ’ll never live to wear them 
out. ^ ,»{ 

Eecently an American cinema 
actress was married in an aero- 
plane during flight. This is not 
likely to prove popular in her 
profession as it is impossible to 
commence divorce proceedings 
before the machine alights. 

The entries for the Olympic 
Games are exceeding all expec- 
tations. In fact, we understand 
that no more names can be en- 
tertained for the slow lace open 
to plumbers and their mates. 

A well-known actress has de- 
scribed Mr. G. B. Shaw’s play, 
St, Joan, as a wonderful one, 
which win rank with the classics. 
We wonder how the famous dra- 
matist likes being damned with 
faint praise like this. 


A man should weigh twenty- 
..^en msl the world would wbmblb.” whSo^a 

A jig-saw puzzle club has been ^ babbiee cah’i bb omnibus the 

formed in the Midlands. A fa (other night must have been 

vourite competition, we understand, is in connection with our last tailor but seventeen feet in height, 
to tear up copies of the Bent Act and one. ^ ^ ^ 

put them together again by the sense * An evening paper gossip-writer re- 

of the wording. ^ A Northampton man has had his minds a Labour Member of Parliament 

**'5*' furniture turned into the street on three that he is imitating Mr. Winston 

Sir W. SaiiMOND says the time will occasions by his landlord. Our theory OHURCHiiiL. This sort of thing must 

come when every town will have its is that the landlord must be hinting at be stopped. Surely everybody otight 

own light aeroplane club, which young something or another. to know that Mr. Churchill is copy- 

men will join and learn to fly. Perhaps ^ ^ ^ right. ji- 

then by next Leap Tear young men It appears that a new Parisian society 

wiU be able to feel fairly safe. is offering a prize for the Worst Book A correspondent writes to a morning 

in the World. One English income-tax paper to say that it is quite possible 
It is announced that Mart Pickford payer has already decided to enter his for people to be buried alive. One good 
and Douglas Fairbanks are coming to pass-book. .t. way is to join one of the exclusive Clubs 

England this summer. There is an im- , ^ West End. ^ ^ 

pression in certain quarters that the Blackpool is asking for grotesque ^ . . . 

couple are associated in some way with figures for its carnival. Perhaps Mr. According to a gossip-wnter, pin^- 
the cinema world. Scott Duckers would oblige with the pong is played in Mr. Cltnes’ Downing 

291 he polled at Westminster. Street residence. We deprecate these 

The Government has decided to offer ' attempts to undermine confidence in the 

Ramsgate Harbour for sale. Collectors A member of the United States Con- Government. 
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THE AOiD TEST FOR BANKERS. 

First of all, I want to make it clear 
that I am nature of a most unsus- 
picious temperament and have a strong 
belief in the integrity of our banking 
establishments. Yet, in view of the 
large number of slate club treasurers 
who have lately been tried and found 
wanting in trust funds, and the fact 
that, as my favourite newspaper puts it, 
revolutionary Government has lately 
seized the tiller of state ” — which 
sounds very much like the till — and 
that there's such a lot of loose talk 
about a capital levy, I made up my 
mind that the time had come for some- 
one to have a look into this banking 
business and make sure that things 
were square, more particularly with my 
own Bank, known the world over for 
the showy spats of its Directors. 

Strange to 'relate, the day I came to 
this conclusion there appeared in the 
Press a copy of my Bank’s Seventy- 
Ninth Statement of Assets and Liabili- 
ties, 31st December,- 1923, and I was 
able to go right into the figures there 
and then, instead of barging into the 
Bank itself and bothering the staff with 
a lot of awksvard questions. 

Glancing down the neat table of 
figures my eyes were first caught by 
this item : — 

To Current, Deposit £ $, cL 

and other Aecounta 27,775,512 15 6 

Now as soon as I saw that I realised 
that all suspicions were unfounded, 
and that we depositors had nothing to 
fear, For, believe me or believe me not, 
that fif fceen-and-six is the exact amount 
I had in the Bank at the moment when 
the church bells, steam sirens and 
Scotchmen were noisily ushering in the 
New Year. 

Strictly between ourselves, there had 
been a dear little overdraft of mine for 
quite a few months, but a small legacy 
had enabled me to clear it off oh Decem- 
ber 31st, and the balance to my credit 
was exactly fifteen-and-six; and there 
it was set clearly out in the Bank’s 
statement. You couldn’t ask anything 
&ir«r than that, could you ? 

It made me feel quite friendly with 
the Directors, I can tell you, to think 
that they neglected no sum however 
small, and, still more, that they had 
made my little balance stand out so 
prominently. Of course it would have 
been more delightful still if they had 
abandoned for once their otherwise 
admirable policy of reticence and had 
mentioned my name in the statement, 
like this, for instance : — 

To Current, &o., Accounts, £27,775,512, 
and Mr, Blooker’s Fifteen-and-six. . 

A notice like that would have made 


I all the Blookers in the country fright- 
I fully proud, and made Amelia Timson 
I bitterly annoyed with herself for having 
I broken off her engagement with a noted 
; character like me. But it was not to 
be. 

To resume, however, my searching 
analysis of the Bank’s statement — I am 
a little disappointed with the following 
item : — 

To Acceptances and £ s. d. 
Engagements on Ac- 

I count of Customers.. 1,742,274 10 11 
I Nothing wrong with that as it stands, 

: I admit. But on the other side of the 
I account we get : — 

By Liabilities of Cus- £ s, d. 

"tomers for Accept- 
ances and Engage- 
ments as per contra 1,742,274 10 11 

Now doesn’t it strike you as a bit 
strange that the two amounts are pre- 
cisely the same, down to the last eleven- 
pence? Of course we all know that 
things like that do happen, just like 
getting the thirteen spades at bridge ; 
and it may be all right, mind you, but 
it looks uncommonly like a “ wangle,” 
doesn’t it ? 

Again I note that they have charged 
up:-- 

Gheques in course of £ s. d» 
OoUeetion on other 
Banks in the U.K. . . 1,448,402 15 10 

Well, I happen to know that amongst 
that lot was a cheque for a fiver drawn 
by that fellow Eobinson and cashed 
at the Club. Since then that cheque 
has come back with the mark N.B.G, or 
E.D. on the back, so that five pounds has 
to come off the right-hand side of the 
account. That means that it won’t 
balance with the other side, which will 
give the Directors afew awkward hours. 
Still, it is obvious .they can work it. off 
on the Eeduction of the Bank Premises 
Account, and make things square. , 

- 1 *ve added .up the Liabilities and the 
Assets, and find that they agree, though 
only at the third attempt; but all’s 
weU that ends well. 

.The Auditors’ Certificate, signed 
Miggs, Procter, Link, Tovey & Co,, 
reads all right as far as it goes, but I 
do hope the Procter is not the bookie | 
;that owes me seven pounds since the 
Epsom Spring Meeting of 1922. A chap 
.like that I could never trust again. 

Altogether I’m fairly well satisfied 
with the way the Bank is going on, 
and I ’m prepared to continue my cus- 
tom with them on the same principle 
of mutual trust as before. 

i “ Special prayers are being offered in various 

[ eiiurobes in sbire for the outbreak of foot 

I and mouth, disease.”— LocizZ Paper, 

I Surely this is what the Prayer-Book 
calls ** a work of supererogation.” 


THE BUILDERS. 

Beneath the roof the shadows fall, 
And there upon the long grey wall, 
And still untouched, the five nests cling 
Om’ swallows built last year in Spring. 

Such twittering there was, such shril- 
ling; 

Love was so new and life so thrilling ; 
And each one brought his tiny brick, 
Poised it aright and made it stick. 

Wet mud is rarely far to seek, 

But if you only had a beak 
As puddler, hod to bring it in, 

And trowel, how would you begin? 

With this inadequate appliance, 

And courage, hope and self-reliance, 
And old receipts of sand and loam, 
They each designed and built a home. 

All, all but twQ, whose work had slipped 
And loosened where it should have 
gripped ; 

They coidd not pass the bird-craft test : 
“ One shape alone, and that the best.” 

For them no careless light success ; 
Their nest feU down, a shapeless mess. 
The airy builders keened with pain, 
Plastered anew and failed again. 

Then they called *** Help ! ” to all the 
others, 

And up they came, good swallow 
brothers. 

Bricklayers never downing tools, 
Toiling without a wage, dear fools ! 

❖ ils si: si? 

One day, when I awake at dawn 
And pearly lights are on the lawn, 

I’ll hear a sound^like rustling leaves 
And whisperings beneath the eaves. 

And, qh ! I ’ll say, it is the swallows 
Back to old haunts and sandy hollows. 
I ’d give you all the tits and starlings 
For our five swallows’.nests, the darlings. 

Our Shameless Contemporaries Again. 

** Crazy Night. 

Dress. Optional. Just the occasion for those 
ladies who are always complaining they have 
nothing fit to wear .” — Scots Paper. 

“ Population of the Parish from 1921 census. 
Bridekirk 117, Dovenby 189, Tallantire 202, 
Papeastle 539 (including the Goat).” 

Brideldrh Parish Magazine, 

It rnust be a comfort to thePapcastrians 
to know that the sheep are in a consid- 
erable rnajority, 

“ While in the detention barracks a private 

of the Fusiliers swallowed five steel hoot- 

studs .” — Evenmg Paper, 

It is thought that the poor fellow had 
been ruminating on the Napoleonic 
maxim that an army marches on its 
stomach. 
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Me. Chobchill. “SORRY I WASN’T ALLOWED TO HELP.” 
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the plavs. IViendtome, too, and living first time, because he once confessed in 
THE NICKNAME HABIT. near roe in London. I was surprised a moment of expansion to a predilection 

In mv elderly bachelor way I strongly they wanted her in that guldvCj but it for a hot-water bottle. He is twenty- 
deprecate this nickname habit. When was their affair. I rang her up and told five, a good dancer andfirst-elasshockey- 
a girl has the name of Constance, for hershe was togodownwithme. Rather player. Quite different from Miss Mil- 
instance, I like her to be called Con- a casual way of asking her, as I said, but ligan, you rightly guess, 
stance. It is a pleasant name, suggest- the Laverings are casual. She replied I still refuse to acknowledge any re- 
ing a virtue not, perhaps, too much that she would come. I wrote to Binks sponsibility whatever. How was I to 
practised in these days. Yet one such that I was bringing Aunt Coddles. remember which was Aunt Doodles and 
whom I know is invariably called We arrived about tea-time on the which Aunt Coddles ? As I pointed out 
“ Bottles ’’ by her family. Briday. A crowd of young Laverings with some asperity, the nickoame habit 

With my friends the Laverings it is in the*^hall surrounded us; and I at once was entirely to blame, and I took the 
more than a habit — ^it is almost a dis- began vaguely to realise that all was opportunity to ^ hint that after their 
ease. Layering himself is “ Crackers’* not well, that someone had blundered, terrible disaster it should be abandoned, j 
to Mrs. Lavering; Mrs. Layering is ** Hullo, Aunt Doodles, how very nice But they are still "Crackers, Smith,! 
“Binks” to all her family. The married to see youl I dida*t know you were Budgy,etc. Queer obsession; and even, | 


daughter is “Sniffkins,” the 33 

two unmarried daughters - 

“ Budgy ’ * and “ Smith.” The ' " 

sons are “Humpty” and 
“Dampty.” The infant grand- . — - 
son, Alan Geoffrey, was 

scarcely dry from the .font 

when he was converted into 
“ Fubsy,” nor need the infant 

absi^ theifl ma^ 

Laverings for a long week-end. 

There was to be a small dance 
on the Friday evening and a 
game of mixed hockey on the 

good performers. And when TRUE THAT THE SPANISH SHAWL IS 3 

they have added to their Jum- TOE PLACE OF THE PLAID IH SCOTLAND . 

ber some, such as Winkle, who are in- coming;” “Why, Doodles, this is a 
vited for friendship’s sake, and some pleasant surprise I ” I heard, 
whocanplay the game, kindred spirits Miss Milligan passed on into the 
bring a team over from a neighbouring drawing-room, and I in turn became 
village and there is a mighty contest, the object of the youthful Laverings’ 


as I have shown, more than ; 


little dangerous. 


WHY THE ALMOND-TREE IS 
PINK. 

Eioht away back at the be- 
ginning of things the almond- 
tree had white blossoms. She 
was very shy and nervous, but 
at the same time she was very 
anxious to behave correctly on 
all occasions. (You and I know 
what that feeling is.) You can 
imagine her excitement when 
one day she received from 
Spring an invitation to a com- 



1 


I 

1 


1 
















There was to be on this occasion. 

I had a letter from Mrs. Lavering — 

T 1 . n 1 


attentions. 


“ Where’s Aunt Coddles ? ” they de- 


Binks, I mean — about a week before, manded. 

the end of the letter she wi*ote, “ Smith wards the drawine-room. m . i .1 , ■, f ■, t 

says I am to ask you to bring Aunt “Winkle!” gasped Smith, withhorror ^ i ’1 ’^0 ™<ierstand, of 

Coddles, if you can.” ° in her face. “ You don’t mean—” half-baked. 


Coddles, if you can.” in her face. “ You don’t mean ” 

“Aunt Coddles?” I thought. “Who Then she turned to her family and 
on earth — — Oh, yes, of course, it must said in a sepulchral voice, “If he 


one who was only half-baked. 


“ The only advantage to be derived from a 
depreciated currency is that it enables those 


T«,, now I com, to Wfmnaffl^ATmtOoadl„.naAn;; to S = 

think of it, they had some such ridicu- Doodles 1 How ghastly I " notMng . — Sir Sugh Bell.”— Stmday Pamper. 

• ' i;i 1 •• i . ^ 0 S>^ssMhligan was Aunt Doodles; This shows what money can do. i 

;M^s MiUig^ is an elderly spinster, Aunt Coddles was my young nephew, millionaire, we suppoS LSd taS-tlu 
fnend to the Laverings, as they say in so caUed, as I then remembered for the breeks off a Hi-hlSer. 




TO HER BRIEF REST. 

Watchers on the bank had seen her slender form mov- 
ing swiftly, full of life and human vigour, and had wondered 
at her beauty in the clean spring sunlight ; and now, so 
soon, she lay in the water, beautiful still, but rigid and 
motionless. 

Strong men came and gently lifted her dripping form 
from the river and carried her, oh ! so carefuUy , up the bank. 
The crowd which had gathered made way for the little 
procession, gazing upon it with curious yet kindly eyes. 
Lest any should stumble a rugged boatman removed a plank 
that lay across their path ; others hurried into the glooboi 
of the boathouse near and busily prepared a place for the 
precious burden to rest upon. “ Steady 1 ” someone mur- 
mured in a deep voice ; and so they bore her slowly, drops 
of moisture marking their progress. 

At last they were within the boathouse itself, lost to the 
sight of most of the onlookers. Some would have followed 
even there, but there were those within who forbade their 
entrance. A schoolboy, his bright eager face clouded with 
anxiety, persisted; but a boatman seized him, not roughly, 
for he had a kindly heart, but firmly, for duty had to be 
done, and gently pushed him from the door. 

No, no, sonny ; they Ve busy. You can’t come in,” he 
said as he closed the boathouse door. 

“ Oh, I wish you ’d let me ! ” said the schoolboy, his voice 
vibrating with pathetic appeal. 

“ No, not to-day. You ’re too late. Try again. They 
can’t sign autographs now. But they ’ 11 be taking her out 
again to-morrow.” 


A SONG OF DARTMOOR. 

When the wild ponies come down from the Moor, 
Shaggy and shy and alert to the flight. 

Then is the Winter indeed at the door ; 

They ’re risking in-country for chance of a bite : 

Little wild fellows with mischief afoot, 

Outlaws of order and robbers to boot — 

Look to your gardens — ^lock up your gates — your green-stuff 
is recognised loot ! 

When the wild ponies go back to the Moor, 

Snuffing the breath of the earliest gorse. 

Then is the Springtide indeed at your door, 

Though there ’s little to eat and the feeding is coarse ; 
Scampering heels and a squeal of delight — 

’Ware our new stock — that mare foaled in the night — 
Break through the hedges — trample the gardens— there’s 
time for a farewell bite 1 

The Leisurely East. 

“The final general memorandum on the cotton crop of India for the 
season 1823-24 has now been issued.” — Provincial Paper. 

“ Pirm of Lift Makers Re(iuire . , . Clerk capable of making tender 
drawings.” — Advt m Provincial Paper. 

For the edification of romantic lift-girls, we suppose. 

“ The return half of an ordinary railway return ticket is, on the 
evidence of the ticket itself, available for two months. What is a 
month? Is it to be defined as fifty-sis days or as two calendar 
months ? ” — Scots Paper. 

The police-court definition is forty shillings. 
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^YEMBLEY MANCEUVEES. THE NELSON TOUCH. 


PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

lY. 

An Hour among the Galleasses. 

- Zeerrugge (1918), Trafalgar (1815), 
the Battle of the Spanish Armada 
(1588), and I think, but I am not quite 
sure, Slays (1340) will be fought again 
at"Wemble5"(1924). In replica? Well, 
not quite; but as nearly as may be, 
allowing for the difi'erence of scale. 

I! one could only be the size of a 
small seafaring doll ! Then, with the 
gracious ^rmission of their Majesties 
to reside in the Queen's Doll’s House, 
one might also have the pleasure of 
trudging over day by day (though it 
would be rather a long trudge for a small 
doll) to the British Governnient Pavilion 
and sailing into action under the flags 
of Admirals Nelson, Drake and Keyes, 
not to mention H.M. King Edward III. 
But mere Brobdingnagians, alas 1 will 
have to content themselves with gazing 
at glory from the clifip-tops. It will be 
quite a good gaze, however, for the 
water-stage at \Yembley will be seventy 
feet wide. 

‘Many model ships of all ages and 
designs have been accurately rigged 
by experts before, but none, I imagine, 
that could be mysteriously controlled 
so as to take part in actual manoeu- 
vres, mysteriously lighted, shattered 
by shot and shell and capable of 
pouring forth volumes of smoke from 
their guns. These things the wizards 
of W'embley do, and light the back cloth 
of their mmiic seascape with sunsets 
and sunrises, darken it with thunder- 
storms or fill the heavens with drifting 
clouds. They do it quite easily by 
pressing a button here and turning a 


switch on there. But you have to 
know how. 

I confess I was disturbed for a time 
to find that all the preliminaries of this 
naval warfare were being conducted, 
not in the Admiralty, but in the House 
of War. A Whitehall ex-cornet of Dra- 
goons, with a rolling gait and humming a 



THE BOATRAOE IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

(Not included in the Naval Pageant at 
Wembley.) 

nautical song, conducted us to one of the 
upper decks of that tremendous edifice, 
and delivered us into the kindly charge 
of an officer of the Electrical Marines. 

“I think it must be,” I murmured 
to the Illustrator, ‘‘because we have a 
Labour Government in power. They 
have confused the functions of the 
various Offices and made a tremendous 
inter-departmental muddle. I supp 
the fact is that Mr. Stephen Wal 


►ose 
ALSH, 


being much more bellicose than Vis- 
count Chelmsford 

‘‘You’ve got a large piece of white 
paint,” said the Illustrator, “on your 
left shoulder.” 

A thoroughly unsympathetic man. 
But he is always a demon for boats 
whenever and wherever they are to be 
found, and was already busy making 
a sketch of that bright little craft, the 
Kuestra Senora del Bosario, the flag- 
ship of Pedro Valdez, which by an 
ingenious device is going to have a mast 
shot down in action against Sir Francis 
Drake. 

“ It occurs to me,” I said to a commo- 
dore of the Field Artillery, “ that if you 
could only have arranged to have one or 
two early rehearsals on the Bound Pond 
it would have been impossible to keep 
any decent boy away from Wembley 
this year.” 

And then, turning round, I saw the 
Bevenge. I must say it gave me rather 
a thrill. I had forgotten for the mo- 
ment that Drake fought the Bevenge 
against the Armada. 

“ But wouldn’t it be possible,” I in- 
quired, “ to stage the last fight of the 
Bevenge as well ? The public isn’t very 
knowing about naval manoeuvres, even 
comparatively simple ones like the 
Armada or the cutting of the line at 
Trafalgar. For real gallery melodrama 
(if there is a gallery in the British Gov- 
ernment Pavilion) give me Grenville 
oathe Bevenge: I suppose you ’ll have 
some kind of explanation of the actions 
thrown on to a screen while the per- 
formances go on ? ” . 

“ Something of the sort, I expect,” 
said the General Flag- Lieutenant-Com- 
manding. 
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‘‘ Well, why not give the story of the with the display of streamers and bunt- the model of the Victory and cut down 
with bits of Tennyson thrown ing on these Elizabethan boats. It thevote iox the Fighting TdmSraire. As 
in. Not the lines exactly as they stand, must have made the beginning of a it is, the ghosts of the old sea-captains, 
because the public is so accustomed to battle a very gay affair. if they chance to drop in at Wembley, 

cinema sub-titles, you know, that sheer ** W^hat number of Spaniards do you will be the first to admit themselves 
poetry would give them rather a shock, descry ? ” the old admirals used to ask, that, egad, Sir, they never knew pre- 
But you might do it like this I suppose. cisely how that little bit was done. 

“ Meyi of Bideford hi Devon, the crew “ A round score, my lord.” And last of all we were taken to see 

of the heroic hzit ill-starred ^Bevenge," Then tie somemoreribands onto the portions of the huge raised map of the 
had been left behind by their com- poop.” And Gloeiana’s fleet must have world, which is designed to make people 
panions. - ^ tottered into action looking more like a remember that even the British Empire 

I ^*And so, roaring hurrahs, with her carnival than anything else, has its bounds. But not verv manv. 

17-^^ 1 J2 ^ J 1 J.1 4 nil ii n ^ ** 




I hundred fighters on deck, the little ^Be- 1 And then they showed us how the 1 'When Africa, which is all green, is lit 
I xenge’ stillranrapidly on. up tmdemeath with red 

ing Three-deckers po- /jy ^8^ al^ ‘“satoon, ^^TOi^'^Meat 

litely promised me that and Onion, Siwnes,^ ^.” 

knots will yon get^ont of ^eddiaJlZ 

wea^r?^’lLM°^“Are * when he wrote T/ie jSA:m 

vou eoino’ toroucyhenthe Shade of Drake {regarding the model of the “ Nucstra Senora del Bosario'’* Game, 

, the flagship of Bedro Valdez, ‘^Wht, they’ve made as good a job op 

water by electrical treat- 7s I did myself.” The bride’s mother wore 

ment, one switch for a navyblue,withorieDtaltrim- 

capful of wind and one for half a gale ? ” tiller was worked on an Elizabethan miDg and fur, and the bridegroom’s brother 
- Ishouldn 't wonder,” said the O.C.T. boat, and how httle real change there marocain. W.ocaZ Paper. 

Anyway, we shall do the wind,” was between the ships of the Armada His daring costume certainly deserved 

“ And the boom or bark ? ” and the ships of Trafalgar. But, on the a mention 

. How do you mean, boom or bark? ” other side of the room, looking very “S. ’s College, Oxpohd.— W anted, 

he asked rather sharply. grim and purposeful, even as toys, were Marri^ Couple as Gardener and Housekeeper. 

I can never keep up the nautical the models of the famous fighters of the coach studen -s m 

jargon myself. North Sea But won’t the dons regard them as 

“ Of the guns, I explained. On tnewhole,when we considered the ”9 . 


And then they showed us how the I "When Africa, which is all green, is lit 

up underneath with red 

J electric lights over those 

tracts for which we are 
V) in various ways respon- 

^ wonderful how rosy the 

X ‘ future of Africa should 
be. Southward, in fact, 
the tide of Empire takes 
its way. It would have 
puzzled Admirals Nelson 
and Drake if they could 
have seen it. Evob. 


The March, of Education. 

” Tuition. 

Fish and Chips Taught: 
also Salmon, Savory, Meat 
and Onion, Scones, etc.” 

Advt. in Local Paper. 

“ Golden Annivebsaey. 

Mr, and Mrs. , of this 

city, celebrate the anniversary 
of their fiftieth wedding to- 
day.” — Montreal Paper. 

Where's your Los An- 
geles now ? 

“ Your Burmese flaywright 
has ideas like those of Ber- 
nard Shaw when he wrote 
‘ ^Methuselah.’ ” 

Evening Paper. 

Even more, we should 
have thought, like those 
of John Galsworthy 
when ha wrote The Skin 
Game. 


Shade of Drake {regardmg the model of the “ Niicstra Senora del Bosario,'^ 
the flagship of Pedro Valdez, ‘^Why, they’ve made as good a job op 
HER AS I DID myself.” 


myself.” *‘The bride’s mother wore 

navy blue, with oriental trim- 

tiller was worked on an Elizabethan uhng and fur, and the bridegroom’s brother 
boat, and how little real change there marocain.”-/.ocaZ Paper. 

was between the ships of the Armada His daring costume certainly deserved 

and the ships of Trafalgar. But, on the a mention 

other side of the room, looking very “S. ’s College, Oxford. —Wanted, 


jargon myself. North Sea But won’t the dons regard them as 

“ Of the guns, I explained. On tnewhole,when we considered the -RlftplrlAaQ ”9 . 

“We shall do that off,” he said, trouble there has been lately about the ^ ^ 

“ The idea is to arrange the whole thing Admiralty programme and the hot “In our report of Madame *s concert 

as if you were seeing the actual fight words over Singapore, the Illustrator week through a print’s error she was 
from a distance, and the perspective and and I felt thankful that the present 

the models themselves are all scaled to Government had allowed the naval ^The Glory of the Sea,’ ” 
give that effect. So are the bark and programme for Wembley to stand. A West-Country Paper. 

the boom.” more niggardly and cheese-paring Ad- A venial error. Merely the substitution 

Both the Illustrator and I fell in love ministration might easily have scrapped of one inconstant element for another. 
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Oh, perfonnanCB of the smartest i 


THE WHITE PEBBLES. 

Pan of the Hunting, Pan of the Fishing, 

Of Moor and Manor and High Wood too, 

Ever I wanted your kind well-wishing, 

Ever and ever I Ve worshipped you; 

I made you a shrine on a mom gone by, 

By turf and water, did I, did I, 

By turf and water and wind and sky ; 

'Green tiuf, bro\ni water and vaulted blue ; 

A love, a homage, a heart bestowing 

For the rod, the gun and the horn a-blowing, 

And fenced it fair with a worship treble 
And laid on it always a new white pebble 
Whenever your luck ran true. 

Silver stones^ I love 'em dearly, 

For the silver they recall ; 

And they 'll show np silver clearly 
When the dtcsk doth fall, 

Tis Dee, foam dappled and darkly rushing 
Flushed with the melt of the April snow, 

Her chill flocks up to the pale birks pushing 
The weight and rate of her tawny flow" ; 

On the stream’s oiled edge, with a flounce and flout, 
A heave of silver, a boil about, 

The big fish fastens, the reel flames out ; 

And a mile it is, ’tis a mile below, 

And an hour it is ere his sea-strength founders 
And Ms argent bulk down the shallow flounders, 

And the clip makes end of a gallant story 
Which the tide-louse seals, for the gTeater glory, 
From bis skull to Ms tail a-row. 

There's a picture satisfying ; 

He xvas fighter wild and grim ; 

And a best white stone is lying 
On the shrine for him. 

Here ’s flower of- chestnut and great elms sleeping, 
Cathedrals calm of a verdurous pride; 

Here ’s sun and cloud and a hay-crop’s reaping 
And warmth and June and a trout-stream wide ; 

“ Oh, what ’s the charm of it? ” ask again — 

The silken swish of a light split-cane? 

Or the wild-rose banners above the lane 
And the meadows wdth lambs and daisies pied ? ” 
One can but say, be it light or heavy 
The bag, one brace or a shapely bevy, 

That you ’d sell the year for a mayfly measure, 

These playtime moments of pulsing pleasure, 

And know but the young Junetide, 

How the halcyon hours cmnc shining : 

Dog-rose hlo<H}ted and sang enckoo I 
And npoii the shrine reclining 
Are the white stones due. 

The small boy shoots wdth the Four Professors, 

Four professors of Pulling ’em down,” 

You’ll know their names when I tell you, Messrs. 

Smith and Eobinson, Jones and Brown ; 

Pale ghost through the pme-w"ood’s undertones 
That turning woodcock defeats Tom Jones, 

Now, famed Jack Eobinson fires — and groans; 

And it ’s “ ‘ Cock/ cock coming ! ” to like renoTO, 
To Brown and Smith in the ride — ^they’ll pot him ; 
What — over or under, has neither got him ? 

Four professors and not one stops him ; 

Then Schooldays swings wdth him swift and drops 
Mm ; 

. The crown of a Christmas crown. 


Since I vowed myself an arUst, 

For 'twas mine, mine, mine ! 

Five P.M. and the last light ’s quitting 
And nigh two hours since the hunt began ; 

Hounds ahead are but shadows flitting ; 

Here ’s Youth on a Mreling (I ’m your man !)— 
Here’s Youth on a hireling with them still 
(He doesn’t know how and he never will) ; 

But it’s ^^Hold up horse, for they’ve got to kill 
In a minute now or they never can ; 

The earths are open at Colton Ashes ; 

Hold up, they ’ve vievred ! ” how the cry out crashes 
Full tongued and stops. Where the hedgerow’s rocking 
There ’s a dog-fox down wdth his lean jaw"S locking 
To a mouthful of mud and tan. 

Charles," he lives by rogue endeavour. 

But he dies as orthodox ; 

And the ivhitest pebbles ever 
Stand for Charles James Fox, 

So long as there ’s grass, so long as there ’s water, 

So long as a covey ’ll call and skim, 

Shall the pan-pipe play for its son or daughter, ^ 

Shall the god come forth when they call on him. 
Come forth to them at the horn’s light shake ; 

Or when woodcock twdsts through a holly brake ; 

Or when Kennet ’s dusted with fool Green Drake ; 

Or where clean fish up from the North Sea swim ; 
Then busk him a shrine for a worship treble, 

And pay to him always a bright white pebble 
For this or that where the luck ran kindly ; 

They ’ll show up bright when the dusk falls blindly, 

‘ And white when the light grows dim. 

Pretty monuments they hold you, 

Stichlike rookeries of rocks; 

Btit the lohitest ones (I've told you ) 

Are for Charles James Fox, * 


WHAT’S IN A NAME? 

Alas 1 ” said the Old Stager, looking down the music-hall 
advertisements, what has become of. Variety ? Where are 
aU my old favourites — Freddie Forby the comedian, the 
Stella Sisters, Dainty Dolly and ” 

‘‘The public no longer cares for that old-fashioned stuff,” 
explained the Theatrical Magnate, lighting aftesh cigar. 
“Eevues are what it wants to-day. I’ve got three of ’em 
on tour. One is called Aerials, another Magnets, a third 
Cat's Whiskers, and I *m thinking of calling my latest show 
Heterodynes," 

“But why these wireless titles? ” said the Old Stager. 

“Well,” observed the Magnate, “ I used to call ’em Muff- 
fluff and Bmz-wuzz and Nighty -nighty, and such names. 
But the public got tired of these and ” 

“ Look here,” interrupted the Old Stager. “ Take me ^o 
see one of these revues of yours.” ' ' 

^ sj: 5[c 

“ WeU,” said the Magnate as the performance of Hetero- 
dynes was drawing to a close, “ and how do you like it ? ” 

“ I alwa3"s have liked it,” said the Old Stager, vigorously 
a^Dplauding Freddie Forby, the Stella Sisters, Dainty Dolly 
and the rest of the revue artistes as they took a final curtain. 
“ There ’^s just this one- thing, though — not sure that 
Heterodynes is quite the. best title for the show.” " 

. “Perhaps 3"ou can suggest a better one,- then,” snapped 
the Theatrical Magnate, 

“ Why not call it Varieties ? ” suggested the Old Stager. 
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TiE IRRESISTIBLE TEMPTATION. 

Throitgh the rich eddying fog of hot 
rum and eucalyptus I beheld Henry as 
through a glass, darkly. He was sitting 
over a roaring fire, the collar of his 
dressing-gown pulled up about his ears 
and a thickrugA:awn over his shoulders. 
His nose glowed like unto the ruby; 
his eyes watered; his breathing resem- 
bled that of a camel. 

Henry! I cried. *‘Got a 

cold?”‘ 

Henry fidn’t answer immediately. 
His feature had taken on that expres- 
umi of wistful, surprise commonly seen 
on the face of a decapitated codfish. 
-Thu^, resuming his sneezing at the 
point where he had left off, he mopped 
his face with a large towel, leaned back 
in his chair and said, “ Sfauddudabdoor 1 ” 

I shut the door and tried again. 

**T6u*te got a bad cold, my lad,’* I 
said, not so much by way of letting 
Henry into a secret as of registering 
^ sympathy. 

But Henry was irritable. 

' » Oh, dob ! said he. “ Dot a coiod I 
It ’s jus’ housebaid’s dee. That ’s why 
Ibe sittig by this fire id a dressig-gowd, 
smellig ligke a eucalybdus forest ad 
^3:iggig hot rub.*' 

Now I happened to have a slight 
cold myself, and my heart went out to i 


the sufferer. I felt that mine should 
be the rdle of patient comforter, ready 
and eager with the soft answer that 
should turn away facetious drivel. 

“ You are undoubtedly a fatuous ass, 
Henry,” 1 remarked gently ; ‘‘ but if you 
think ‘ your sarcasms are funny you 
stand alone in your belief. Anyhow, 
returning to the subject of colds and 
their cure^ — ” 

Henry bounded in his chair. 

‘ ‘ Fatuous yourself I” he croaked, lean- 
in g over towards me with a leer that 
was positively ferocious. “Firsdt of 
all you cub here — ligke every blitherig 
dodedity that *s heed to see be to-day — 
ad carbly idforb be that I Ve got a co wd. 
Afder that, of course, I dew what to 
expegd. I deiv you ’d cub to the subject 
of cures id the fuldess of tibe.” 

With a tolerant smile I began to 
explain. But Henry waved his eucalyp- 
tus bottle to command silence. 

** Before we go eddy further,” he 
spluttered on, “I wadt to magke the 
posishud quide clear, Ibe dot goig to 
put by feedt id bustard- ad- wadter ; Ibe 
dot goig to feast od lubs of sugar soagked 
id abbodiated tigsher of quideed for you 
or eddywud elze ; I refuse to codsider 
eddy filthy gargles ; I declide to guzzle 
padedt cough bixshers ; ad if you brig 
be a bustard-plaster I *11 rab it dowd 
your throat 1 ” 


Again I tried to explain, and again 
Henry brushed me aside. 

“ Od previous occashuds whed I Ve 
had cowds,” be raced on, “ I Ve bade 
the bistake of listedig to every ass 
that cabe here recobedding stupid fool | 
rebedies. I Ve swallowed pidts of buck 
ad sdiffed filthy powders till by head 
ached. I Ve rubbed by chest with foul 
greases. Ad wudz I sat ligke a brass 
idol — ^for two solid hours ! — id a fool 
vapour bath, just to please the goat 
that sedt it roud on a hadcart. But 
Ibe through with all that dow. Ibe 
dot goig to do it any bore. 1 11 jus’ 
please byself id future. Is that clear ? ” 

The clarity was so pronounced that 
I didn’t trouble to answer. Instead, 
speaking with dignified self-control, I 
informed Henry that up to the very 
moment of my calling upon him I knew 
nothing whatever about his cold. Nor, 
having acquired the information, had it 
ever been my intention to pester him 
with suggestions for a cure. My sole 
object in coming, indeed, had been to 
seek his expert advice in the matter of 
the little cold that I myself had con- 
tracted during the course of the day. 

Henry heard me through without an 
interruption, his brow clearing with 
every moment that passed. And by the 
time I had finished speaking he was 
placing a chair on the opposite side of 
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the fire and pressing me to sit down. 
His manner was kindness itself. 

“By dear old horse,” he began, 
speaking with genuine emotion, “why 
didd’t you tell be all this at first ? Got 
a CO wd, have you ? Well, look here — 
tagke by advice ad by the bordig you'll 
be as right as a dail. Go straid hobe 
ad get idoo bed ad rub your chest with 
cabphor oil, ad have a good stiff glass 
of hot rub with a drip or two of abbodi- 
ated tigsher of quideed id it. Persud- 
aliy I dever fail to tagke these little 

precaushuds. Oridges, too Here, 

whadt are you griddig at? Silly dig- 
kubpoop ! ” 

RHYMES OF THE R.A.F. 

III. — “WoBKs AND Buildings.” 
When first the E.A.F. was planned, 
The men who took the job in hand 
Decided that in peace and war 
The Service must possess a corps 
Of loyal men whose souls are filled 
W'ith strong desires to work and build ; 
So, all within a week or two 
A great Department grew and grew, 
TiU one fine day we woke to see 
The A.M.W. and B. 

Arrayed, accoutred and equipped ; 

And from that hour things fairly ripped. 

In many and delightful ways 
They merit our regard and praise. 

If we should break a window-pane. 
Admitting gusts of snow and rain 
Which devastate our office table, 

We thank our stars that we are able 
To send to Works and B. a chit, 
Eequesting them to see to it. 

Before a month is past and gone 
A glazier, with an apron on, 

Complete with pencil, rule and book, 
Gomes stroUing round to have a look ; 
It fills us with a great content 
If he should take a measurement. 

For then we clearly understand 
That they have got the work in hand. 

The staff are pleasant human folks 
And very fond of simple jokes. 

They run a most amusing train 
From Camp to town and back again ; 
Both train and track are all their own 
And worked by them and them alone. 
Like httle boys of nine or ten 
They play at being railwaymen, 

And as the train is moving out 
They take it turn and turn about 
To act as guard, and shout and wag 
A little tiny coloured flag. 

And strangers rarely comprehend 
It 's just a game of “let 's pretend,” 
Until, with half the journey done, 

They have their final bit of fim ; 

They stop the train and let us Imow 
That that 's as far as we can go, 
Because the boiler *s sprung a leak 
And can’t be mended for a week ; 
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Which means that we are doomed to 
tramp 

The dreary distance back to Camp. 

But as we go you ’ll hear us laugh 
To think the Works and Buildings staff 
Have played us such a merry hoax ; 
They reaUy are amusing folks. 

* But don’t let us haul in our sails,’ added 
the speaker, ‘ because we have made so much 
progress ; we are not out of the wood yet.’ ” 
Manchester Paper. 

And still, apparently, a little bit at sea. 

Advertisement displayed in a dyer’s 
and cleaner’s shop-window : — 

“ The carpet is your children's playground. 
Bte.ve them beaten or shampooed by our im- 
proved method,” 

That should keep the young rascals 
quiet. 


“In the Nomination Race the younger 
I Prince, riding his horse Bathgarogue, crashed 
! into the bicycle of a spectator and cut its 
I knee ,” — Daily Paper. 

We understand that the bicycle with 
the cut knee is going on as well as can 
be expected. 

“ If the story be true that Mr. Wheatley is 
on the look-out for a chance of resignation on 
his Housing scheme, and that he will then re- 
tire into the interior of the party and there sit 
on its head, he will have to be very careful of 
acquiring a reputation as a merely clever man .” 

Sunday Paper. 

Or, at any rate, as an extremely agile 
contortionist. 

A Church notice : — 

“11, ‘The Talkative Devil/ Rev. A. ; 

6.30, * The “ Honest ” Man,’ Rev. B, 

. Daily Paper. 

Personally, we shall go in the evening. 
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MAH-JONGG. 

When I first saw the Smithers bro- 
thers after the Christmas holidays they 
were very full of a new acquaintance of 
theirs, one Andrew McCracken, whose 
social education they professed to have 
undertaken. They were ansious that 
I should meet him at once, so as to be 
able to judge of their progress, and his, 
as time went on. It appeared that his 
nationality protruded to escess. The 
serious bent of his mind was a positive 
affront to the mercurial temperaments 
of his self-constituted instructors, and 
his racial imperturbability had so roused 
in them the missionary spirit that they 
bad formed themselves into a Society 
for the Brightening of Andrew 
McCracken, with Tom Smithers as 
President and George, the younger 
brother, as Executive Council. 

My introduction to the sole benefi- 
ciary of the Society took place at a lun- 
cheon club in the City. I admit that 
I found him, let me say, of an equable 
temper of mind, but not to the point of 
sluggishness or boorishness. That I 
mig& make his better acquaintance I 
received an invitation to attend a formal 
business meeting of the -Society. The 
idea appeared to leap full-fledged from 
the volatile brain of the President of 
the Society. 

By the way, Andie,” he said, “have 
you met Mah-Jongg? ” 

*‘Mah-Jongg?”JieOracken repeated, 
his face maintaining its usual non- 
committal expression. 

“Yes,” Tom went on, “the new 
Chinese game, you know. You must 
come and be initiated. The girls are 
mad about it. We've marked out a 
court on the lawn and lit it with elec- 
tric light from the dining-room. We 
play nearly every night after dinner. ^ 
Let 's see. To-day 's Tuesday. Come 
to dinner to-morrow night at half-past 
seven and we '11 have a game.” 

“Ail right,” said McCracken; “thanks i 
very much.” 

Andrew McCracken's entry the next 
evening was in the circumstances some- 
thing of a spectacle. At Tom’s instiga- 
tion we all met him in the hall. He 
was clothed in tennis flannels covered 
by the longest and woolliest blanket 
coat I have ever seen, and carried a 
heavy iracquet-press containing a per- 
fect battery of assorted implements. 
He was greeted with shouts of derisive 
laughter, which it seemed to me he 
sustained with admirable composure. 
Tom was almost offensive in his tri- 
umph. 

“ Oh I it 's a table game, I see,” re- 
marked Andie meekly, as soon as he 
could be heard, advancing as he spoke 
to the card-table, where the pieces were 


already scattered face upwards in all 
their dainty polished charm. 

“Yes, it's a table game, "scoffed Tom, 
“ and a lot of good your cr^pe rubber 
soles will do you ! " 

Well, ultimately they settled down 
to it, Tom, George, one of the girls and 
Andie. I was an interested spectator 
— and listener, because Tom explained 
the rules more than once to Andie with 
the most precise elaboration. The 
game appeared to be hedged round with 
preliminary casts of the dice designed 
to defeat the notorious chicanery of the 
Chink. But in the end they began. 
The great wall of China, built four- 
square and two-deep, was broken at the 
appointed spot, and thirteen bricks 
dealt to each player. A hush of con- 
centration fell upon the room. Esoteric 
words like foreign oaths began to drip 
through an atmosphere charged with 
Oriental mystery. “Pung” followed 
hard on “ Chow,” and there was 
babbling of “ bamboos ” and “ charac- 
ters,” of “tiles" and “winds” and 
“ dragons." All this I followed as best 
I might in the light of Tom's intro- 
ductory elucidation. 

Gradually, brick by brick, the wall 
was dismantled until there was a bare 
foot of it left. Tom’s face was a study 
in hope deferred. Andie alone seemed 
unmoved, Finally one brick alone re- 
mained. And it was Andie’s turn. 

“ Hullo ! " he said quietly, “ I seem 
to be out. What is it you say ? ‘ Woo,’ 
isn’t it ? ” And he flattened out the 
larger half of his hand, which was still 
standing in front of him. “I hope 
I ’ve played correctly," he added. “ I 
think it 's all right. Just add it up for 
me, Tom, will you? ” 

“Beginner’s luck,” muttered Tom 
as he started the count, and certainly 
some extrinsic explanation appeared to 
be called for. . Andie’s hand was a 
positive scandal. I spare the details 
of his score, but be had collected a 
perfect menagerie of dragons, each of 
which doubled his total, and he had 
apparently had the goodfortune to avoid 
everything that was not an honour. 
None of the others had ever seen such 
a hand. The supply of pretty little 
scoring-chips was totally inadequate 
to the occasion. It was a painful scene. 

Andie refused to play again, and soon 
afterwards collected his impedimenta 
and took his departure. Tom went to 
the door with him. 

“ Queer chap," he said, as he returned 
to the drawing-room. “ Do you know 
what he called to me as he went down 
the drive? He said he’d had better 
luck than he had any right to expect in 
catching the moon from the bottom of 
the sea. What on earth do you sun- 
pose ” 


“Oh! but that's in the book of 
words," said George ; “ it means wooing 
with the last brick.” 

“But Andie has never seen the 
book,” rejoined Tom; “he had never 
even heard of the game till yesterday 
at lunch-time." 

“Well, I wonder,*' I ventured to 
interpose. 

5 !^ i'fi ili 

My suspicions of the inscrutable Scot 
were justified by a post-card which 
Tom showed me the next day. Andie 
wrote : — 

“ When will you come here for your 
revenge ? I should like to show you a 
lovely ivory set I brought home from 
Pekin in 1912. It 's a great game, 
isn’t it ? ^ A. McO. 

P.S. — Bring George, of course. 

P.P.S. — My hole, I think? ” 


A VILLAGE ITINERAEY. 

[The author, disdaining the laW of libel, 
wishes to assure his readers that only real 
names are employed in these verses.] 

I PAIN would give posthumous ducking 
To him who called his hamlet Mucking, 
And curse all those wdio brewed the 
blend 

Of Mudford, Swine and Sewers End. 

I rather like the Norfolk bunch, 

Sporle, Strumpshaw, Stratton Straw- 
less, Trunch. 

I think a certain sweet decorum 
Attaches to Zeal Monachorum. 

How quiet and simple life would be 
In Pancrasweek and Inwardleigh ; 

But sleepy, dull and even boring 
Were days in Great and Little Snoring. 
At Upton Snodsbury I must hoot, 

And broadly smile at Barton Toot ; 
And when I laugh it simply means 
I ’ve thought of Barton-in-the-Beans. 
Of Eyme Intrinsica I fire 
To question Mr. J. 0. Squike. 

For utter queerness I suggest 
That Toller Porcorum is best, 

Though some are quite prepared to bet 
On Huish Champflower (Somerset). 
Woolf ardis wort by ’s over long, 

But Stretton Grandison ’s a song, 

And music to the tongue or pen 
White Ladies Aston, Ambrosden, 
Martyr Worthy; Ampney Orucis 
To match with rhyme the very deuce is. 
But all are true, not one is bogus, 

Nor Seething, Quarles nor Holcombe 
Eogus. 


From a story about Australian farm- 
life 

“ For a moment the young Scotsman doubted 
his wisdom in throwing up a well-paid job at 
home, but the next he had made up his mind 
to tackle the task, hacked down some timber, 
and built a shack .” — Scots Pa^er. 

The very man for Mr. Wheatley and 
his rapid housing scheme. 
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WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

XVIII. — Market Square. 

I HAD a ]penny, 

A bright new penny, 

I took my penny 
To the market square. 

I wanted a rabbit, 

A little brown rabbit. 

And I looked for a rabbit 
’Most eTerj’wbere. 

For I went to the stall where they sold 
sweet lavender 

{Only a 'penny for a bunch of lavender 1 ) : 

‘‘Have you got a rabbit, ’cos I don’t 
want lavender ? ” 

But they hadn’t got a rabbit, not any- 
where there. 

I had a penny. 

And I had another penny, 

I took my pennies 
To the market square. 

I did want a rabbit, 

A little baby rabbit, 

And I looked for rabbits 
’Most everywhere. 

And I went to the stall where they sold 
fresh mackerel 

{Noiothen! Tuppence for a fresh-caught 
mackerel !) : 

‘‘ Have you got a rabbit, ’cos I don’t like 
mackerel ? ” 

But they hadn’t got a rabbit, not any- 
where there. 

I found a sixpence, 

A little white sixpence, 




I took it in my hand 
To the market square. 

I was buying my rabbit 
(I do like rabbits) 

And I looked for my rabbit 
’Most everywhere. 

So I went to the stall where they sold 
fine saucepans 

(Walk up, walk up, siayyence for a sauce- 
pan !) : 

Could I have a rabbit, ’cos we ’ve got 
two saucepans ? ” 

But they hadn’t got a rabbit, not any- 
where there. 

I had nuJBSn’, 

No, I hadn’t got nuffin’, 

And I took my nuffin’ 

From the market square ; 
And I walked on the common, 
The old-gold common . . , 
And I saw little rabbits 
"Most everywhere ! 

So I ’m sorry for the people who sell fine 
saucepans, 

I *m sorry for the people who sell fresh 
- mackerel, 

I ’m sorry for the people who sell sweet 
lavender, 

’Cos they haven’t got a rabbit, not 
anywhere there ! A, A, M. 
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BEAUTY AND THE BEASTS. 

‘ More than a thousand of London’s prettiest 
women work every, day in the large telephone 
building near St. Paul’s. . ."^.Hundreds of 
women of five feet in height, .with good teeth, 
acute hearing, perfect eyesight, perfect respira- 
tory systems and normal digestive powers were 
seen in the Telephone Exchange by a woman 
representative , yesterday. , . . ^ There were 
rows of large ang^o grey eyes, 'sparkling 
brown eyes, unsuspicious blue eyes and fasci- 
nating green eyes. - Most of the girls had 
bobbed hair, but beneath the 'switchboard 
lights it gleamed honey, russet and raven.” — 
Daily Fajper,} 

The sensational revelations regard- 
ing telephone operators quoted above 
will, I hope, do a lot of qniet good. 

I have always considered it one of 
the gravest defects of the telephone 
. sys^m in this country that the sub- 
scriber cannot see the operator. ' If this 
reform cannot be arranged meantime, 
the next best thing is to have some- 
thing like the foregoing details on 
which the imagination can work. 

In the absence of such information 
a worried subscriber is apt to lose his 
head and behave abominably. I my- 
self have overheard a man in the City 
flatly tell an operator that he didn’t 
bdieve her when she said a number 
was engaged. How, if he had known 


that the young woman to whom he was 
talldnghad a perfect respiratory system 
(enabling her to say “ Hewington, 
ninety-nine '' without the suspicion of 
a wheeze), angelic grey eyes and bobbed 
hair which glearaed honey, he would 
never have lost control of himself like 
that. Instead, he would probably have 
said politely, “Eeally? Then I’m so 
sorry to have troubled you. Good 
morning.” 

j^gain, no man in his senses talks to 
a girl with good teeth, normal digestive 
powers and fascinating green eyes as 
if she were less than the dust upon his 
Telephone Directory. And as for say- 
ing to a sweet young thing with acute 
hearing and -unsuspicious blue eyes, 
^‘How many .more times -must I tell 
you-^six‘, four, th-r-ree, j?/e, Bayswater. 
And da hurry .up ! Do you think I 
have all morning to wait ? ” — the idea 
is preposterous. 

My only regret is that the repre- 
sentative of this public-spirited news- 
paper hadn’t had a little more time on 
her hands. After concluding her in- 
vestigations into digestive and respira- 
tory systems, she might have made a 
few tactful inquiries concerning the 
girls’ tastes in ideal men. It would be 
distinctly useful to know whether, for 


instance, there is a predilection for the 
strong silent subscriber, or whether a 
pleading winsomeness cuts more ice. 

However, I think, on the whole, the 
Press has done its bit. It is now up 
to the Post Office, and I commend to 
the Postmastee-Gbneeal the inclusion 
of a suitable appendix in the next issue 
of the Telephone Directory. Besides 
brightening the Directory still further 
it woLild improve the relations between 
subscribers and operators enormously. 

I imagine it might even be possible 
to group the operators in the various 
Exchanges according to type. In that 
case I should like the green-eyed ones 
on my [fechange, please. ’ 

“Etjtube Events. 

March 24,—* Coriolanus.’ Old Kic.” 

Sunday Fajper, 

So that was what Goriolanus meant when 
he said, “ There is a world elsewhere.” 


**The Puantagenet Club. 

Object: To provide a Club for Men and 
Women of good ancestry and tracing descent 
from The Royal House of Plautagenet, and 
from Scottish, Irish or Welsh Kings and 
Princes.” — Advt, in Morning Paper, 

If all the descendants of Irish Kings 
apply won’t there be some danger of the 
poor Plantagenets being crowded out ? 
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AS m THE GLASS BEIGHTLY. 


Mr. Bamsat MmDosjzd {to Mr. Ambsy). “NO, NO, I SHAN’T WANT THAT THING; .1 BELIEVE 
THE WEATHER’S GOING TO BE EINE— WHATEVER THE BAROMETER MAT SAT.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, March ITtli . — An appeal to 
the PEnm Ministeb to tise the Gov- 
ernment’s influence to obtain the release 
of certain ecclesiastical dignitaries in 
Russia ^as unfruitful. ‘‘OflScial” in- 
tervention is apparently no more possi- 
ble now than before the Soviet Govern- 
ment was “ recognised.” All Mr. Mac- 



THE OLD WHO HAD SO MANY 

CHILDREN SHE DIDN’T KNOW WHAT 
TO DO. 

Ms.. E. W. JOWETT. 

Donald could and would do, if occasion 
arose, was to make “friendly repre- 
sentations.” 

Implored by Mr, Kirkwood to pre- 
vent the eviction of unemployed tenants 
unable (or unwilling ?) to pay thehr rents, 
the Prime Minister replied that to do 
so would need legislation, of which he 
saw little prospect. But that was not 
good enough forhisquestioner, who, with 
a newborn faith in Mr. MaoDonalP’s 
omnipotence, urged him not to wait for 
a BiU, but to make “some pronounce- 
ment that will stop evictions now” 

Like the Old "Woman Who Lived in 
a Shoe, Mr. Jowett, the Pkst Commis- 
sioner of Works, has so many children 
that he doesn’t know what to do. He 
was quite unable to satisfy the demand 
of Mr. Hardie that every one of the 
615 Members should have a seat in a 
Chamber which only accommodates 
some three hundred. Mr. Haedie at- 
tributed this inability to “ the fungus 
of old-time customs ” — by which mys- 
terious phrase he may have desired to 
indicate his opinion that the Front 
Bench is infested with dry rot. 

Taught by last week’s defeat, Mr. 
Olynes moved that the Government 


should take the whole time of the House 
till March 31st, and in a rather plain- 
tive request for fair play pointed out 
that future Governments would prob- 
ably find themselves in office without 
being in power. Mr. Baldwin, in view 
of the importance of getting through the 
financial business, made no objection ; 
but Mr. Hogge, whom I suspect of 
being a Tory under his bristles, hoped 
the Government would not attempt to 
repeat the operation, “ because the less 
legislation they passed, the better for 
the country.” 

In moving to reduce the Army by 
150,000 men Mr. Ayles and Mr. Thur- 
TLE unconsciously did the Labour Party 
a good turn by enabling it to dissociate 
itself from theh extreme brand of paci- 
fism. Colonel John Ward, the most 
vigorous of their critics, is not officially 
described as a Labour man now, but 
speeches hardly less robust and practi- 
cal than his came from avowed Labour- 
ists Hke Mr. Montague, who w^anted 
Labour ideahsm to have its feet on the 
ground even if it has its head in the 
clouds, and from Dr. Haden Guest, 
who ridiculed the inconsistencies of 
“pacifists” in advocating class- war and 
defending the existence of the Red 
Army in Russia. Despite a most pug- 
nacious speech for the Amendment by 
Mr. Maxton, only thirteen Members 
went into the Lobby in support of the 
Mild Ayles and the Thurtle Dove. 

Tuesday, March 18th . — It is always 
a pleasme to watch Lord Donough- 
MORE performing Ms duties as Chair- 
man of Committees in the House of 
Lords. The rapidity of his enunciation 
as he runs through the clauses of a Bill, 
and the flawless accm'acy of Ms pro- 
nouncements that “the Contents” (or 
the Non-Contents as the case may be) 
“have it,” mi^ht be envied by Mr. 
H. A. Lytton singing one of Gilbert’s 
patter songs. 

This afternoon his peculiar gifts had 
full scope on the Criminal Justice Bill. 
The proceedings mostly took the form 
of a muttered dialogue between the 
Lord Chairman and the Lord Chan- 
cellor ; but every now and again Lord 
Russell butted in with an amendment. 
A few of Ms suggestions were accepted, 
but when he moved to leave out a clause 
wMch had just been altered at Ms own 
request even Lord Haldane jibbed. 

On the Advertisements Singulation 
BiU; Lord Russell moved a clajise to 
prohibit “sky-writing, ’’but with no better 
success. Lord Thomson pointed out 
that the process stimulated aviation to 
a certain extent; and Lord Newton, 
while wholly opposed to this “ blatantly 
objectionable form of advertisement,” 
was not prepared to risk his Bill for the 
sake of preventing it. 


Lord Chelmsford, who announced 
the decision of the Government not to 
proceed with the Singapore base, was 
chiefly concerned to defend the Board 
of Admiralty against the attacks made 
upon it. Charged with “ the responsi- 
bility of protecting all British territory 
abroad against organisation from tlie : 
sea,” the Board, he said, “had done its 
duty in giving certain advice to the 
Government: it was for the Govern- 
ment to accept or reject it.” 

The decision filled Lord Curzon with 



THE prime minister AS VIEWED 
BY A FAITHFUL SUPPORTER. 

“The IjaboTic Party,” said Mr. Montague, 
“ wanted their idealiin to have its feet on the 
ground, even if its head was in the clouds.” 

profound dismay. It was equivalent 
to saying to the Dominions, “ No more 
of mutual co-operation,” and it would 
not placate Japan, which, wffiile he was 
at the Foreign Office, had never pro- 
tested against the Singapore project. 
To this last argument Viscount Grey 
drily replied that from his experience 
in 1914 the Foreign Office was the last 
place where one ever heard anything 
unpleasant, and on the main' question 
he doubts the wisdom of spending a 
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lot of money on a base 'which other 
nations migixt regard as provocative 
rather than defensive. The Peers, how- 
ever, endorsed Lord Quezon’s view by 
56 to 19. 

If the Peime Ministeb thought to 
please the Glasgow group by appointing 
an Ayrshire man as High Commissioner 
of the Church of Scotland he was mis- 
taken. 3Ir. Johnston took great* ex- 



A PACIFIST WAB-DANCE. 
3Ua. Maxton. 


ception to the provision of two thou- 
sand pounds for Mr. Beown’s expenses 
while at Holyrood, particularly as some 
of it would be spent on “ the supply of 
free drink to the young clergymen of 
the Church of Scotland.” Put like that, 
it did sound rather scandalous. But 
the Government secured an unexpected 
ally in Mr. Jack Jones. “What is 
wrong,” he asked, “with a gentleman 
having a drink ? ” And as the laughter 
died away the Speakee quickly called 
the next Question. 

Wednesday, March 1 QtJu — The Bishop 
of Lichfield wanted to know what the 
Government were doing about unem- 
ployment, and particularly whether 
they would take drastic steps to reduce 
^‘corporate selfishness” in the building 
trade. Lord Buxton also invited them 
to state the positive and concrete pro- 
posals ” of which they had talked before 
the Election. Little definite information 
was forthcoming from the Front Bench. 
Lord Paemoob said that, pending a 
general peace-settlement in Europe, the 
Government could deal only in pallia- 
tives. Still they had a policy in their 


minds and hoped some day to put it 
into a Bill. And Lord Hald^b de- 
clared that never in his political life 
had he -^vitnessed such energy as had 
been displayed during the last two 
months “in the preparation of plans.” 
The unemployed should be delighted 
to hear this. 

I remarked a fortnight ago that Lord 
Muskeery’s statement of Irish land- 
lords’ sufferings was “somewhat en- 
cumbered by irrelevancies.” One of 
these was brought up against him this 
afternoon by Lord FitzAlan, who 
“dared” him to repeat outside Parlia- 
ment the attack that he had made 
upon a well-known Civil Servant. Lord 
Muskeery, while definitely refusing 
the challenge, was disinclined at first 
to withdraw a statement made, he “de- 
clared, “in all honesty.” But a stem 
rebuke by Lord Quezon, who reminded 
liim that the privilege of Members of 
Parliament was granted as a protection 
to them and not “ as a means of aggres- 
sion upon others,” quickly caused him 
to alter his mind. 

It is on record that in the early days 
of Izish Nationalism a member of the 
Party (one of the brothers Eedmond, I 
think) took the oath, made his maiden 
speech and was suspended all within 
twenty-four hours. Mr. Oahir Healy, 
the Sinn Fein Member for Fermanagh 
and Tyrone, very nearly equalled this 
performance to-day. Though duly re- 
turned at the General Election for Fer- 
managh and Tyrone, he was unable for 
some time to take his seat owing to the 
relnctance of the .Government of North- 
ern Ireland to part with him. This 
afternoon, however, he was introduced 
by Mr. T. P. O’Connor and Mr. Haebi- 
SON. In the course of the evening, 
finding that a vote for that Government 
wasunder discussion, Mr. Healy desired 
to say what he thought of it. He was 
repeatedly called to order, and finally, 
after a particularly purple passage — in 
which he declared that if British subjects 
were treated in a foreign country as they 
w^re in the Six Counties, “ the news- 
papers would spill sufficient ink to float 
a destroyer ” — he was told to sit down. 
Sit down he very wisely did ; and so 
the Eedmond record remains unbroken. 

Thursday, March 20th. — ^Lord Thom- 
son had a very good reception for his 
Auxiliary Air Force Bill — ^a measure 
designed, as Lord Haldane put it with 
pardonable pride, to do for the Air Force 
what his Territorial Force Act of 1907 
did for the Army. The Sky-Terriers, I 
gather, will not be required to serve 
abroad ; but “a flight on home service ” 
was rather ominously defined as “ one 
in which the points of departui'e and 
intended return are within the British 
Isles.” Lord Thomson added that in its 


endeavours to arouse public enthusiasm 
for aviation his Ministry was “ continu- 
ally devising plans to get people up into 
the air ” — and, I assume, to bring them 
safely down again. 

As the Puritans denounced buU-bait- 
ing, not because it hurt the bull but 
because it pleased the people, so some 
of om temperance-reformers look as- 
kance at measures designed to render 
public-houses more attractive and use- 
ful because they fear that they will 
encourage drinking. Their point oi 
view was fully represented by Eari 
Eussell, the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury and Lord Astoe, in the discussion 
of Lord Lamington’s Public-House 
Improvement Bill; but the Peers seemed 
to prefer the arguments of Lord Harris, 
speaking “ as a man in the street,” who 
thought that the best way of getting 
better public-houses was to make it the 
interest of their owners to .improve 
them. 

Mr. Snowden’s announcement that, 
contrary to general belief, the Govern- 
ment had no hand in securing the British 
bank-credits that caused the rapid re- 
covery of the franc, will not injure Anglo- 
French relations. Our Allies know that 
a friend in need is a friend indeed, 
whether he resides in Threadneedle 
Street or Downing Street. 

The lack. of uniformity in the Minis- 



A PRETTY DISH TO SET BEFORE 
THE PEERS. 

Lord Haldane. 


terial boat is still rather noticeable. 
Lord Parmoor’s multifarious activities 
include the Presidency of the North- 
Western Free Trade Union, which has 
recently attacked the conclusions of the 
Imperial Economic Conference, and 
announced its intention of organizing a 
Free Trade exhibit at Wembley. After 
the Prime Minister’s condemnation of 
any attempt to use the Exhibition for 
“ partisan political propaganda” Lord 
Parmoor will have to give up the idea. 

It is not true, by the way, that the 
loss of the “ Free Trade exhibit ” is the 
reason for the present decision of the 
authorities not to open the Exhibition 
on Sundays. 
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TO HEXEY. 

History is all hunh*^ 

Heney Foed declares, 
Mightiest of modern 
Mnlti-millionaii-es ; 

And the bold assertion 
Cannot be ignored 
Coming from the mouth of 
Mr. Heney Foed. 

HoiTor of the high-brows 
And the cultured few 
For his strangely narrow 
Concentrated view ; 

Never grinding faces 
Whiie acquiring grist 
And extorting homage 
From the Socialist ; 

Lord of vast resources 
By his toil amassed, 

Wholly disregarding 
Lessons of the past ; 

Lore of ancient Eomans, 

Lore of ancient Greeks 
Move him not, the biggest 
Of successful freaks. 

Hanotbal, who thirsted 
For the Eoman scalps, 

With tremendous labour 
Climbed across the Alps ; 

But his schemes miscarried — 
So the tale records — 
Through a transport based on 
Elephants, not Fords. 

C-a2SAE, -Bo^apaete, 

Peeicles and Pitt 
Did not lack ambition^ 

Brains or. solid grit ; 

But with mass production 
And combustion’s aid, 

Golly ! what a wondrous 
World they might have made. 

Shakespeaee lived with actors, 
Haunted tavern bars. 
Dreaming not of tractors 
Or of motor-cars ; 

Milton, prince of scholars. 

Sold his Paradise 
Just for twenty dollars 
At their present price. 

Dante was no better 
Than a mystic monk 
Navigating Dreamland 
La a OMnese junk ; 

How 'then, if not blindly 
In reaction sunk. 

Can we doubt the dictum, 

“ History ’s all bunk ” ? 

Wherefore, pride and marvel 
Of a husthng age, 

I salute you, Heney, 

Not as seer or sage, - 
But as looming hugely 
Mid the wildly blest 
Sons of the “ Gigantic 
Dausrhter of the West.” 








Finished English. 

Extract from the letter of a girl at a 


From a Wants ” advertisement 
“200 Sound Sleepers ,” — Provmcial 


‘finishing’ school in Paris who has me have men about me that are 


had a garment stolen from her room : — 
“ Thank the Lord, the old hag who sneaked 
my slacks has got the sack.” 

“ Whl Cambeidge Suepeise ? 

The Cambridge boat . . . owing to the light 
weight of the Light Blues, is somewhat shal- 
lower than* that of last year. 

It is 62ft. 4in. in length and 23ft. 4in, in 
beam .” — BaUy Papef\ 

Then we have no hesitation in saying 
that Cambridge will surprise. 


Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ 
nights.”— Gcesar, Act I. Sc. 2. 

“ Manuscripts of several new plays, together 
with valuables worth £2,000, have been lost in 

the luggage of Mrs. , the actress.” - 

IkUly Pqp€r» 

Several budding dramatists have written 
to us suggesting that together with ” 
is a misprint for and other.” 
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THE RED BOX- 

Gooi> Sir John Straight was opulent and great, 

He loved his King, but he couldn’t stand the State ; 

He loved his country, but he loathed her men, 

And he lived in a street in W. 10. 

Sir George EUdragon he dwelt there too, 

And they both saw red, as the best men do — 

Eed for the Britisher, conqueror, chief, 

Eed for his blood and red ior his beef, 

Eed across the map for the Empire’s track, 

And good red dollops in the Union Jack ; 

And when Sir John’s nephew went to the War 

They both saw redder than they ever saw before. 

Then ten red men came up from the Clyde, 

Asked for the Parliament and walked inside, 

With a funny red flag and a silly red song, 

And good Sir John Straight said, “Damme! that’s 
wrong.” 

But Sir George said, “ Damme! they fought in the War,” 
And Sir John saw redder than he ever saw before. 

And Sir George he ianghed at the funny red men, 

But Sir Joim trotted home to W. 10 ; - 

And good Lady Straight gave him steak for a start, 

A red rump-steak and a red plnm-tart, 

Eed-currant felly and a Dutch cheese (red), 

With a bright red hair from the cook’s red head ; 

And Sir John went out in a sort of a swoon. 

And there in the sky was a great red moon — 

Eed for the Britisher, conqueror, chief, 

Eed for his blood and red for his beef, 

“ And red,” said Sir John, with a strange cunning look, 

“ Eed for Eevolution, red for the cook, 

Eed for the Eussians and red for the Jew, 

Eed for the Hospitals, red for Who *s Who,’* 

And Sir John said, “ Ha 1 ” and Sir John said, “ He ! ” 
And Sir John said, “ Ho 1 but you don’t catch me.” 

“ A plot 1 ” cried Sir John Straight, standing on his head; 

“ You don’t deceive rtiCy Mr. Moon — ^you ’re red ! ” 

And that same night, in the middle of the night, 

A man put a Box, 

A Eed, Eed Box, 

A Scarlet Box, 

At the corner of the Street. 

And Sir John said things I had better not repeat. 

Sir John fetched Sir George and they looked at the Box, 
And Sir George said nothing, but he scratched his locks. 
And Sir John said, “Damme, Sir, don’t you see it ’s red?” 
Aud Sir George said',“ Damme! I*ve got eyes in my 
head. 

It *s red for the letters, John, the Eed E5yal Mails, 

Eed for KiNa George and the little Prince op Wales, 

Eed for the Empire, red for the Com:t ” 

And Sir John said rudely, “ It ’s nothing of the sort. 

It ’s the end of the wedge, Sir, that ’s what I allege, i 

It no use a-fencing, no use to hedge — 

It's red for the State, Sir, red for Bureaucracy, - 
Eed for Interferences and red for redemocracy, 

Eed for the Socialists, red for the Bolshies, 

Eed for the Hendersons, the Webbs and the Walshes, 

Moscow, Trotsky, the Third International ” ' 

Sir George said mildly, “ Come, John,* be rational.” ' ■ 
“Eed,” said the Baronet, foaming at the jaws, 

“ Eed for the tumbrils, the breaking up of laws, ' 

Bed for the Empire, red for Who *s Who, 

Eed for the Dutch cheese and red for the Jew, 

Eed in the Cabinet, the castle, the shack. 

And, damme, there ’s a little in the Union Jack ! 

Eed for the turn-coat, red for the rat, 

Eed for the Hospitals — and you take that ! ” 

Sir George saw redder than he previously saw, 

And Sir George fetched Sir John a clipper on the jaw, 
And they rolled in the road by the red, red moon, 

And the red blood flowed and they both died soon — 
Which generally happens when Strong Men meet 

At the Box, at the Box, 

The Eed, Eed Box, 

The Scarlet Box, 

At the corner of the Street. 

A. P. H. 

BABBLE OF BABYLON. 

{By our Fleet Street Fldneur,) 

I HEAR of an addition to the more or less secret societies 
which are so characteristic a development of these times. 
The British Eascisti and the New Crusaders are, of course, 
well established and, for all one knows to the contrary, going 
strong. To these is now added the Berserkers, a body dedi- 
cated to rather more direct methods. 

As the name indicates, it is a revival of the professional 
fighting-men of the Viking era, and the members are pledged 
to be prepared to engage in single combat, at a moment’s 
notice, on behalf of a cause or a principle, with a strike- 
leader, a Pussyfoot, an Idealist, or indeed anybody who 
threatens to become a nuisance to the pnblic or a menace 
to the State and is not unwilling to undergo the ordeal by 
battle. 

Erom the list of the Berserkers already enrolled I pick at 
random the names of the Earl of Stranglehold, Lord Bison 
of Boo, Sir Claude Thyckear, Bart., Eear-Admiral Sir Salt- 
horse Earn, General Sir Mavors Bowarrow, Colonel Hugh 
Buckler, Captain Alario Binge, Heavy-Weight Dancing 
Champion of the Brigade of Guards, and last but by no 
means least that of the Chaplain, that fine specimen of 
muscular Christianity, the Eeverend Oestus Mitt, Hector of 
St. Gengulphus's, Duke Street. 

* * * ^ 

Already the advance-guard of the hordes that will shortly 
be swarming Wembleywards from the ends of the earth is 
upon us, and from samples to hand, if I may so express it, 
one can gauge the cosmopolitan character of the great 
invasion for which the London hotel-proprietors are so 
feverishly preparing. 

At Nero’s the other night, for instance, among the dancers 

I observed Sir Lazarus Schnorrer’s vivacious daughter, 
Eowena, teaching the steps of the “Blues ” to an apt pupil 
in the person of “Steve” Wallaby, the Australian Cattle- 
King, who is, of course, a not infrequent visitor to these 
shores. Supping merrily with a group of his fellow- 
countrymen in their picturesque national dress, whom a 
little bird described to me as some of the most successful 
brigands in South-Eastern Europe,, was the irrepressible 
“Pogo” Corusco, of the Illyrian Legation '; and at a neigh- 
bouring table Lady Drumblare, one of the pioneers, by the 
way, of the Jazz movement in this country, was entertain- 
ing a party of Dancing Dervishes from the Central Sudan, 
who are certain to be greatly in request in London ballrooms 
this Season. 

I discerned other exotic complexions and accents which 

I was unable to place ; and what greAtly impressed me was 
the facility with which the incomparable Giovanni, flitting 
from table to table, chatted in the tongue of each nationality 
present, . When I congratulated, him on this polyglot achieve- 
ment he modestly admitted an intimate acquaintance with 
every known language — and then some. And he agreed 
with 'me in deploring the lack of a Lingua Wemblica for 
general use during the nexfe few months. 

* 
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THE DEAD HAND. 

It was that glorious time for Lon- 


who have to die and want to benefit 
posterity will have to put our wishes 
into testamentary form. ‘Betterment 


doners — the first day of the year on by codicil.* Let that be our motto, 
which the top of the buses looks invit- “But why won*t the papers print such 
ing — and, stimulated and excited, I things about living philanthropists? 


climbed up. After months of inside — I asked. 

and why are they making the seats just “They’re afraid it might be adver- 
by the door so high? half the male pas- tising something or someone,” he said, 
sengers’ feet, and all the female, dangle “Very suspicious lot — editors. 

— after months of inside it was won- “No,” he resumed, “the hand that 
derful to have a dominant seat again, a is to help must be dead. It is a won- 
place in the sun once more, and watch derful opportunity for bachelors, old 
the city unfold. I began by playing maidsandpersonswith even only a little 
an old bus game of mine — betting my- money and no dependents. What they 
seif some trifling sum that before the do with their property now I have no 
end of the journey I should see some- notion ; but let them in future make 
one I knew ; not necessarily someone I their wills with an eye to social ame- 
knew to speak to, but by name; but lioration. It can’t hurt them, and it 
ibis was cut short by a^^talkative old may be of infinite service to the world 
fellow who plumped down next me and they are disencumbering. Let them 
opened fire at once. On ordinary occa- remember what the philosopher said to 
sions I might have monosyllabled him rthe miser : ‘ You can’t take your gold 
into silence ; but on this j ^ 


morning the vernal im- 
pulses were too strong : I 
was auniversalbenefactor. 

So it seemed was he; 
for his talk ran on nothing 
but altruisms. He had a 
newspaper in his hand and ; 
he pointed to a paragraph. 

It said that a certain lady ; 
who had recently died had 
left an old servant a legacy, 
and ten pounds a year ex- 
tra on condition that she 
looked after two favourite 
dogs as long as they lived. 

It was headed : — 

“LUCKY DOGS IKHEKIT,” ^ 

“Everyone,” he said, “must have 
noticed how ready the papers are to 
print any odd thing in a will. They 
always give it a headline, ‘ Curious 
Bequest,’ or something like that, which 
they,would never do if it were merely 
the gift of a living man and not of a 
dead. You know the sub-editor’s in- 
stinct for adjectives — how he is never so 
pleased as when he can use such words 
as ‘curious,’ ‘strange,’ ‘remarkable,’ 
‘sensational,’ which his experience tells 
him are certain lures to readers. Very 
few readers can resist ‘curious,’ none 
‘sensational,’ That’s so, isn’t it ?” 

I agreed. I liked him. He was a 
new kind of bus-top talker. As a rule 
they only grumble at that ass of a police- 
man pretending to control the traffic and 
^ his unfairness to other streams of vehi- 
^ cleSjOr wonder why the Trafalgar Square 
fountains never play, or who the dickens 
the people are who have time to spend 
half the day in theatre queues, 

, “ Very well,” he said ; “ if publicity 
is always given to anything out of the 
way in wills, it follows that those of us 



A SUPEE-MAN; OE, THE HIDDEN HAND, 
The man who knocks up the knock-eb-up. 

s with you, and if you did it would melt.’ 

3 EememberiDg that, let them do a little 
j good with it. Isn’t that so ? ” 
s Again I agreed. He seemed too good 
1 to be true. Could it be a “ Genial” bus 
j and not a “ General,” after all ? 

3b “Now, looking round us,” he went on, 

- “what do we see that wants to be put 
y right? Why, here is a case immedi- 
s ately under our eyes — the hands of the 
’ bus-conductor. See how stained they 
s are by the copper coins he is receiving 
Y and paying out all day. Isn’t that 
B horrible — a beautiful thing like the 

hand all grimed and discoloured, almost 
I ruined ? Newspaper-sellers too— their 
e hands are the same. Now how simple 

- for someone to leave a few hundred 
1 pounds to provide gloves for those 

- fellows ! And how instantly the sub- 
3 editors would spread the glad tidings — 

® STEANGE HU^tlAHE BEQUEST OE 
^ . KET’SINGTONT EESIDENT. ' 

^ GLOVES FOE BUS-CONDUCTOES. 

B That might make thousands of persons 
s emulous. 


“ What else can we think of ? Well, 
to take a different kind of case, hut a 
perfectly sound one. There are Cook’s 
offices. How necessary they are to us 
and how much time we have all wasted 
there, especially those of us who are 
not pushing and assertive, just because 
there is no order, no system I But sup- 
pose I were to leave Cook’s five hundred 
pounds, on condition that they set up a 
rail and maintained an ‘ In ’ and ‘ Out ’ 
progression, as at ordinary Booking- 
Offices, would it not, if they accepted | 
it, be a tremendous boon? Of course it 
would. And again, can’t you see the 
sub-editors rushing in ? 

ECCENTRIC TESTATOR’S HINT TO 
TRAVEL BUREAU. 

WHIMSICAL BEQUEST OF DEAD 
TOURIST. 

Even if Cook’s refused the money they 
might be stung into the reform. 

“Can’t you think of 

anything ? ” he asked me. 

^ “ Looking at these lor- 
ries in front of us,” I said, 
“I was wondering how 
long it would be before 
every vehicle, and especi- 
ally the heavy lumbering 
ones that make such a row 
that the driver can hear 
nothing, is forced to carry 
a reflector. A sum of 
money left for that pur- 
pose might make the au- 
thorities first think and 
then act.” 

“ You ’ve got the idea,” 

• said my new friend. ‘ ‘ And 

what about fitting taxi- 
cabs with handles to wind up the win- 
dows? And ash-trays ? They’ve got to 
come, but very likely only a dead hand 
will be able to effect it. Th ink about 
it when next you look at your will. 
One should always be looking at one’s 
will with an eye to helpful codicils like 
these. Good morning; I get oft* here ” 
— we were at Chancery Lane — “ I ’m 
going to see my lawyers about some- 
thing of the kind now.” 

“ May I ask what it is ? ” I said. 

“ I want to induce the Great West- 
ern Eailway to put inside catches to 
their carriage-doors,” he replied. “A 
large bribe will be necessary, of course, 
but it ’s worth trying.” * B. V. L. 

“ Recent animals at the Hotel include 

Mr. and Mrs. — Argentine Pajoer. 

We fear they must have been making 
beasts of themselves at the table d'hdte. 

“The Dutt on Beeb.” 

Headline in Daily Pajger, 
Any British workman can fill in the 
blank. 
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Yoliel {who has been tvaiching 2?oinUio-xmnt ^ chase), “ ’Ullo, Mistee, fallen in, ’ ate ye?’’ 
Competitor, ‘-Oe, dear, no— been pickino 'water-cresses.” 


THE HARES AND THE TORTOISE. 

At the meet is a spavined old stallion 
Of strawberry mottled with pink 
Which rolls like a pot-bellied galleon 
That *s made np its mind it will sink ; 
And there's many a hunter that’s 
reckoned 

The pick of the County for breed, 
But none can compare for a second 
With my little gem of a steed. 

All sorts you will see, from the thruster— 
A mare with a mouth like a stone, 
Whose rider can certainly trust her 
To savage him once he is thrown — 
To a weary and woe-begone racer, 

In the ’nineties the pride of the flat, 
And an antediluvian ’chaser 
I That gave it up long before that. 

* sj: 

They have found in the first of the 
covers ; 

The scent will be perfect to-day ; 

It is time for all fox-hunting lovers 
To cram down their hats and away. 
The thought of some ancient St. Leger 
Lights up the old thoroughbred’s eye. 
And the mare as she passes a hedger 
Bor once has forgotten to shy. 

At the start I was left for the minute 
By most of the lighter-built mounts ; 
In a sprint it ’s the fastest that win it, 
But in hunting it’s staying that 
counts ; 


So I didn’t despair — and with reason. 
As the sequel abundantly shows, 

For the point was the best of the season 
And none of ’em lived to the close. 

I very soon passed the half-hearted, 
Who rode for the gap or the bridge ; 
The mare and her rider had parted 
(I passed ’em both, short of the ridge) ; 
Then many refused at the river 
And everyone skirted the pond, 

But wCy without tremor or shiver. 
Went through it and crawled out 
beyond. 

At the bank above Windover Hollow 
The Master went on with a bump 
Alone, for his horse wouldn’t follow 
(That bank is a devil to jump !). 

We cleared it without any trouble. 

My grey making light of its load, 
While the huntsman we left in the 
double 

And heart-breaking hedge by the road. 

It was stiff, but with never a whinny 
My marvellous mount struggled 
through, 

And there, towards Nightingale 
Spinney, 

Were hounds, with the fox well in 
view; 

And my gem of a steed wasn’t thirsty. 
Nor yet in the least out of breatll, 
When, after a gruelling burst, he 
. And I stood alone at the death. 


Its claim to good looks I ’ll abandon ; 

It ’s heavy, yet lacking in bone. 

And it ’s not got a leg it can stand on 
Compared with most horses I ’ve 
known ; 

But, if form in a hunter be reckoned 
At water and hedgerow and bank, 
Then none can compare for a second 
With my little hunter — a Tank ! 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 
From an arii-criticism : — 

‘ The Arrested Sacrifice,* a representation 
of Moses on Mount Moriah with arm uplifted, 
and the angel arresting his action to kill 
Isaac.” — Scots Paper, 

At the opening of Parliament : — 

“ Mr. MacDonald entered later attired in a 
coat frock which is the regulation attire for an 
audience at Buckingham Palace.” 

South African Paper, 

Weren’t thelady Members rather jealous 
of this infringement of their prerogative ? 

At the Ideal Home Exhibition : — 

“ The ideal village clusters under the glass 
roof of the new hall like an exhibit in a 
museum case. AH the same, the sights and 
sounds of everyday life are not forgotten. The 
cheery crowing of some magnificent hens,greets 
the seeker for the ideal.” — Manchester Paper, 

As Gilbert wrote in Princess Ida: 
"<The, Growing’s done by an accom- 
plished hen.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Fake*' (Apollo). 

To murder a man in cold blood and 
gain the sympathy of the public for 
doing so — ^that is the problem. Mr. 
Olivee Onions attempted this feat in 
a book called, I think, Li Accordance 
with the Evidence, And some of the 
circumstances of the murder scene in 
that book so closely resemble those in 
The Fake at the Apollo Theatre that 
it is hard to believe the resemblance 
entirely accidental. 

Of course it is necessary that the mur- 
dered man should be a monster. The 
oldest dramatic critics believed that it 
was bad art to put a monster on the 
stage, and there was something to be 
said for their point of view. One seems 
to imagine the author peering anxiously 
from the wings : “Will that do ? — Have 
I made him terrible enough ? — No, not 
quite, I must pile it on a Httle more. — 
He must torture his -wife, blackmail 
his father-in-law, be given a sound offer 
to commit suicide, cheat at jigsaw, in- 
sult the landlady’s daughter, threaten to 
ruin a young Under-Secretary’s career. 
— Now we can kill him, surely 1 Tip 
the veronal into the whisky. — Thank 
goodness, it is all right — they have 
cheered 1” 

This is the true plot of The Fake, 
although there is a subsidiary and 
perhaps rather a conflicting interest in 
the character of Ernest Stanton, ME,, 
the monster’s father-in-law, whosepom- 
pous hypocrisy provides the title. He 
is a captain of industry who becomes 
a peer, and Mr, Allan Jeaves struggled 
nobly and, on the whole, successfully 
with a sadly over- written part. A man 
who has sacrificed everything to social 
and worldly prosperity may be as 
smugly oratorical as you please, but 
when his daughter’s husband, notori- 
ously a dope fiend, is supposed to have 
committed suicide, he can hardly soar to 
such heights of unconscious satire as to 
announce, He died a gallant English 
gentleman,” with the explanation that 
the dead man had sought the sole heroic 
remedy for an incurable disease. J^nd 
there were other Pecksniffian phrases 
put in the mouth of Mr. Allan Jeaves 
which sounded equally improbable. 

The duty of murdering the monster 
(an ingenious novelty here) was en- 
trusted to the Friend of the Family, 
played by Mr. Godfeey Tearle. I say 
an ingenious novelty because Geoffrey 
Sands was not the lover of the wronged 
wife and had no interest other than 
friendship and his strong sense of duty 
to society in popping the white powder 
into the whisky tumbler. For a rough 
man with a heart of gold, who scarcely 
ever comes to England and is not suffi- 


ciently important to invite to a wed- 
ding, Mr. Godfrey Tearle looked to 
me rather too lovely to be true. He 
had a terribly difficult part, for he was, 
in fact, a mere shadow of Mr. Frederick 
Lonsdale, the author, reasoning the 
audience out of their scruples against 
lynch law and attempting to prove to 
them that Stanton, Jf.P., hypocrite, 
was almost as pestilential a thing as 
the monster himself. 

Wonderful how an audience cheers 
to the echo lines directed against the 
hypocrites of this earth ! It makes one 
rejoice in the essential goodness of 
humanity. 

There remains the Ron. Gerrard 



DESPERATE REMEDIES. 

Whisky and a Large Heroin. 
Geoffrey Sands , . . Godfrey Tearle. 
The Hon, Gerrard FilUck Eranklyn B ell am y. 

Pillick, monster. A further penalty 
attaches to the position of a dramatic 
monster besides the pitiless heaping 
up of villainy to which I have alluded 
above. One is not allowed to perceive 
how the monstrosity began. If that 
were known, sympathy might begin to 
creep in, and we should begin to feel 
fidgetty about the overdose. Mr. 
Franklyn Bellamy, dope fiend, is 
therefore a wholly crawling, cunning 
and despicable creation from beginning 
to end, and only for a few minutes in 
Act I. do we even see him without the 
twitching hands, the crabwise gait and 
the malevolent leer. At the beginning 
of Act II. (six years later) he is found 
huddled over a jigsaw puzzle in his 
Cornish house by the sea. Whether 
jigsaw is a favourite pastime with 
dope fiends or has maintained a special 
popularity on the Cornish coast I do 
not know, but undoubtedly in the hands 


of Mr. Franklyn Bellamy it becomes 
a pursuit of incredibly sinister signifi- 
cance. A few minutes later he is twist- 
ing his wife’s arm like a bully at a 
private school. Miss Muriel Alex- 
ander, considering she has had six 
years of this kind of thing, is bearing 
up with remarkable fortitude, but she 
now summons her father and a doctor 
to her aid. The whole cast of- wedding 
guests is now in the Cornish house by 
the sea, a coincidence which might even 
irritate a husband who was not a dope 
fiend. Mr. Stanton, M,P,, is reassm'ed 
by the statement that recoveries have 
been made in such cases as that of his 
son-in-law, makes some remarks about 
I wifely duty and feels certain that all is 
I for the best. The Friend of the Family, 
however, manages to lure the monster 
away for a bachelor trip to St. Mar- 
garet’s Bay, where we find him in 
Act III. alone with his smiling exter- 
minator. The ladies of the piece did 
all — it was not very much — that had to 
be done ; but we must except Miss Una 
O’Connor; as the lodging-house girl, 
who seemed straight from the esplanade. 

The part of the monster had been 
constructed with pains by the author, 
craft and vanity mingling with cruelty 
and vice, and Mr. Franklyn Bellamy 
rendered it triumphantly. A word 
must be said for the sea, which sighed 
with great force when the sitting-room 
window was opened; and the mani- 
pulator of the curtain should put in for 
overtime pay. Evoe. 


THE TOWEE. 

A Ehymb for Young Londoners. 
Preserve, my child, a solemn face 
In London’s Tower; 

Hilarity is out of place 

In London’s Tower ; 

If you should want a week of gloom 
Commingled with a sense of doom, 

You might do worse than book a room 
In London’s Tower. 

I sometimes think of Lady Jane 
In London’s Tower ; 

But times have changed and changed 
again 

In London’s Tower ; 

One does not often hear, somehow. 

The tortured victim shouting “ Ow ! ” 
Nor is there much beheading now 
In London’s Tower. 

Assist officials when you can 
In London’s Tower ; 

Always the little gentleman 
In London’s Tower ; 

To men who eat the beef be kind, 

And don’t disturb them till they’ve 
dined. 

For they are sandwich-men confined 
In London’s Tower. 
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IMPOVERISHED MEMBER OF OLD ARISTOCRACY 
SURREPTITIOUS AD\^RTISIN< 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

It is an old device, as old as Homeb, to describe an ador- 
able woman by describing the effect she has on her adorers ; 
but I don’t think Mr. Gilbekt Oannan quite pulls it off’ 
in The House of Prophecy (Bxjtterworth). Matty Boscawe^i, 
an inspired but incalculable child, has three lovers : Melian 
Stolces,pioieBSOvvi,ndpsi>Qi&st;CaptainPenroseEennedy,M.C ., ; 
and Francis Sembal, Jewish financier, whose social rise (I j 
gather) has been the subject of a previous volume. She 
has also an admirably Nestorian uncle who provides tigers 
and snakes for cinemas, and cynicism for that super- jungle 
the post-war world. Between them all you feel you are 
bound to make something or other of the girl ; but as a 
matter of fact she fails to materialize, though she is the 
pivot of the three younger lives and a standing challenge to 
the older. Kennedy, her self-sacrificing Irish lover, is little 
more than Enoch Arden in khaki. But Stolces and Semhal 
are figures of rare originality; and each is engaged on a 
problem of his own, related to but not inseparable from his 
passion for Matty. Stokes's dilemma is the preservation of 
the scientific single-mindedness and chivalrous Liberalism 
which sent him to prison during the War, in the face of his 
accession to the family title and (what is worse) the family 
vested interests. SembaVs struggle is to free himself from 
immersion in the almost mystical cult of high finance repre- 
sented by his cousin, Mrs. Hathan, finance whose real 
control of the material world reconciles the Jew to his 
apparent subordination and ensures the continuance of his 
race. Mr. Oannan is to be congratulated on the subtlety 
and candour with which he handles these two questions and 


the cosmic riddles of which they are a part. Despite the 
defection of its heroine there is hardly an uninteresting 
page in his book ; and my only point against the philosophy 
that quickens it is the instability of its brilliance. Its 
author’s world, I take it, is naturally a sunless one. He 
cultivates his garden by the light of comets. 

Mr. William Fosteb has found a literary byway, opening 
through the records of Leadenhall Street, out of the busV 
history of the City. He admits willingly, even gladly, that 
the path he invites readers of The East India House (Lane) 
to tread with him leads past scenes of no particular grandeur 
to no particular goal ; nor perhaps does he expect to attract 
a large crowd to go with him on the way. Yet it is a' way ; 
that has a certain charm of quietude and peace. Here under | 
his guidance one may observe the yearly growth of the pile 
of offices that housed The Honourable The East India Com- 
pany; there, as he pokes among the withered leaves of 
eighteenth-century ledgers, one may discover some quaint 
flower of by-gone manner; again at his bidding one may 
pause to listen for the notes of some forgotten sonneteer. 
Away over the horizon, though parallel with his advance, 
Clive and Y/arren Hastings are tempestuously leading 
armed multitudes to conquest under the auspices of the same 
John Company, and directed, nominally at any rate, from the 
House whose history he is pursuing. But Mr. Foster is con- 
tent to stay on the stmny side of the hih, with such placid 
companions as Charles Lamb and Mr. Auditor Hoolb. The 
most strenuous figures he would have us meet are James 
Mill and John Stuart Mill, father and son, historian and 
economist, and both alike servants of the Company; but even 
as regards them the author is ndt so much concerned with 
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their work as with how they lived while they were doing figures. Not a “ close-up, this, but a reasonable piece of 
it— how they looked and laughed and what their fellows said perspective, and veiy suitable to a volume of this kind, 
behind their backs, what were their cheques on pay-day and Mrs. Gerould, I believe, has a great reputation in America 
■where they now lie buried. It is small work, perhaps, this as a writer of short stories. She has won prizes in this 
pofcterino in a byway, but it is restful, and even the busiest department of literary endeavour, and I am not sure that 
of novebreaders may do well once in a while to rest. the critic ought to approach her work without a sweeping 

reverence. Her “superb literary technique has ahready 

The outstanding quality of Mr. Martin AR:iiSTRONa’s placed her^ high in the ranks of writers pf to-day,*’ I read 
new volume of shori; stories and sketches, The Bazaar on the inside of the wrapper, and bow the head. What 
(Cape), is the variety of subject and treatment. There is more can I say, except that the writer seems to have caught, 
here more than the mere fulfilment of the promise of The here and there, a faint echo of Mr. Eudtard Ejpling, and 
Puppet Shmoi there is a notable stride forward in the that her stories would probably have pleased me better if 
mastery of a most exigent form of art. The stories range they had been a little less unequal in length? The first, 
from delicate studies of temperament, such as “ Little Miss which gives its name to the book, actually takes up more 
Muffet ” (a charming laid-in-lavender figure tyrannised than half the volume, and I should have preferred to meet 
over by a terrible invalid mother), or “Escape,” the picture it under the guise of a full-blown novel. Most readily I 
of a man whose marriage has gone hopelessly awry, to admit that the form of a short story is not so exactly 
studies in the fantastic, such as “ The Search for the Swal- definable as that, say, of a ballade ; but it should be readable, 
low,” a wholly apocryphal account of an early essay in I think, in something under half-an-hour. Yet “ Conquis- 
educational reform in Babylon, and “A Dog’s Life,” in tador” is worth reading; it gets the atmosphere of the 
which the collie hero explains his surprising views of life country, and few of us know Mexico as well as we should. 

Of the other three 
stories “ The Penalties 
of Artemis ” is a deter- 
mined and successful 
effort to rob the old 
“Blue Lagoon** motif 
of its romantic side, 


called A Muster of 
Ghosts (Palmer), must 
be either sifbjective or 
objective — of theschool 
of Mr. Algernon 

often nowadays easy exercises in the variation of a formula. Blackwood or that of Dr. M. E. James. The one pro- 
There is nothing stereotyped in this clever young writer’s vides the needed atmosphere and encouragesr the reader 
vision or in the treatment of his themes. to people it with his own terrible imaginings ; the other is * 

more the old-fashioned, creepy bogey-story, making no' 

The supplementary title of Heu-Heu (Hutchinson) is pretence of delving beneath the surface, but providing de- 
appropriately enough “ The Monster.” Once more Allan tails that are apt to raise the back hair of the nervous 
Quatermain sets forth upon his adventures, his mission this reader. Compare, for example, The Willotos, by lir. Black- 
time being to destroy a “ something or somebody who re- wood, with The Tractate Middoth of Dr* James, both 
quired annually the sacrifice of a beautiful virgin.” It is excefient specimens of tbeir kind. The horror of the first 
with a spirit as full of zest and vigour as ever that Sir H. lies in the carefully prepared scene, that marshy stretch of 
Eider Haggard describes his hero’s attack upon fleu-Hew; the huge Danube, peopled with nothing but willows and' 
and,althoughIfelt a little disappointment when I discovered crumbling islands and drift-wood and rushing wind and 
that the monster was only a “something,” and never a waves and the growing fear of the two campers. That of the, 
“somebody,” except by proxy, I must admit that its deputy, second relies chiefly on the cobwebs that are seen clinging 
Dc^ha, was more than worthy of destruction and of the round the ghostly face of Dr, Bant, an elderly antiquary 
sMl shown in destroying him and his unholy satellites. The who left dhections that, instead of being buried, his corpse 
faithful Sans figures largely in these exploits, bub I can should be placed, in the ordinary clothes of life, in an under- 
say without regret that Ayesha does not put in an appear- ground brick room he had built for that purpose. These are i 
ance. In these days, when tales of adventures often begin perhaps the pick of Mr. Lynch’s collection, though he in- 
on a top note. Sir Eider’s methods may seem a little leisurely, eludes six other modem examples and two culled from those ■ 
but I have no doubt that his admirers (and they are many) eminent practitioners of the past, Mrs. Gaskell and ! 
will decide that this story adds yet another leaf to his laurels. Edgar Allan Poe (whose second name, by the way, the 

. j /Tx i editor feloniously mis-spells). I like best of the others The' 

CongutstadGT (Harrap) is by KAmARiNE Fullerton Victim, by Miss May Sinclair, and that dampest of air 
Gerould, and takes the eye at once with its pictured jacket stories, The Fountain, by Miss Elinor Mobdatjnt. But all 
of a sun-slashed Mexican patio containing two miniature are worth reading. 


and “East of Eden” 
reads as though Mr. 
Kipling had been sud- 
denly smitten with a 
severe attack of lachry- 
mose sentiment. 

A ghost story, says 
Mr. Bohun Lynch, wbo 
edits this collection 


after the consumption 
of a considerable quan- 
tity of port. We have 
two grim tales of mur- 
der craftily told, and a 
very weE-managed war 
vignette, “The Defen- 
sive Front.” Mr. Arm- 
strong’s fastidiousness 
in the choice of words 
makes reading a per- 
petual pleasure, apart 
from the intrinsic in- 
terest and ingenuity of 
the sketches. He has 
the kind- of sympatlie- 
tic imagination which 
probes into people’s 
minds and recreates or 
reproduces living and 
likely figures. Volumes 
of short stories are too 



Oisr THE LLANDOEEMIYATHERS LINKS. 
“Indeed to goodness, I’m afraid you are in the bunker 

WHATEVER,” 


I HOPE 




EL mi 
hU 


ilijHHIli- - ...... 

|jf!il|!!li5|iflli!S 



Guest at bungalow (taking the air before h'eakfast)* “What a wo^tderful tiew there is eroivi here I ” 
Daughter of the House. “But rouhb.this way there’s a lovely view of Auhtie in her bath.” 


If you are concerned to know what type of politician the 
War has thrown up in France, and what effect the past 
ten years have had on old outlooks and reputations, Miss 
W'iNiFEED Katzin’s Sensitive and clever translation of 
Oeux Qui Notts Menmt (As They Are : Heinemann) is un- 
doubtedly the book for your money. It consists of twenty- 
six political portraits, delineated for the most part in an 
ecstasy of parochialism. The best of its worthies see no 
further than France, the worst no further than their own 
waistcoat-buttons, the logical French temperament happily 
excluding that hybrid (once so popular here) with whom 
national and personal expansion are conterminous. Faced 
then with these two first types, our anonymous author, very 
rightly, plumps for the patriots. He is a staunch but dis- 
cerning supporter of M. Olemenceatj, who must bridle, he 
says, his tenderness for England ; he has genuine apprecia- 
tion for the traditional Gallic culture of M. Bjeeabi); he 
never allows himself to weary of the delenda est Germania 
of M. Lefevre; while to M. Poincare, pursuing ^^glory” 
to her remotest earth, he tenders with a magnificent gesture 
the allegiance of all France. Conversely he has nothing 
but scorn for M. Gaxllaux, for M. Loijcheur, the ^^money- 
bag man,” -and for M. Berthelot, who abandoned the quiet 
retailing of Merovingian history for adventures in the Bank 
of China. His brMant little sketch of the eccentric” 
M. DB Monzie, whose like may yet be the nucleus of a new 
race of French politicians, shows that he is not entirely 
unaware that a change of heart is needed. And confirma- 
tory evidence of the fact may be found in the sentiments 


attributed to M. Doumer, frustrated over and over again in 
his efforts to restore an equitable taxation : ^Hn this coun- 
try, where military heroism is current coin, civil heroism or 
even ordinary civil decency is almost nowhere to be found.” 
The one desii’e of all true friends of France must be her 
triumphant disproval of this charge, 

Mr. Punch acknowledges wdth thanks the following 
additions to his reference-library: — The Year's Art^ 192i 
(Hutchinson), edited by A. C. E. Carter; A List of 
English Clubs in all Parts of the World (Spottiswoode, 
Baelanttne & Co.), by E. C. Austen-Leigh, M.A. ; 
Cricketers' Almanack for 1924 (John Wisden & Co.), edited 
by Sydney H. Pardon ; Debretfs House of Commons and 
the Judicial Be7ich, 1924 (Dean & Son), edited by Arthur 
G. M. Hesileige ; SelVs Telegraphic Addresses, 1924 (Busi- 
ness Dictionaries, Limited) ; and Popular Fallacies Ex- 
plained and Corrected (Third Edition), by A. S. E. Aceer- 
MANN, with an introduction by Sir Eichard Gregory (The 
Odd Westminster Press). 


Tally Ho! 

Admirers of Lieutenant-Colonel G. D. Armour’s hunting 
drawings in Punch will he glad to be informed or reminded 
that an exhibition of his original work is now being held 
at the Fine Art Society’s galleries in New Bond Street, 
where almost as much attention is paid to hound as to 
horse. Certain of the pictures recall the artist’s experiences 
in Salonika when 0.0. Eem'ounts: 
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THE DANCEE. 

[An Encounter in the City,) 

Who is she that treads this measure 
And with soft seductive eye 
Casts her elfin spell of pleasui-e 
On the busy passer-by ? 

See, she comes with arms akimbo, 
Strewing laughter at our feet ; 
Cares are all consigned to limbo, 
Spring is dancing down the street. 

Heedless of the heavy traffic, 

Mark her stealing in and out ; 

Here a hint of smile seraphic. 

There suspicion of a pout. 

At her modest invitation 
Even coppers on their beat 
Half unbend in approbation : 

Spring is dancing down the street. 

Now she flickers through the arch- 
ways, 

Lightens up the moody lane, 

Turns the magnate from his starch 
ways, 

Cheers the poor man in his pain. 
Slie *s the maid to banish sadness ; 

Every mortal thing I meet 
Echoes to her note of gladness : 
Spring is dancing down the street. 

So I think I *11 close my lyric 
Praising her as I began 
In this humble panegyric 
Por the joys she brings to man. 
Though to-morrow’s skies be gritty, 
Gentles, life to-day is sweet 
Even in this toilsome city : 

Spring is dancing down the street. 


TEAVELLING DE LUXE. 

Following on the notice in a morn- 
ing paper that a kinema film is to be 
shown in the “ Flying Scotsman,” we 
are authorised to state that the follow- 
ing announcements may shortly be 
expected : — 

Scotland for ever 1 Take the 7 p.m. 
by the Mid- Central. Perfectly equipped 
Palais de Dans^. Dancing during and 
after dinner until the Border is crossed. 
Specially selected jazz band. 

Keep your spirits up! No more 
tedious travelling. The Windermere 
Express has a whist-drive car and a 
special saloon for mah-jongg. 

Why lose your temper over that hasty 
shave before starting? The Northern 
Belle (8 a.m.) has a barber’s shop, with 
male and female attendants and plenty 
of sticking-plaster. Suits cleaned and 
pressed while you wait. 

Listening-in car on the night mail for 
Holyhead ! Full programme. Broad- 
casting of operatic and music-hall per- 
fimnances and Election addresses. On 


Sundays a sermon by Dean Inge. Car 
marked ** 2 LO,” 

Grand Junction Line. Wireless a 
feature. Each compartment has tape 
indicator showing minute by minute 
all the winners and progress in Cup 
Finals. - , ^ 

^ Cotswold Express ! Alkathletes de- 
sirous- of keeping themselves in good 
condition should travel by this route 
and enjoy the facilities provided for 
manly exercises. Separate cars for 
rugger and soccer. 

This hot summer! Passengers by 
the Great Southern Lightning Express 
will appreciate the splendid swimming- 
bath attached to this luxurious train. 

Scenic panorama route. People look 
their best when enjoying glorious 
scenery. Have your photo taken while 
crossing the Anglo-Alpine section of 


this romantic line. Photographic car 
with the best London artists on the 
special observation train leaving St. 
Buston at 11 a.m. 

No more trouble with children when 
travelling. ' Take the Silly Isles day- 
express. Special car for the little ones. 
Sand six inches deep. Spades and 
buckets provided. ' Eeal shrimps an 
extra 1 

“ As a result a -- — forgeman was arrested 
on a charge of forging Treasury notes.” 

Daily Pape7\ 

The defence will doubtless be that he 
was acting within the scope of his 
employment. , 


The Prince of Sportsmen. 

In a murmur approaching a moan, 

All sportmen are heard to declare 
It ’s a pity the Heir to the Throne 
Should chance to he thrown to the air. 
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Ai-Gor*, a recently discovered star, is 
200,000,000 miles away. It isn’t quite 
so far as this from the City to Wimble- 
don dui’ing a bus strike ; it only seems 
like it 

The crown of Albania is still going 
begging. We wonder if Mr. Ohuechill 
would like to add it to his collection of 
headgear ? 

Mr. WixsTON CHURCHiriL, we read, is 
considering his political futiu'e. Elec- 
tors, on the other hand, seem more 
inclined to consider his political past. 

, :5c 

According to the papers preparations 
for cricket are in 
progress. This sup- 
ports the rumour 
that it is intended 
to persevere with 
the experiment of 
having a summer. 

:;c :}C 

In this connect- 
ion, in view of the 
fact that a South 
African team will 
shortly sail for this 
country, everything 
points to an early 
revival of the ques- 
tion, '*What is 
wrongwithEnglish 
cricket?” 

Sir John La- 
vbry’s picture of 
the House of Com- 
mons, which he 
hopes to finish in 
time for the Acad- 
emy, is said to be 
a study in effects of coloui^-light.' We 
xmderstand that his rendering of the 
halos of past and present Ministers in 
varying degrees of brightness is mas- 
terly* ,v 

With reference to a recent speech on 
Singapore by Sir Egbert Horne it is 
stated, in a personal paragraph, that he 
was overwhelmed with congratulations 
when he sat down. Sitting down, as ex- 
perienced Parliamentarians recognise, 
is one of the greatest difficulties of 

oratory. ^ . 4 , 

❖ 

^ Mr. Lloyd George is very fond of his 
new house in Surrey, says a gossip 
writer. The outlook there is said to be 
much better than that of his old House 
at Westminster, .u 

'A convict who escaped from Park- 
Jiurst prison last week ^ has .been cap- 


tured and returned. Considering the 
present hard times it would have served 
him right if they made him stay outside. 

Squadron-Leader A. Stuart Mac- 
LAREN, Plying Officer W. N. Plender- 
LBiTH and Sergeant E. Andrews last 
week set out for a flight round the world. 
Spring cleaning may be a terrible thing, 
but it wouldn’t drive us to that. 

Everything will remain unsettled for 
the present, says a meteorological writer. 
It is a pessimistic thought, but this also 
applies to household bills. 

Dame Clara Butt says that hitherto 
we have not encouraged singing in Eng- 
land. However, this will be altered in 



TWO COMMISSIONERS OP INLAND REVENUE COMPARING METHODS. 


But wait until wo find a house that 
accm*ately resembles the agent’s de- 
scription of it. 

It is not true that a feature of The 
Cimiiia News this week is to be a slow- 
motion picture of Cap.ablanca’s defeat 
by Eeti. .4- 

Ladies’ hats this year are to be de- 
corated with fruit. We picture the 
plight of a short-sighted luneher who 
has a passion for rounding off his meal 
with dessert. ... 

The crew of the old battleship which | 
recently drifted about the North Sea ] 
were given a supply of castor-oil by a l 
passing steamship. That ought to teach 
them to drift. 


Attention is once 
more drawn to the 
rapid approach ot 
Mars to the earth. 
This adds to the 
momentousness of 
thequostion, Will' 
Wembley be 
ready ? ” 

:ic 

We read that 
Mr. Hsibh, who 
gave in Kensington 
the other day a de- 
monstration of the * 
correct way of play: 
ing Mali Jongg, 
builds his wall 
with extraord- 
inary speed. This 
is why the game 
has never really 
caught on among, 
bricklayers. 


future. Every new house built is to be 
provided with a bathroom. 

It is said that oidy one man in two 
himdred is six feet tall. Then why is 
it that he always sits in front of us at 
the Cinema? - 

mZ 

Parasols only a foot in diameter are 
to be fashionable this summer. Exactly. 
They need not be so wide as a chm'ch 
door, but from what we know of the 
summer they will suffice. 

sj; j!« 

An afasmrd rumoim was floating round 
Somerset House last week. It was said 
that the will of a well-known lawyer 
had been discovered without a single 
flaw in it. 

Dr, G.* P. Gooch says that civilisa- 
tion is the most wonderful thing the 
world has ever seen. It is, up till now. 




EArao 3 sn> Blathwayt says that he 
once saw Hall Caine attired in a frock- 
coat with grey knickerbockers below. 
Perhaps he was trying to appear as a 
combination of The Christian and The 
Prodigal Sou, * - 

Blackburn undertakers complain that 
they are . overworked. The residents 
have promised to do their best not to 
trouble them until the rush is over. 

❖ :je 

I 

A motor-boat exhibited in Islington 
can move in all fom' ways alternately. 
But we know a Channel steamer that 
moves in more ways than this, and all 
at once — or that ’s how it feels, anyhow. 

Mr. Paton says' that ** not for no- 
thing have we bad fifty years of educ- 
tion in England.” Any father who has 
ever been faced with a bill from a public 
school win heartily agi’ee. ' c 


VOL. CLSVI. 





346 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Apbh 2 , 1924 . 

100% AMERICAN. 

When I landed in New York I admit 
I was rather sceptical about American 
I>emocracy . If an}’- newspaper reporters 
had taken the trouble to meet me in the 
“ lower bay ” (they did not, of course, 
as I slipped over very unostentatiously) 
and asked me what I thought of Amer- 
ican Democracy, I should have stood 
by the rail looking raptmously off^ at 
the turreted skyline of the city rising 
up out of the shining water (you know 
how it does) and said, I am scepti- 
cal.” They would probably have m'ged 
me to continue, and I should have said 
that, to be perfectly honest about the 
thing, American Democracy was mostly 
talk 

As matters have turned out l am glad 
that I was not asked my opinion, be- 
cause it has changed completely ; I see 
now that the United States is demo- 
cratic. ‘ I used to think England was 
democratic, but I now realise that when 
I thought this I had not the faintest 
conception of what democracy, when 
properly cultivated, could grow into. 

I don't know just when my opinion 
began to change. AU I know is that 
not long ago I suddenly woke up to the 
fact' that the Uhited States was indeed 
demoeratic-mueh more democratic than 
other nations. And at the same moment 
I made an even more remarkable dis- 
covery ; I discovered that I had under- 
gone a great transfiguration. I was 
democratic, democratic- to an extreme 
thaki had never suspected possible. 

Take for example the very evening 
on which I had made the two dis- 
coveries. Almost any evening would 
do, for this one was not unusually demo- 
cratic ; but take this one^ 

I called a taxicab. 

‘‘ Where to, Billy ? ” says.the driver. 

“Century Theatre,. Jack,” I cry in 
great friendliness, and we are off. , 

Now,^hat driver didn't know me. I 
am sure of this because my name is not 
“ Billy.” And I didn't know that .driver. 
When I paid him he was insulted,,but 
he did not show any class prejudice, and 
in spite of his disgust I felt that I '^as 
as good as he was. 

‘ Our tickets were at the box-office, 
r^erved in my name. When I came 
to the window I put my card under the 
grating. 

“ You 've got a "couple of seats for 
me,*' said I, “tucked away in there 
son^where, haven't you, buddy ? ” 

“Just a sec, doctor,” said the man, 
“ and I 'll take a look.” 

Now, I am not a doctor, I never had 
a thou^t of becoming a doctor. There 
limB^^xyhing.about doctor on the card I 
^^nixn. But I understood. A stranger 
to tome democracy might have resented 

this as being over-familiar; I myself 
might have resented it once, for this 
straight democracy is something^ of an 
acquired taste. I did not take it well 
at first. But now — ^well, you see for 
yourself how I take it now. 

Inside an attendant said tome, “ Coat- 
room on your right, mate.'* 

• “Thanks, buzz,” I replied spontan- 
eously; “ I don’t use. them.** (“ Buzz ” 
is the equivalent of “brother,” but I 
usually prefer it because I feel that it 
has in it a shade more of democracy.) 

I turned to one of the usherettes. 

“ Do you think you could locate these 
two seats for us, friend ? ” 

And said she, “ You bet your sweet 
life, pops.” 

I admit this rather took the breath 
out of my body, but the shock came 
from the epithet itself and not from the 
spirit of democracy which it connoted. 

And so it goes. Democracy every- 
where and in everybody. It is like 
running into an immense group of your 
boyhood friends ; they all seem to Imow 
you and you seem to know all of them. 

It did not take long to get into my 
system, and now, as I say, I am one of 
the most democratic persons in the 
country. When I go into a restaurant 
and the proprietor takes me by the arm. 
and asks me where I should like to sit, 
old timer, I look the tables over and say 
to him, “Well, sMpper, if anybody drove 
up in a hack and asked me, I 'd say 

1 there was no adequate reason why we 
shouldn't sit over there in the corner.” 

And he will come back with, “ No 
reason imder God's sweet heaven, 
Jimmy,” and pull out my chair. 

Wlien I wish to telephone I take up the 
receiver and proceed democratically. 

“ Operator,” she says. 

; . “ Good morning, sister,” I- reply ,r as 
amicable as the oldest inhabitant. 
;“No.w, sister,” I continue, “if you'll 
call to mind, your map of New York, 
you '11 remember that up town, north 
of Eifty-ninth Street, there 's a place 
they call Central Park. There are lots 
of playgrounds up there and rocks, and 
: over on one side they 've put up some 

1 cages where they keep wild animals 
and things Hke that. This is over on 
the east side. , Now, over on the west 
side, on the opposite corner of this 
place they call Central Park, there 's a 

1 big open square that somebody thought 
he 'd name for Oheistophee Columbus, 
only he didn't call it a square, he called 
it a circle — Columbus Circle. You know 
where it is. Yes, of comrse you've 
been there. , WeU, sister, what I 'd like 
to have you do for me is connect me 
with ‘ Circle 7639.' ” 

^ And she says, “ ‘ Circle 5218? ' All 
right, old stick-in-the-mud,” and away 
we go. 

Some people of course may not like 
this kind of democracy, but that is to be 
•expected, as there are always people 
who like to be haughty and others who 
like to be obsequious. But, whether 
you like it or not, there cannot be the 
slightest doubt about its existence. I 
sometimes feel ashamed that I was 
ever so ignorant as to be sceptical about 
it, but, after all, a man can hardly be 
expected to understand the finer points 
of a thing like democracy from a dis- 
tance. He has got to go out in it 
really to appreciate it. And if he goes 
out in this democracy, he will be satu- 
rated in a very short time, for it is 
not only 100% Democracy but 100% 
American .at that. 

RHYMES OF THE R.A.F. 

IV. — The Civilian Education St^iff. 
The Education Staff are wise ; 

Their hats are of a larger size 

Than those of simple ijoots who fiy, 
And, if you want to ask me why, 

It is because their heads contain 

So vast a quantity of brain. 

To see them lunching in the Mess 

A visitor would hardly guess 

What wealth of knowledge lurks unseen 
Beneath their mild and modest mien ; 
But, if he took a quiet walk 

With one who was disposed to talk, 

He could not but at once rejoice 

To feel that he had met a choice 

And master spirit of the age, 

At once a savant and a sage. 

It is their pleasure to impart 

The light of science and of art 

To Sergeants and to other ranks, 

Who greedily, with grateful thanks, 
Imbibe the treasures of their lore 

And quickly come again for more. 

It 's not infirequently one meets 

A Sergeant-Major reading Keats, 

And very likely, tWo days later, 

One hears him quoting bits of Patee, 

Or hurling chunks of Bebnaed Shaw 

At squads he seeks to overawe. ■ 

Thus education bears its fruit ; 

It stimulates the raw recruit 

And leaves its humanising traces 

Upon the very toughest cases. 

The Education Staff are not 

An uppish or exclusive lot ; 

Despite their magnitude of mind 

Thqir manners are extremely kind, 

And they will gladly condescend 

To give advice, as friend to friend, 

To youDg Air-Commodores, who praise 
Their fatherly and tactful, ways. 

They *11 even bandy quips and jokes 
With less exalted flying blokes ; 

Whilst some, I almost Hush to say. 

Will cast decorum quite away. 

(Though infra dig., one must confess) 
And share a flippant game of chess. 
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“BAILtWAY JAM WOBSB THAN EVEB.’^ 
Meadline in Ev&nvng Faper, 
Woi^ fehan the railway sandwich ? 

Small Fumisiied House wanted for 6 or 12 
months; no children ; young couple in bus.” 

Evening Paper. 

Who toU have to tnm out, of course, 
now the strike is over. 


. Solvitur Ambulando. 

There was a suburban Tom Paine, 
Who spoke in a Oommunist strain ; 
But he does it no more 
Since he walked, door to door, 

Six miles to his work in the rain. 




“The Sins of the Fathers . • 

“Evidence alleged that the wife spent 
JB40,Q00 on dress and extravagances of every 
kind which she had inherited from her father.*’ 
Tasmanian Paper. 

“ Furnished House : four bedrooms ; bath: 
any period.” — Provincial Paper. 

We ourselves prefer a neorGeorgian 
bath. 

“By the clever manipulation of long pieces 
of wire, burblars succeeded in slipping back the 
bolts of a back door.” — Evening Paper. 

The above seems to throw light on that 
obscure passage : — 

“ Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
And burbled as it came.’* 


THE ADAPTABLE BAEBEE. 

Sir Landon Eonald complained re- 
cently that the average English barber 
can talk of nothing but sport, and 
others of us have noted the same phe- 
nomenon. No barber ever gracefully 
waved his shaving-brush before me 
to punctuate his opinions on Mid- 
Victorian novelists, but often he has 
nearly choked me with it when ex- 
plaining exactly how Chelsea ought to 
have scored on the previous day. Pre- 
sumably a barber arguessub-conselously 
that a man who v/ould deliberately ex- 
pose his throat to the tender mercies 
of a razor in another man's hand must 
be possessed of the gambling instinct, 
and is therefore ipso facto and nem. 
con. a sportsman. 

Personally I 'm not sure that I should 
like my barber to be otherwise. It ; 
thrills me when he takes it for granted | 
that I must surely be a personal friend 
of Kid Wallop, the middle-weight 
champion. Again, have you never felt 
flattered when he assumes beyond ques- 
tion that you had nmis enough to back 
the winner of the Grand National? 
Maybe you don’t bet, but if you don't 
you may secretly consider that it must 
be rather a doggy thing to do, and you 
signify this in the usual manner wdien 
you hand the barber his tip. 

The trouble is that wMle he deals 
with the all-absorbing topic he dis- 
cusses it in the same terms, whether 
his victim be a professor of philology 
or a plumber. He talks of “dead 
certs,” of “jobs,” and he refers to a 
football match as being a “ cinch for 
one of the teams, * But the perfect 
barber would be all things to all men, 
like an Independent Anti- Socialist Can- 
didate in Westminster. 

Thus, for example, should he be 
operating on an artist, he might hold 
forth as follows : — 

‘ ‘ Suppose you saw the Jfight last night, 
Sir? The E^enchman made the other 
fellow look like a Cubist impression of a 
railway accident before he 'd finished. | 
He was all spots, dashes and streaks of | 
hghtning. But, speaking as a fellow- I 
artist, I didn't like the way he stuck his 
left out. Did you? Seemed a trifle : 
out of drawing, although it certainly 
was always in the foregi*ound. His 
idea of perspective wasn’t bad, was it ? 
He made the other man find his vanish- 
ing point every time. By the way, 
have you tried owe latest tooth paste ? 
It has the advantage that you can use 
it instead of Chinese White, if ever 
you run out. You remember Dauber’s 
maste^iece in last year’s Academy — 
that picture of a charwoman ? He got 
airthe high lights on his W’^et floor with 
one tube of this. . . 
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Tka Tall One, “I see you have the ^tew-shaped cloche* What a hbab youh 

HUSBAND MUST BE!” * . 

The Short One, ‘*Kothing of the kind. .It*s the old one "with the bbim 
TURNED UP. The beast did it with his own hands,” 


Or with a dentist : — 

Who ’s going to win the Oup, Sir ? 
I don't fancy the Eovers stand much 
chance myself, although their centre- 
forward can shoot as often and as ac- 
curately as a back molar when it really 
means business. But their defence fs 
showing signs of decay and their 
goalie's ideas of stopping them would 
disgrace an American quack. They 
want a new set of half-backs too. And 
that reminds me. Sir — ^j’ou haven’t let 
the forceps shp and absent-mindedly 
extracted some of your own hairs, have 
you ? They 're awfully iiTegular in the 
front. Now this preparation of our 
own would grow hair on a porcelain 
tooth. ..." ’ ; 

And a farmer : — I 

‘‘Not going to the Boat Eace, Sir, 1 j 
take it ? Weather 's bound to be wet I 
or else fine, or hot or cold, or some- 1 
thing. Can't expect anything else in a i 
country like this, can you, Sh* ? They * 
say Oxbridge's stroke rows too deeply. 
You 'd fancy he was ploughing, wouldn't 
you ? Still, I hear that they 're going 
to throw the Putney course into grass 
some day. And talking of that, have 
you seen our latest chemical fertiliser 
for the hair ? Not that it would do yours 
much good ; your crop 's ruined. . . 

Or even a Prime Minister 

“ Greetings, Comrade — or perhaps I 
should nowadays say ‘Sir' — What’s 
your opinion of this Mile. Lenglen busi- 
ness? She seems to be too class- 
conscious, don't you think, Sir, and too 
apt to resort to direct action, like eveiy- 
body else, although in her case it 's not 
so much the Hidden Hand as the top 
evident foot ? What do you think ought 
to be done ? Get both sides to meet and 
talk it over? But these Prench people 
are so clever at saying a lot that means 
nothing, and even when they put all 
the cards on the table they usually put 
them the wrong way up, don't "they, 
Sir ? But you might call Lawn Tennis 
a Means of Distribution and Exchange, 
so perhaps we shall be able to com- 
munise it some day. How do you want 
your hair parted? In the old style? 
You hke to be a little Conservative 
in some respects, Sir, don't you ? You 
don't mind my talldng, Sn, do you? 
You must find it a great change after 
your new- club. . . 

And there may be a barber near 
"Westminster who sometimes has sub- 
mitted to his ministrations a noble head 
on which the bump of self-esteem is so 
prominent that the owner can't get any 
of his hats to fit him — and he has a 
large number too. He knows who this 
is at once, and he proceeds : — 

“ Good morning, Sir, What do you 
think of the prospects of cricket this 
season ? They say there 'H be a revival 


of fast bowling, that is if these Social- 
ists don't ruin aU the wickets or turn 
them into allotments. I like a bit of 
ginger in the Opposition myself. It 
gives yen so much chance of those ‘ tip- 
and-run ’ tactics that wex*e so successful 
at Antwei-p. Cricket isn't a bad game, 
Sir, is it ? Of course there is a draw- 
back that you can't keep changing 
sides, as you do in politics, and perhaps 
it doesn't appeal to you so much as it 
might have done in the days when they 
wore those funny hats. Talking of hats, 
Sir, you 've been wearing the same 
shape for some time now, haven't you ? 
It 's made quite a ridge round the crown.. 
That would show badly if ever you 
wore a coronet. Now this fixative . . 

But of course, even if he adapted 


himself to his client every time in this 
way, the barber would occasionally 
strike a snag. Supposing the Loed 
Chief Justice found his wig a bit 
wobbly and came in to get bis hair 
trimmed. The barber might refer to 
the latest billiards controversy and be 
floored in the first round by the bland 
query, ‘‘What is billiards? ” 


“Soldiers are simple men, but they can put 
two and two together .” — Irish Paper, 

The military term, we understand, is 
“forming fours.” 


“Buenos Aires, March 22. — Norwegian s. 
Tebrier put in damaged by collision. Yessel 
apparently tight.**— Paper, 

That may account for the accident. 
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GLOOM. 

Ax IXTEKRUPTED NOVEri. 

The Deceml^r night. Uke a gaunt old hag, was creeping 
wearily up Waterman’s Court when the fog swirling up 
from the river brusl led past her and, gathering the fluttering 
skirts of ins cloak about hiiH; settled down in the alley. 

Edgar Wop shivered and drew his chair nearer the slowly 
dying fire. The broken gas-mantle that whistled overhead 
cast a flickering light over a small room. Dust lay heavily 
over the two objects that, with the chair on wliicli the 
occupant was seated, formed the sum of the furniture — a 
battered sideboard and a table bare of covering. 

On the table stood the remains of what had evidently been 
a supper, for beside the cracked plate, on which there re- 
mained a few crumbs and a rind of cheese, and the chipped 
cup there stopd t%vo tins, one of cocoa and the other of 
condensed ixtilk, down the side of which the milk wa.-s still 
trickling slowly into a small pool that was congealing itself 
round the base of the tin. The wall-paper was of blue long 
since faded into a dingy grey, and here and there strips, 
loosened from the wall by the moisture that evidenced itself 
by discoloured patches, hung down like immense dog’s ears 
revealing triangular areas of plaster. 

Upon the mantelpiece, for oniament, stood a clock; for, 
though the ' brass was tarnished and a segment of the 
dial was missing, as it had long ceased to tell the time, it 
served no other purpose. The minute hand had fallen off 
and lay wedged across the bottom of the dial. The hour 
hand, standing stiffly to attention, pointed steadfastly to 
twelve. Festoons of cobwebs had anchored themselves to 
the mantelshelf: 

Wop stopped and picked iij) the poker and jal)]>ed savagely 
at the ashes in the fireplace. No answering glow rewarded 
him and he let the poker fall to the hearth with a clang. 
As if in sympathy the tongs that had teen leaning against 
the fireplace slid to the tiles with a clatter. 

Hd raised his hand and drew Ms pipe from the mantel- 
shelf and tapped it upon the fender. Drawing his pouch 
out of his right-hand pocket he opened it and, looking inside, 
found it empty. 

He returned it to his pocket and, replacing his pipe ’ on 
the mantelshelf, stared moodily into the gi*ate. Despair 
I was pictured in every curve of his body. A clock outside 
; struck six. Wop gathered himself together and rose lazfly 
^ from the chair. He strode slowly across the room to the 
door and, turning the tarnished brass handle, opened it and 
went in^ .the hall. . 

Taking a worn cap from off a peg he put it on his head 
and opened thu^treetdoor. The fog rushed into the house, 
and for a moment Wop^stood there irresolute; then, clang- 
ing the door behind him, lie strode out into the night. - 

Ai^ now I must tiirow myself upon the mercy of my 
imders. It is perfectly inexcusable, I know, but . the fact 
is that in the dense fog that evening I completely lost 
sight of Edgar Wop, and, though I have spared ^leither 
time nm e:^nse in the search, I have not caught one 
glimpse or heard one word of Mm to tMs day. I can only 
plead in extenuation that in the fifty-seven years that I 
have been before the British public I have never previously 
been guilty of such carelessness, but have brought my 
characters through typhoons, monsoons, sMpwrecks, earth- 
quakes and many other calamities without losing a single 
one, prior to this unfortunate fog. 

I may ^y that during my short acquaintance with the 
; he did not strike me as a very interesting person, 

^ nor from the way he was going on did much seem likely 
to him. I suggest therefore to those who have 


ordered copies of my novel in advance that they should 
make arrangements with their booksellers to receive instead 
a copy of The Dagger on the Door-mat, the work on which 
I am at present engaged, and which will, I think, prove 
more interesting. To prevent a recurrence of tMs unfortu- 
nate episode I have engaged detectives to watch the principal 
characters by day and night mitil the book is completed. 

COMMODORE. 

{NoHli Atlantic Mail Service). 

Twice twenty thousand tons of steel obey Ms sole command ; 
He rules, a king whose lightest word is law from land to 
land ; 

And he’d give it all to be fisting down a topsail once 
again, 

With the mate at tlie bunt a-cursing Ms best and the skipper 
raising Cain, 

Or bracing yards to each baffling breath in the wayward 
doldrum weather, 

Or tarring down in the North-east Trades, his chum and he 
together, 

Or saiid-and-eanvassing down the poop till the planks shone 
wMte as snow, 

A care-free 3 'oung brassbounder, outward bound to Callao, 
A long watch ago. ' : 

In harboxir-trim from head to heel, each day he goes 
aiTayed _ ^ . 

With buttons bright as burnished gold and rows of gieaiiiing 
braid; " ’ ' ' 

And he ’d chop the blessed lot, Lord knows t for a suit ol 
dungarees ' * ' 

All paint and pitch, with a patch on the seat, and his 
trousers up to his knees, 

For the feel of the planking warm to his toes and his sun- 
tanned skin aglow, 

A lively jonng brassbounder, 

A care-free young brassbounder outward bound to Callao, 

A long watch ago. 

He dines in state with glass and plate and a steward by his 
chair, 

A band to play his victuals down and fancy foreign fare ; 
And he ’d swop it all for a greasy kid of pork both salt and 
tough, 

And a lump of leathery harness beef and a slab of the 
‘^doctor’s” duff, ' 

And the hot sweet taste of the galley tea and the coffee’s^ 
nameless flavoiur. 

With the wine of youth to wash ’em down and the salt of 
. youth to savour, 

And the eabin tarts he collared that, by gum 1 he relished so, i 
A lively young brassbounder, | 

A oare-froe young brassbounder, 

A hungry young brassbounder outward bound to Callao, 

A long watch ago. 0. F. S. 

From an outside broker’s circular : — 

**£150 MADE A raOFIT OF £1,050, 

Which can be proved by our Books and the paid Banker’s cheque. 
If you are at all credulous over this then call or send your repre- 
sentative and we will prove it to him beyond all question.” 

Many thanks, but we are not’ the least credulous over this. 

“The clearness of African air seems to bring far-distaufc objecfc>s al- 
most under one’s foot. Of this striking character is the exquisite view 
from the Mount of Olives across the Dead Sea,” — Daily Paper. 

We fear the discovery that their “ national home ” has been 
transported to the Dark Continent will distress the Zionists. 





PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

V—Ganada. 

“ For CanaAi did Wembley Park 
A stately pleasure doiae decree.” 

Songs of a Sourdough, 

always beeu 
led_ to believe, have a forthrightness 
which forbids them to be unduly reti- 
cent, about the merits of the country 
from which they come. They would I 
lie to suppr^s the truth, but they do 
not feel that it would be fair. So that 

are gath^ together-, after the Eng- 
hshmra, the ^tchman, the Erench- 
^n. the Italian, and the Chinaman 
I»ye uttered then- vainglorious boasts. 

Present, is 

end, Yes, but even m my insimifioant 
comtry, as it'aiay appear tb you, there 
aie cer^ nunor advantages which I 
■wih now ptCcSSed to point out ” 

One seems ;to see traces of this in- 
stmctme stei^tforwardness on the 
of the Canadians in the Wemblev 
^ition ofl92i. YoucanTouS 
on the bridge which spans the lake 
! and ^y to yourself, “But where is 
Canada ?” Canada is there. Canada c 

^^not so much hint as quite certainlv t 

that she is there. } v 


“NIAGARA!' 


baekgi-ound, produce this effect; and it 
IS earned out also in those transepts 
(I can call them nothing else) into which 
one gazes on each side of the pillared 
experience of 

T’ ^ but in 

the West; and those sightseers who 
expect on entering to sea nothing but 
a few sheaves of com, some glass-cases 



Some Stag. 


uJ ' uoes not belie 

Che has 

fte idea of a vast, a colossal, civic re- 
ception room, which so far from end- 
+ Inception' rewm might be ex- 
pect^ to ^d m an ordinary wall 
ter^tes.m a tremendous 4ta of 
.^mrda, and arable land. Green cai-- 
tbe pffed-up ff-uits of 
^arfe, with a suitably grad^ scenic 


. fontemmgapples,andseotionsofpme- 
trunks and the head of a moose,^K 

Canada 

tW L Static and 

aat ^ople hke to see things move. 

tr^s ru^ the steamers puff, the 
mem flow. Even paint is not suS 
dflS ? CS'^da. Whei-e a mox-e 

painted friezes. Canada has ground up 
se^s, poppi^, lentils, peas aid mS 
land a host of others, aM laid thS ol 
^ith glue to represent buildings and 
landscapes and skies. ^ 


ifi I T tfansept the Illustrator and 

S “ astonishment. 

•Ch There was nothmg apparently but a 
■ed large number of metal rollers; ^ i 
pt “ And what is this ? ” I inquii-ed 
m “Niagara,” said the Head Wear. 

bo ‘ph,yes-ha!ha!-Niagara.”Isaid 
ut feehngrather confusedandleaningback- 
es wards agamst my stick. “ Niagara.' 
very good indeed!” ® ' 

“We couldn’t put any volume of 
water over,” explained the Pioneer, 
that would give a genuine impression ‘ 
ot Niagara, so we’re going to do it by 

•blit you U have to imagine,” he®ad- 
mitted, “the noise of the Palls ” 

I had known that tho water-power 
01 Niagara was harnessed to workelec- 
tne dynamos, but it was reserved, I felt 

Pali? f tbe Niagara 

halls. Let us aU pi-ay that Nature will 

Canada is thiwn 

open to the world. 

We examined specimens of the min- 
eral resources of Canada too, including 

bv intersected 

by stieaks of asbestos, which is rather 
coarse silk, and of which there is so 
much m Canada, the Pioneer told us, 
that she almost has a chance of being 

Judgment comes,; and a piece of silver 
oie which was raked at several thou- 
sand pomds. While we were looking 
at this I drew the Pioneer’s attention i 
the head of an animal ' 

I on the far honzon with extremelv 
mackcolated horns. “Isthatawop^ ' 
S' ^ for I knew one or two 

Mm**® kV^T ^*f^® Canadian tongue, ' 
Meanwhile I made covert signs tolhe. 
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Illustrator to pick up the silver ore 
and bolt for the door vrith it. Alas ! 
he is not of the build of those lean sun- 
burnt men who mine and dig on tlie 
lonely trail, and when we turned round 
again we only found him panting and 
looking veiy red in the face, whilst the 
bilver ore remained where it was. It 
was a great disappointment to us, the 
more so because it was probably our 
last chance of exploiting the mineral 
resources of Canada. Yeiy soon, the 
Pioneer told us, the pavilion will be 
patrolled by men of the North-West 
Mounted Police in their uniforms of 
scarlet and gold, 

‘‘By the way, have you seen our 
model ranch?** inquired the Pioneer. 
He took us to the end of the pavilion, 
where in a great show-case stood a 
shingle-built house, live stock, horses, 
riders, landscape and eveiything else 
that a ranch may require. Of plaster ? 
Not on your life. We are in Canada now. 
It was all made of butter, cows and 
buildings and people and grass. Even 
the bits of model butter were made of 
butter, too. 

We saw too the separate palaces 
which the two great Canadian Railway 
systems had built for their models and 
scenic reproductions, and their replicas 
of sleeping and dining cars. I remem- 
bered that I had once had a Canadian 
Railway share, which fluctuated for 
some time, but came out all right in the 
end, so I assumed rather a patronising 
air in these buildings, and expressed my 
great satisfaction to hear that they 
would be ready for the opening day. In 
one of them there is to be a large model 
train running perpetually round a bal- 
cony of model scenery. Like Niagara, 
it will run by electricity. I gather that 
when the electric power is turned on ; 
in the Canadian pavilion at Wembley, 
almost everything will happen except 
the electrical ripening of apples and 
wheat. I am not even sure about those. 

“It seems to me,** I said to the 
Pioneer, “ that you are making Canada 
too atti'active. You don’t want im- 
limited emigrants, do you, just now ? ** 

“We don’t want loafers from the 
London streets,” he said. I frowned 
very severely, when I heard these words, 
at the Illustrator, who was now gaping 
idly at a grain elevator in Vancouver 
Harbom\ 

“ What we want,” he went on, “ is 
capital to start new industries in 
Canada. And then we shall ask for 
labour.” 

I tried to look as much like a capit- 
alist as possible and promised to ex- 
plain the point to my wealthy acquaint- 
. ances, especially those who are fond of 
r apples and romantic scenery as well as 
mineral resources. • -* 


We were now at the great main 
entrance again, going down tlie flight 
of steps between the Laudseer lions. 
Both the Illustrator and I had caught 



“Alas! he is xor op the build op 

THOSE LEAN SUN-BUBNT MEN WHO MINE 
AND DIGlON THE LONELY TEAIL.” 


something of the lithe active tread of 
the trapper, the rancher and the resource 
developer, and omr eyes were the eyes 
of men accustomed to look over far 
spaces. 



“ The PAVILION will be patrolled by 

MEN OP THE NoETH-WeST MOUNTED 

Police.” 


“What did we know of 'W^embley,” 
I said to him, “ who only Wembley 
knew?” Por bad we not been from 
Montreal to British Columbia and back 
again ? 


And even the fact that it was once 
more a wet day, so that the large masses 
of imperial mud on our boots werefringed 
with heavy whiskers of Canadian pine 
shavings, did not damp our enthusiasm 
for the Ear North-West. Even. 


DANCING EOR JOY, 

[An article in a Sunday paper suggests that 
the dancing craze is being tilled by the gloom 
and seriousness of the dance, and comments 
on a real ** party,” which ended up recently 
with Sir Kogcr dc Goverley, after which young 
and old “ simply glowed in the unaccustomed 
atmosphere of real enjoyment.”] 

O Sir Roger, 

You jolly old codger, 

Who danced without notions of gloom, 
What make you, I pray, 

Of the dancing to-day, 

The Boom that is danced without 
“ boom ” ? ■ 

As, dead nuts on style, 

With never a smile, 

The dancers slink round thegreat room ? 
While yoiif Sir ! — ^who cares 
To dance with the airs 
Of one on the brink of the tomb ? — 
When yozi (tzmi-ti-diddle J) 

Cry, “ Lines down the middle 1” 
And all the young girls in their bloom, 
And the bucks and the boys 
With laughter and noise, 

And the old folk, forgetting their rheum, 
Start right hand— andleft hand— 
And both hands so deft — ^and 
Now back to back, straight as a broom, 
Now curtsey and bow. 

Now separate, now 

Two and two, like the threads of a loom, 
Forgetting your starch 
Bob under the arch 
Of the pretty yoimg bride and her 
groom — 

Then, quick ! down the floor. 

And at it once more, 

Till the candles the daylight illume, 
And the tune *s lost its rhyme, 

But the player thumps time, 

For he knows that to stop means the 
doom 

Of some lass or some lad 
Who hasn’t yet had 
A turn with — ^weli, never mind whom ! 
O lovely and loverly 
Roger de Coverley, 

The dance that is death to all gloom 1 


“ Wm. Trotsky is in a serious condition in a 
hospital and Wni. Scott is hold on remand 
following a fight outside a local hotel . Trotsky 
refused to lend his assailant 50 cents., it is 
claimed. 

Scott, a Gaspe Scotchman spealdug only 
French, says that Trotsky made insulting 
remarks about the Scotch race,” 

Canadian JPapen 

How fortunate for Mr. Teotskt, of 
Moscow, that Mr. Ramsay MacDonald 
is a Lossiemouth Scotsman and not 
one of the Gasp6 breed. 
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THE MAN IN THE MOON- 

XVL — ^The Pyeamid; oe, Why We 

Pay Twelve-and-Sixpence foe cue 

StAIiIiS. 

The Man in the Moon came in in a 
great rage. I bare never seen him so 
much upset. 

“ Good Heavens i ” he cried. ‘‘ Gan 
nothing be done? Listen. I know a man 
who has written a play, and, believing 
in it, I undertook to back it financially 
to a limited extent — a few 
thousand or so — ^tp give it a 
start. And I 've been trying to 
get a theatre for it. But can 
I get a theatre for it ? I can — 
not. You’ve no idea,” he said 
gravely— ‘.‘you’ve no idea what 
theatres cost to-day.” 

“This also is a very old 
story,” I said. “ However, go 
on. " Let *s hear what hap- 
pened.” 

“ I was particularly anxious,” 
he said, “ to take the Euterpe 
Theatre for the summer 
months. It has, I understand, 
a tradition of intelligence and 
culture ” 

“It has,” I said. “At the 
moment a musical piece called 
Skirls is playing there, featur- 
ing the Most Beautiful Woman 
in Bessarabia and a negro 
knudde bone player from New 
Orleans.” 

“But it’s coming off,” lie 
said eagerly. “ And I thought, 

* Now ’s my chance r You see, 

I got a list of the people with 
an interest in the theatre, took 
my top-hat and a cheque-book 
and went to see Mrs. Eother- 
gill. I ’m sorry now I didn’t 
ask your advice. It seems I 
start^ ai the wrong end. 

“MrSy-Epthergill. lives in a 
shabby little fiat on Campden 
Hill. She is quite old, and 
everything suggested that she 
was not well-off — which sur- 
prised me. For Mrs. Pothergill 


“ ‘ I should be very glad to pay you 
that,’ I said innocently. 

“ ‘ Oh, dear,’ laughed the old lady a 
little sadly ; * I ’ve nothing more to do 
with it. You see, I ’ve lefc it. I let it 
for ninety-nine years to Mr. Blumberg 
— at £2,000 a year— that ’s nearly £40 
a week. You ’d better go and see Mr. 
Blumberg. You’llbkehim. He’s a nice 
man. He makes razor-blades, you know.’ 

“ I called on Mr. Blumberg, who was 
expansive. 



“You ’EE IN A DEEADFUD STATE. I SHALL TELEPHONE AT 

ONCE POE De. Fleming/’ ■ • 

“ Well, if you ’be going to do that' you ’d betteb tell 

HIM TO PICK UP CaEEUTHEES JoNES ON THE WAY— HE 'LL 
FIND HIM LYING BY THE SCHOOL-GATE.” 


is the owner of the Euterpe Theatre.” 

“ But you don’t mean to tell me you 
went to the owner of the theatre to get 
a lease?” . , 

he confessed. “My fatal ignor- 
ance. And Mrs. Fothergill soon showed 
me my mistake. 

“ * The theatre? ’ quavered she, ‘ Oh, 
yes, I like ta talk about the Euterpe. 
My husband built it, you know, with 
the money he made from his plays. He 
loved it, and when he died he left it to 
mte.‘ “ Norah,” he said, “ whatever hap- 
pens, our little theatre ought to bring 
you in a steady £1,500 a year. £1,500 
a yearr-^nearly £B0 a week.” ' 


“ ‘ Yes,’ he said, ‘ I don’t doubt we 
could have done business — if you’d 
come, say, seven years earlier, Sir. It ’s 
out of my hands now. I ’ve let the 
theatre for twenty years — ^to a crack- 
brained literary cove called Bathbury. 
You see, it was never more than a hobby 
with me, the theatre. I did pretty well 
in the War, you know. Eazor-blades. 
Perhaps you didn’t realise — ^very few 
people do — ^that during the War there 
were millions of men who were made to 
shave regular every day who ’d never 
been shaved more than once a week 
before, and then by a barber. Grand 
thing, military discipline. Well, then 


came demobilisation and weekly shav- 
ing again, so I cleared out. Wanted 
a hobby, and I had a coup'e of friends 
on the stage, and they had a play they 
wanted to act in. So I took this theatre 
and gave them their chance. Lost 
money too,’ he added gloomily. 

“ * Yes, I soon tired of it. Too much 
worry. All these blithering actors and 
authors and musicians and painters 
buzzing round to get jobs out of you. 
Too. much like work. So I let the 
theatre to this Bathbury — 
£8,000 a year, or £150 a week. 
Sounds a lot, I know, but I 
had to get my money back. 
Good day, Sir.’ 

“ I went to see Mr. Bathbury, 
a dreamy melancholy man. 

“‘No good,’ he said ; * it ’s 
out of my hands. I ’ve let the 
theatre for ten years to Mercy 
Moss. It was a great disap- 
pointment to me. You see, I ’m 
a man of vision — or thought I 
was. And after the War — the 
Dawn of a New World and all 
that — I thou£iht there might 
be a chance for a new sort of 
theatre in tho West; End. I 
started out with the most 
splendid ideas. I was going to 
do every sort of thing — Shake- 
SPEABE and modern plays, 
eighteenth - century revivals, 
comic opera and new kinds of 
revue— all sorts of things which 
a lot of people like but don’t 
get. And I did pretty well. 
Lots of people came, and came 
regularly; but there weren’t 
enough of them. Not enough 
to pay the rent. That was the 
only dif&culty — the rent. I 
lost a lot of money. So I let 
the theatre to Mercy Moss — 
£12,000 a year, or £250 a week. 
It sounds a lot — but I had to 
get my money back,’ he added 
dreamily. 

“I went forthwith to see 
Miss Mercy Moss, the actor- 
manageress. 

“‘-So sorry,’ she said, ‘but the the- 
atre’s let. It ’s let to Jimmy Stickstein 
for five years. You see, for many years 
I had a great success in everything I 
did, and everybody told me- that I liad 
a public of my own and ought to §o 
into management. So I did. I did 
play after play. They were all failures. 
I don’t quite know why. Naturally, 
being in management, I didn’t bother 
much about the play as long as it had 
a good strong part for me, for of course 
my public expect to see me on the 
stage most of the time. And every- 
body was always so nice about me on 
First Nights. But very few people 
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came on the Second Nights. And no- which wouldn’t be the thin end of the 
body came on the Third Nights. And, wedge of nationalisation. Principle, 
the rent being so high, I lost a lot my boy ! ’ The Liberals will say, ' It *s 
of money. So I’ve let the theatre for a scandal, but it’s a dangerous thing 
£16,000 a year, or £300 a week. I had to interfere with the free play of econ- 
to get my money back, you see,’ she omic forces. Principle, my boy 1 ’ The | 


added quaintly. 

“ I called on Jimmy Stickstein. 


Labour Party will say, ‘ It ’s a scandal, 
but we are out for the nationalisation 


‘ Yes, boy/ said he, ‘ Shirts is com- i of la7id. The theatres can wait. Wait I 
ing oH in the Spring, andi 



squeeze me if I can tell you BROADCASTD^ra THE KIGHTINC4ALE. 

why. It ’s a rattling good it is hoped that the song of the nightingale will be made i 
show. There’s the iSlost listeners-in this Spring. 

Beautiful Woman in Bess- 

arabia, there’s Nick the 

Knuckle-bone Player. y- .. ,•> 'i 

there’s three good jokes lV/'l//'- '' ' 

and forty-eight good legs; 
there’s nothing &ramy about 
the show — ^nothing to make 
a fellow think after dinner. 

The w^ords of the songs 
don’t mean anything, and 
as for the tunes there ’s not 
a time in it that when 
you ’ve heard the first two 
bars you can’t guess the 
rest. It’s a real, good, 
popular show, and we’ve 
done pretty well. But it i 
won’t carry £300 a week for 

rent, and that ’s a fact. I’m ^ 

putting on another show in 
the Autumn — 'Betticoats, 

I *m calling it ; and, if you 
want the theatre till then, 
you ’re welcome, my boy — 

£400 a week, £3,0<W down 
in cash, and it ’s youi*s.’ 

“‘But Mrs. Pothergill ^ 
gets £40 a week I ’ I cried. 

‘ The owner ! You can’t seri- 
ously expect to get £400.* 

“‘I may have to ask 
more,’ said Jimmy. ‘ You ’ve 
heard of Wembley, maybe ? 

Yes? Well, don’t forget 
it, my boy — W-E-M — 

Wembley.’ 

“ I gave it up then,” said 
the Man in the Moon. “ It 
seems to me that this is a 
matter which some enlight- 
ened politician ought to . . 

tackle.” Nightingale (proudhj). “I was broadcasted last sight — 

“No e’ood ” I said* “it G 3 ftEAT pun!” 

-j f f ^ ^ otitdone), ”Ah! J*ve been approached by a 

j cioesn t; interesu tnem. Xl it Radio Company to supply the hoots fob a Scottish conceet.” 

was profiteering in the food 

of the people they ’d all be on their till we ’ve nationalised land, my boy. 
hind-legs about it — ^it ’s a good cry ; We ’re out for the big things. Prin- 
but profiteering in the food of the mind ciple, my boy.’ ” 
leaves them cold. Here ’s a particular “ And yet,” said the Man in the 
thing which concerns everybody, which Moon, “I should have thought that 
eveiybodywould like to see settled on its this was one of the little things which “Strike Items. 

merits in a con;^mon-sense way. But if the present Government (or any Gov- ' in the event of a tube strike taking place 
you go to the political parties they’ll emment) might very weU do.” arrangements will be made for Oovemment 

all start talking about their wretched “ Quite so,” I said. “Quite so. What officials to sleep at their offices. 

‘ principles,’ . The Tories will say, ‘ It ’s about a Bent (Theatres) Bestriction Act, But surely there is nothing unusual in 
a scandal, but we can’t do an^hing, . 1924 A, P. H. this? 



The Nightingale (proudhj). “I w'as broadcasted last sight — 
GREAT pun!” 

The Owl {not to be outdone), “Ah! J*ve been approached by a 
Radio Company to supply the hoots fob a Scottish concert.” 


“Strike Items. 

In the event of a tube strike taking place 
arrangements will be made for Oovemment 
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SCRAMBLED EGGS. 

An. Impbession of “ Blinkebs ” at the Savoy. 

(With achiowUdaments to Mr. IS. A. Vacmezl ond 
L. M. Liok.) 

gmmaiis ^txzaxtist: 

Mr. Prospero Glinclxlesome^ o, pa^yey'- 

hmg^. Hi$ ivliishers are white Horace Hoboes. 
Miles Earnest, a nmspaperman (staunch 


hearted) Blemino. 

Miranda, a paperliange7**s grandchild . Bennie E^llt. 
Balph Leafterf a young man . . . Eonaed Simpson. 

Mrs. 3fidlet, Balph’S Awit . , . . . . Maby Jerrold. 

Colonel Lea7wr,M.F.E.,Balplds papa . 0. V. France. 


Act I. 

Scene — A paperhangefs studio somewhere in Bohemia. 

Mr. Pmspero OJiucldesome (at worh). Hang paperhanging ! 
I suppose I must go on with it, but my soul is really in Art. 

Elder Miles Earnest. 

Miles Earnest (standing stiffly to attention). My friend, 
Balph Leaner, says you design most lovely wall-papers. 
May I '^'them? (Sees-one. Starts back in amazement.) 
Why, this is Art ! I shall boom it. I can boom anything. 
I write for'the newspapers. I own The Prattlm\ 

Mr. Prospero Ghuchlesatne. Would you like to see another 
masterpiece?'' 

Miles Earnest. I should. 

' [Mr. Ohucklesome^;?^//^^ aside an easel. Miranda 
is discovered behind it. 

Miranda. -My Man of the Forest ! 

Miles Earnest . ' My Maid of the Moon ! 

Entei' Balph Leaner tvearing field-boots. 

Balph (also standing to attention, hut leaning forward, like 
the Tower of Pisa). Miranda, I have just come to bring you 
your engagement-ring. 

Miles Earnest. What ! You two are engaged ? 

Miranda. Yes. Perhaps — ^perhaps I ought to have told 
you. (Kisses Balph.) But I must go back to my ^vork now. 

Balph. -What work? 

Miranda. Don’t you know ? I ’m a parlouimaid. 

I Balph (almost falling forward on> his face). Where? 

Miranda (with a charming synile). At the house of your 
aunt. 

Bedph '{now at an angle of 45°). My aunt ! (Aliranda 
trips out.) .My parents will never allow us to marry. 

Miles Earnest (who has been getting teyiset' aud tauter every 
mimiM). Yes, they will. I am still your loyal friend. I 
shall put a paragraph in The Prattler to make them think 
Miranda is the daughter of an earl pretending to be a 
parlourmaid for fun. 

Balph. Splendid 1 Once my father has given his consent, 
lie will never take it away. We Leaners are like that. Our 
taJly-ht> is our tally-ho ; our goneaway is our goneaway. 

* ' ' ’ ‘ \Falls oul of the room. Miles Earnest wrestles 
' * with suppressed emotion, hut i^efuees to stand- 
^at^ease. 

(Curtain.) 

Act II. 

Scene. — ^Mrs. Mullet’s drawiyig-room. 

Mrs. Mullet (lookhig, up from ^^The Prattler^'). I 'have a 
suspicion about the new parlourmaid. 

Golgnel Leaner, M.F.K. What, what ? What ’s that ? 
Wh^t, what? \ ^ 

Mullet. I believe she is the granddaughter of an 
something in the paper. Besides, she has a 

f 


Lyra Innocentiian in her room with a coronet on the book- 
plate. 

Golonel Leaner. Lyra-wbat, what ? 1 11 soon find out, 
Bing the bell. (Enter Miranda.) Walk across the room, 
my good girl. (Miranda trips to the door) Ton my word, 
you’re right! A nice little filly, clean in the pasterns! 
Just the little vixen for Balph to marry. 

Balph Leaner (sprinting into the room in tennis costume). 
Father, I am engaged to the parlourmaid ! 

Golonel Leaner. Yoicks forward ! My blessing, my boy. 

[Balph sprints out of the room. 

Enter Miles Earnest ivith Mr. Ohuckiesome. 

Miles Earnest. Mrs. Mullet, I ^vant to introduce my 
friend, Mr. ChucMesome. 

Mrs. Mullet (raising both hands in fluttered delight). The 
Earl! 

ilfr. Gliucklesome (after gazing round and smiling a pawky 
smile). But I ’m not an earl; I’m a paperhanger. 

Colonel Leaner. W-hat, what I Then your granddaughter 
isn't the granddaughter of an earl ? 

Mr. Glmcklesome. Not at all. We Ohucklesomes don’t 
believe in idle leisure. We believe in Work and Art. ' I have 
one or two epigrams to make about that. Let me see 

Golonel Leaner. Get out ! (To his sister) Send that filly 
back to the dealer at once. 

Act III. 


“English or French light Car Wanted in exchange for Ford with 
college education.” — Advt. in Birmingham Paper. 

Oxford, of oourse. 

“Philosophical Institution. — See under « Amusements.’ ” 

Soots Paper. 

Who said the Scots had no sense of humour ? 

With my Uncle at the Barher^s. 

You are normally placid, my dear U oole Ted, 

Yet I’ve known you a good deal serener 
Than when you demanded a wash for your head 
And I hinted a vacuum-cleaner. 


Scene — The Studio Again. 

Mr. ChucMesome {patting Miranda's hand, tvhich does 
not look as if it had been cleaning the silwer). There, there, 
my dear, never mind. We’ll all have tea with some 
scrambled eggs. [Exit to scramble them. 

■' . . Enter Milos Earnest, t&yiser than ever. 

Miranda (tearfully). Has Balph sent any message? 

Miles Earnest (gulping hard and clenching his hands till 
they become guite red). Yes, he did. He said, “ Have faith 
and we will tear our sfeaf out of the sky.” 

Miranda. “Tear our star out of the sky!” What a 
perfectly delightful message 1 [Weeps a little. 

Enter Balph at the double. He halts at th e visual inclination . 

Miranda. Thank you, my darling, for that delightful 
message. “ Tear our ” 

Balph. what? Message? Oh, yes, of course. 
Sent you one by Miles, didn’t I ? Cheerio, and all that 
sort of thing. 

Miranda (gulphig in turn). Cheerio! Cheerio!! 

Balph. Well, I must be going now. So long. See you 
again in a couple of weeks. 

[Exit at the rapid do’uhle. Miranda throivs a 
small object after Mm. 

Miles (in a voice strangled loith emotion). Miranda! 
What is that ? 

Miranda. My engagement-ring. Miles ! ' 

Be-enter Mr. Ohuckiesome with a large tray. 

Mr. Ghucklesovie. The scrambled eggs are quite ready, 
my dears, -- — — Evoe. 




WOMEN AND WATERFOWL 

[With humble apologies to the late 
Mi\ AvsTm Dobson.) 

The ladies of St. James's, 

Though very bright and gay, 

No longer in sedan-chairs 
Go “ swinging to the play ” ; 

But, while they serve as models 
Of Fashion’s endless flux, 

St. James’s real glory 
Is in its birds and ducks. 

The ladies of St. James’s 
Are angular of gait, 

And rigid “ lamp-post outlines ” 
Their figures imitate ; 

But the pigeons, oh ! the pigeons. 
Are plump and graceful too, 

And full of woodland magic 
Is their delicious coo. 

The ladies of St, James’s 
In speech- are loud and free ; 

In moments of expansion 
They loose the frequent D. ; 


But the dabchicks, oh ! the dabchicks, 
No matter how they fuss, 

Abstain from any noises 
Suggestive of a cuss. 

The ladies of St. James’s 
They are so fine and smart ; 

Their marvellous* complexions 
Astound my simple heart ; 

But the pelicans, the pehcans, 

Cause only pleasant thrills : 

Tliey need no rouge or lipstick 
To rubricate their bills. 

The ladies of St. James’s, 

And Phyllida likewise, 

Fill Lady-FBANCES Balfour 
With horrified ’surprise ; 

But the sheldrakes, oh ! the sheldrakes 
With their enchanting clucks 

They merely fascinate one, 

Tliey are suchireal ducks 1 

O Carolus, O CArolus 
(The Second of that name), 

In politics and morals 

You played a shady game ; 


And yet to you, the wildest . 

Of royal rakes and bucks, 
We owe St. James’s parkland, 
Its pelicans and ducks. 


Our Cynical Fress. 

“ Everybody misses opi>ortiT 2 iitios, and it is 
only the man who is fatuous enough not to 
realise this who may hope to succeed,” ' 

Daily JPaper. 

“ Besides school children, motorists arc often 
compelled in springtime to include frogs and 
toads among their objects of compulsory nature- 
study ; because you caunot help noticing some 
of the things which you kill - 

Monthly Jonrnal, 


“Wanted, Marricin Han to undertake the 

duties of Clerk and Verger of Church.” 

Provincial Pajyer, 

And ‘‘joiner ” too ? , 

“ The by-eiection for the County Council 

has resulted as follows ; — 

W. Williams (Socialist) . , . 788 
W, Williams (Socialist) . . . 788.” 

Manchester Paxm\ 

Well, nothing eould be fairer than that. 





WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG 

.. XrS..-rSAND-BET,WBEli-THE-TOES. 

I WENT right down to the shouting sea, 

Taking Chnstopher jdown isrith me, 

For Nurse had given us sixpence each — 

And down we went to the. beach. 

Wa had sand in the eyes and th^ ears and the nose, . 
And sand in 'the hair, and sand between the toes ; 
Whenever a good Nor’-wester blows, 

Christophs is certain of 
Sand-between-the-toes. 

The sea was galloping, grey .and white ; 

Christopher clutched his sixpence tight ; 

We clambered over the humping’sand — 

And Christopher held my hand. 

We had sand in the ©yes and the ears and the nose, 
And sand in the hair, and sand between the toes ; 
Whenev^ a -geedr-Nor’ -wester blows, 

Christopher is certain of ' ‘ ‘ 
Sand-betw^een-the-toes. 

There was a roaring in the sky ; 

The sea-gulls cried as they blew by ; 

We tried to talk, but had to shout — 

Nobody else was out. 

When we got home W'e had sand in the hair. 

In the eyes and the ears and everywhere ; 


Whenever a good Nor’-wester blows, 
Christopher is found with 
Sand-between-the-toes, 

XX.-— Independence. 

I sKVEEHdid^d! never did,-I never dnd like “Now, take care, 
dear 1” ' 

I never did, I never did, I never did want “Hold-my- 
hand;‘” 

I never didj l never did, I never did think much of “Not ux? 
there, dear I 

It ’s no good saying it. They don’t understand. A. A. M. 


Tragedy. 

It depended on him and him alone ; should he fail there 
was no other to take his place. 

Suddenly he felt himself seized round the waist and 
dragged hastily along a roughened, incline* In- the excite- 
ment of the moment he lost his head. * 

His infuriated owner hurled him to the ground and threw’’ 
the empty match-box out of the carriage-window. 

From an athletic sports programme ; — 

“Throwing the Cricket Bat .” — Blwdesian Fwjyer. - 
Our South African visitors should be asked to give an 
exhibition between the innings of the Test Matches. 

“Seven Days in the Lake of Geneva, with Eetum Ticket, £8 8s.” 

Frosjpecttts of (x> Touring Agency, 

But w^ouldn’t so long an immersion damp one’s spirits for 
the homeward journey ? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday y March 2M1 l — ^Tlie Peime 
]y]iNiSTEE was much badgered about 
the alleged intention of the Govern- 
ment to bring in a Miners’ Minimum 
Wage BilL He fenced with the ques- 
tion for a time, but at last admitted 
that “ we have given a conditional 
pledge.” “To whom?” asked Mr. 
Oemsby-Gobb, scenting an improper 
bargain with the miners. “ To this 
House,” was the unexpected reply. 

LIi’. MacDonald is not always quite 
so fortunate in his 7ipostes, Last Friday, 
in regard to the complaint that a “ Free 
Trade exhibit” had been admitted to 
the Imperial Industries Exhibition, he 
tickled the House by the revelation 
that the crime, if any, had been com- 
mitted, not by the Government, but by 
that impeccable Conseiwative, Lord 
Derby. This afternoon he had to con- 
fess that he had been misinformed and 
that his Lordship had nothing what- 
ever to do with it. 

Ever since the War the Parlia- 
mentary inquisitors have displayed con- 
stant curiosity regarding the subsidy 
of fifty thousand pounds paid to an Arab 
potentate, Jbn Saud; and the House 
has been given to understand that it 
was granted on the principle of giving 
on organ-grinder a penny to play in the 
next street. It seems that Ibn Saud 
has now received his final payment ; : 
and one wonders how long it will be i 
before he again disturbs the harmony i 
of Iraq. 

The Performing Animals 
Bill was read a first time. 

Despite the fact that it was in- 
troduced by General Cockerill 
and supported by Sir Sydney 
Henn, it is expected to take a 
lot of hatching. 

In olden days the debate on 
the Army Estimates used to 
be confined to the experts. So 
it is still, but with the differ- 
ence that since 1914 the ex- 
perts (in their own opinion) 
have multiplied exceedingly. 
Fortunately for the War Sec- 
retary, their criticisms were 
as various as they were volu- 
ble. Major G. Davies, for ex- 
ample, attributed the shortage 
of officers to the “ mechanical- 
isation” of the Army. “A 
horse, a horse,” is apparently 
the cry of the youthful cadet, 
who finds the Tank a very poor 
substitute. Mr. Becker, on 
the other hand, did not think 
cavalrywere of theslightesfuse, 
except for guarding Whitehall. 

’ Tuesday, March 25tlu — Lord 
Banbury must be, I fear, leather 


disappointed with the House of Lords. 
“ In another place ” his Bill to exempt 
dogs from vivisection obtained several 
times a Second reading. Naturally he 
expected that in the Upper Chamber, 
with its sporting traditions, it would be 
at least as successful. But, with the 



“mLE IT HATCH?” 

[The Performing Animals Bill was intro- 
duced by Brigadier-General CocKEBmL, sup- 
ported by Sir Sydney Henn.] 

exception of Lord Lambourne, he did 
not find a single supporter. 

It was not, I think, to the eloquence 
or even the humour of Lord Knutseord, 
who moved the rejection, that this 
result was due, but rather to the fact 
that a scientific inquiry is now being 
made into the causes of distemper. 
Without experiments on dogs that in- 


quiry must be abortive, and therefore 
it is in the interests of “ the friend of 
man ” himself that they should be con- 
tinued. That was the argument of Lord 
Mildmay, who declared that if dogs 
could speak — “and as we dog-lovers 
know, some of them do very nearly 
speak ’’—they would agree with him. 

Mr. Walsh announced that the War 
Office exhibit at Wembley would illus- 
trate the history of the British Ai'my 
for eight hundred years “by models, 
panoramic displays, relics and other 
means.” Intending visitors must not 
be misled by the word “relics” into 
imagining that the senior officials will 
be on view. 

Yet another injustice to Irelamdt It 
seems that, if a musical instrument is 
sent from the Irish Free State for repair 
in Great Britain, a deposit of 33J per 
cent, of its value is exacted by the 
brutal British Customs. Imagine the 
disgust of the Minstrel Boy desirous, 
now that the Treaty is passed, of 
making good the damage done to his 
property on the occasion when he “tore 
its strings asunder ” on being confronted 
with this sordid demand. It suggests 
a picture for the Eoyal Hibernian 
Academy, “ The Harp and the Har- 
pies.” 

At last the Speaker’s patient efforts 
to induce Members to limit their “ Sup- 
plementaries ” have been rewarded. No 
fewer than 107 Questions were called 
to-day, and cheers were given when the 
“ century ” was passed. 

The demonstrations that 
greeted the arrival of Mr. 
Nicholson were rather louder 
than usual — a tribute which 
the new Member for the Abbey- 
division owed less, perhaps, to 
his own modest personality 
than to the fact that he now 
shares with Sir W. Joynson- 
Hicks, Mr. Pethick - Law- 
rence and others the distinc- 
tion of being “the man who 
beat Churchill.” 

Mr. Briant’s Bill to enable 
Peeresses in their own right 
to sit and vote in the House of 
Lords furnished a lively inter- 
lude. Mr. Jack J ones, who op- 
posed it, was in his best form, 
and brought down the House 
with his description of a cer- 
tain statesman as “ the wizard 
of Wales and the blizzard of 
Britain.” There was further 
laughter when he named “ Mr. 
Scrimmajower ” as his co- 
teller, for it is notorious that 
on another great question of 
the day he and Mr. Scrym- 
GEOUR do not see eye to eye, or 
shall I say, “glass ‘to glass”? 



TWO OLD MASTERS AND A NEW ONE. 

A Wab Oefice Exhibit. 

Duke of Marlborough. Duke of Wellington. 
Mr. Stephen Walsh. 
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In a further debate on Singapore Sir businesses in the country.’* Mr. Shaw At that moment the country, or at 
Egbert Hobne eloquently restated the evidently assumed that his questioner any rate the population of tlie Home 
arguments for bringing tiie naval base only wanted, as the comedians say, to Counties, was less concerned with the 
there up to date, and added the incon- “get a laugh.” But it seems that travelling facilities of M.P.s than with 
testable fact that “ Japan is just as near the portly Member for West Ham its own. To an inquiry as to wdiat* 
to Singapore as Singapore is to Japan,” really believes that the attendants are steps the Government were taking to 
CommanderFiiETCHER,aftersayingtbat underpaid. I fancy that the shampooer minimise the hardships to the workers 
“ if Singapore w'ent Hong Kong would has been pulling his leg, and that, caused by the tram and bus strike, Mr, 
go, and then everything 'would go,” MacDois:.\xd oracularly replied, “ The 


nevertheless announced bis intention of 
voting for the Ministerial policy, and, 
as most of the Liberals present took the 
same course, the Government secured a 
majoiity of 76. Mr. Lloyd George 
preseiTed a discreet silence. 

Weclnmday, Mcirch .QOtJi . — From Lord 
EM3troTT*s speech this afternoon it is 
plain that there are few' things about 
Eussia that he does not know'. But one 
of them is why Mr. Macdonald ac- 
corded unconditional recognition to the 
Soviet Government. His generous ges- 
ture had, in Lord Emmott’s opinion, 
been wasted. Eussia was again in the 
hands of the extremists, W'ho, to judge 
by their speeches, had no intention of 
recognising Bussia’s pre-war debts or 
of restoring the confiscated property of 



THE WELSH BABBIT'. 

‘ Bleu Babbit, he ljly low." 


MacDon.\xd oracularly replied, “ The 
law has provided for certain things to 
be done, and we are doingthesc things.” 

Nor when Mr. Bbidgemian, later on, 
deplored the fact that the Labour Gov- 
ernment seemed no more able than 
its predecessors to prevent Labour dis- 
putes, were the Ministerial replies much 
more definite. Mr. Shaw hoped that 
both sides would realise that “the 
country was greater than any side,” 
and begged the House not to get “rat- 
tled ” ; while Mr. Clynes again put for- 
'ward the rather hackneyed excuse that 
the Government had inherited these I 
troubles from their predecessors. He ! 
was full of sympathy for the strikers, ! 
and had no word of criticism of them ! 
for refusing to admit their demand (so | 
far as it had not then been conceded) to I 


British citizens or of dropping the prq- ailow'ing for tips, he is by no means arbitration. Nevertheless he claimed 
paganda which is stirring up disaflee* the real poor. that no Government could have done 

tion in various parts of the Empire. The Pebie Ministee stated that first- more to safeguard public interests. I 

Poor Lord PAEirooE had very little class railway -passes for M.P.s would don’t Imow. Could they not have given 
to say in reply, except that he still cost the country seventy thousand Mr. Bevin a Colonial Governorship ? 
thought that’ recognition was wise, pounds, and third-class some twenty Thursday, March 27tK — Agriculture 

Lord CuBZON said he had never heard thousand pounds less. He added that is a depressing topic, and sixty years 
“ an emptier speech,” and proceeded to the question was one for the House to in Parliament might be expected to 
rub in all Lord Emmott’s points, with decide, and when asked if the eoun- abate any man’s spirit, but despite 
a few’ more of his own. Ck)nsidering tiy should not be consulted in the these drawbacks Lord Llncolnshiee 
that the Anglo-Eussian Conference was matter, replied that for this purpose was quite lively in urging upon the 
to meet next week, he thought it amaz- he assumed that the House and the Government the claims of the labourer 
ing that the Lord President, w'ho country were one. upon the land. He was backed up by 

had a room at thePoreien OfSce, Lord Bledisloe, and received a 


had a room at the Foreign OfSce, 
did not yet know what subjects 
were to be discussed. The Lord 
I Chancellor, coming to the assist- 
ance of his hard-pressed col- 
league, began with a little dig at 
Lord CuBZON and his' failure to 
effect a settlement with Eussia 
during his long tenure of the 
Foreign Secretaryship. He him- 
self was not afraid of Soviet pro- 
paganda in this country ; he did 
not mind being called a bour- 
geois official by the Bolshevik 
organ ; and even though M, Ea- ' 
EOWSKY, the head of the Soviet 
delegation, was “ a man of ability 
and very pleasant manners,” did 
Lord OuEZON (he asked) think 
that the Government could not . 
take care of themselves ? Lord 
Curzon did not reply. Perhaps 
he too desired to earn a reputa- 
tion for “very pleasant manners.” 

Mr. W. Thorne asked the Min- 
ister op Labour if he knew that 
; 'Turkish' baths industry was “ ^ 
“one of the greatest sweating 





“THEY QUITE FOBGOT THEIB QUAEBEL.’* 
Mr." Jack Jones and Mr. Scrymgeour. 


sj^mpatheticreplyfromLord Par- 
moor, who promised that a Bill 
re-establishing a Wages Board 
should be introduced before Eas- 
ter. . He thought that the de- 
pression in agriculture had been 
exaggerated, and mentioned that 
of eighteen thousand small- 
holders settled on the land since 
the War a very small-percentage 
had gone to the wall. 

The discussion in the Com- 
mons on the foreign situation 
must have reminded old Parlia- 
mentarians of Irish debates be- 
fore the War. The late Mr. J ohn 
Eedmond would lead off with a 
conciliatory statement of the 
Nationalist claim, and would be 
answered by the Chibp Secre- 
tary in similar vein. But then 
up would get Mr. Dillon, who, 
after a mild exordium, would 
gradually work himself into a pas- 
sion — the sound of his own voice 
acting as an irritant — ^and, recall- 
ing all the unhappy far-off inci- 
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I dents of Anglo-Irish history, would put 
i all the fat back into the fire. 

So it was this afternoon. Mr, As- 
QXJiTH was as mild as milk in putting 
his questions to the Prime Minister 
regarding recent events in the Ruhr and 
the EhineLnd, and drev/ from Mr. 
MacDonald a reply which, if a little 
vague, diJ not appear to be provocative. 
It contained, however, a passage in- 
dicating that an Anglo-Prench pact 
would be useless to Prance unless fol- 
lowed up by a military agreement ; and 
this seemed to touch Mr, Lloyd Geoeoe 
upon a raw spot. Suddenly abandoning 
the Brer Babbit attitude of lying low 
and sayingnothingthat he has observed 
during most of the Session, he jumped 
up and in his most sarcastic manner 
criticised the haziness of the Govern- 
ment's foreign poHey, winding up with 
a demand for a clearer definition. The 
French,” he said, “ are entitled to know i 
what we mean ; the British people are 
entitled to know what we mean ; and 1 
should not be a bit surprised if the 
PsDffE Minister would not like to 
know himself what he means.” 

Later speakers, both Unionist and 
Labour, appeared to think that Mr. 
Lloyd George had not been quite fair 
in delivering his attack on a day when 
Mr. MacDonald was engaged in efforts 
to settle the transport dispute. But 
the Prime Minister himself, though 
obviously nettled, contented himself 
with the remark that his opponent had 
seized his opportunity with his usual 
whole - heaited disregard of circum- 
stances.” Brer Babbit, I imagine, will 
now return to his briar -patch and 
silence. 

JACK THE JESTEB. 

With a gift for repartee 
That is witty, bold and free, 

And more often leads to glee 
Than to groans, 

'Tis a pity, when you grouse, 

That you lose your native nous 
And exasperate the House, 

Jack Jones. 

Recollect that maxim old, 

Speech is silver, silence gold,” 

For your speech is uncontrolled 
In its tones ; 

And you 'd gather more renown 
(Though you sit for Silvertown) 

If you 'd sometimes damp it dov/n, 
Jack Jones. 


From an article entitled The Men 
Behind the Oar ” : — 

** It is p<^sibty a little difficult for the average 
motorist to realise the enormity of producing 
over 750 cars a week ,’’ — Motoring Pap&\ 

But the average pedestrian — ^the man 
in front of the car — can realise it quite 
easily. 



“Cook, uon’i you know ihat if you 

LOSE ITS COLOUB?” 

“So FOIKS ’AVE told ME, MuM J BUT \ 
NEVER WAS SUPERSTITIOUS.” 


Cautious Tipster. 

“ To Beat the Book. 

UNOEBTAIN 
ill the 4.10 

From a recent novel : — 

“The girl’s eyes shone with a fierce anger, 
and then, without a word, walked away.'” 
Evidently cross eyes. ■ - . • 

“Architect’s Boy Wanted ; useful any capa- 
city ; treated as pupil and possibly articles 
given ; should want to draw, but must write 
well, play ’cello or bassoon ; preference given 
to ex-dnver B.H. A. ; 2s. fid. per week first six 
months.” — AM. in Dwily Bagger.. 

The correspondent who forwards the 
above wants to know, before applying, 
whether he will be allowed to bath the 
baby in his spare time. 


“ Special Offer ! — lib. tins Herrings in 
Tomato Souce, 7Jd. per ton.” 

Advt. in Local Paper. 

It does not say if they are post-free, or 
we would order a hundredweight. 

V Mr. Bamsay hlacDonald always gets up 
before 7 a.m. and usually works for an hour 
before breakfast at 8 p.m.”— fif-wnda?/ Pa%er. 
Lite the gentleman in The Smting of 
the.Snark, we suppose, he “dines on 
the following day.” 


“‘I am beginning to doubt whether bad 
language is a nuisance in Cemberwell . Ever 
body uses it.* — Judge Parry at Lambeth 
County ^Daily Payei\ 

Certainly this Cemberwell” habit is 
easy to acquire. , So,, apparently, is the 
local accent. 
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niADv r\tr a a mir- Bight HonouKible, same as the othersl dear friend’'; or in a commonsensical 

DIARY OF A mONDAiNE. There’s Bob Jiffs, who used to work in way : “Now, my dear Chatterton, I’m 
2[ay fair Mansioiis, the same mine as me, 'e ’s got a port- going to take advantage of the date/' 
Sarah Delamont's got her ambition* folio as Minister for Extraordinary etc., etc., when he said, “What’s the 
She’s a Parly-girl, as Pixie Dashmore Affairs, and I ain't got one! See here, punishment for having six wives, Sylvia? 
calls the women M.P.s. She just scraped I mean to 'ave one, and an ’an’ some Is it hanging or chokey or the dole?’’ 
in at a potty little by-election by promis- one too, if I buy it out o’ me own “Howd’you — whyd’you — ^what d’you 
ing the poor deluded clears a new heaven pocket 1” ^ mean ? ” I gasped. “ Simply that I’ve 

and a new eai-th. Directly she took A Leap-Year Breach of Promise case, had six offers this evenin’ and accepted 
her place in the House she set to work the Land’s-End girl against Teddy ’em all.” 

to catch the Speaker’s eye. The dear Despard, was quite a good little show And so my little Leap-Day romance 
unfortunate man has my deepest sym- for us last week. The offer was made went phut ! 

pathy. He did aU he could to save his at that Leap-Day dance in the ball- To return to the breach of promise ; 
poor eye from Sarah, but she was out room at the Just-so, given by some of ease that rose out of that dance. The i 
to catch it — and she caught it ! I us who thought of making a first or a plaintiff’s (Bobo Pendragon) counsel ' 

^ I was in the Gallery first ~ j was the most fascinating E.C. I 


I was in the Gallery first 
time she spoke. She’d been 
combing the dailies and week- 
lies for something to ask a 
question about, and she rose 
(in a last year’s coat and skirt 
4ind a no year’s hat) to ask if 
there was any truth in the re- 
j>ort that concert parties were 
to be engaged to Uven up the 
British Museum and that a 
project was on foot for turning 
Westminster Abbey into a 
Palais de Danse? She was 
told “the question did not 
arise,” or something of that 
kind, but she kept on talking 
till at last she was coughed 
down. 

Scab’s a lucky, woman in 
having such a husband as Wil- 
loughby Delamont, running 
their home d merveille while 
Sar^ ’s out setting the world 
to rights, and satisfying his 
ambition by eoflecting coins 
and stamps, on which he’s 
quite an authority and has 
written monographs — what- 
ever those are. Sarah says 
he’s a “dear good little soul, 
thoroughly domesticated and 
rather clever in his way.” But, 
for all his domesticity and 
his stamp and coin collecting, « 




The AncUoiieer {after two air shots) ^ **Now rHE27, jdadies 

AXB GEHTLESnSSr-— POR THE SHIRD A2TD BAST TIKE I ” 


at the Bar, and Teddy Despard 
was defended by a perfectly 
sweet banistress, who looked 
’nqrmously chic in her wig and 
gown. The court was simply 
packed, and it was as good as 
a revue! The K,C. said his I 
case was that at a certain so- 
styled Leap-Day dance, given 
by a number of single and > 
widowed ladies prominent in ' 
Society, his client, the I^dy 
Boadicea Lyonesse Pendragon, 
availing herself of the privilege 
of the day, made a formal offer 
of marriage to the Hon. Eay- 
mond Charlemagne Despard, 
and was formally accepted. He 
said he had no letters to put in, 
but would caU witnesses who 
had heard the offer and its ac- 
ceptance. The next item on 
the programme was “Call Lady 
Dashmore,” and our dear Pixie 
stepped into the box, a monocle 
in her eye and in her mouth a 
cigar (which the Judge indig- 
nantly ordered to be taken 
away from her). She said that, 
though not To Let nor Eor Sale 
herself, she had been at the 
Leap-Day dance in question 
and had heard Bobo’s offer and 
Teddy’s acceptance. “ Mean- 


^ ^ , Teddy's acceptance. “ Mean- 

he I qmte able to take a rise out second matrimonial venture. It stiff ing, ’’interrupted the Judge sternly/* that 
01 barali. bomeone said to him at mves me a twinge to think t 


o ^'7 “ ’D r uragon maxe an ouer 01 mamage Which 

mg—I may say it to myself~and my was accepted by the Hon. Eaymond 
‘Oh, it s a camlal idea/ be sn.id rmnd litf.la nAKnia rw i tn 


aU iier Ulton away from home. Poor cinq am ce soir ’’—and I ’d decided to “ Me, I think life ’s too short for such 

take ^vantage of the date in favour of names as theirs 1” “Tellthe jury what 
dear Chatterton Spames. He’s a wee you heard, Lady Dashmore.’’^e was 
Stt? • 1 - 4 . but no one would have told. Shetumedtothemwithher 

ffood little thought it that night; he’s a dear, saucy smile; “ I was biffin’ along with 

good httle story to-daj. The head of hvely, amusing creature and— oh. well, my dancing man, gentlemen & the 

the Things-m-Gencra.1 Office is what 1 thought it quite a good little idea. So jury ” « What does she mean by 

they <^11 a Minister w^hout a portfoho, after we’d danced the Blues and were ‘ bifcng along with her dandng^S’?” 

Sarv MflTk ^tting out I was considering whether again Interrupted the Judge^“ ^y 

becretarj, Mi. J^kPottei, learned this, I should starf: m a comic vem; “This is Dashmore means that she wis -nflaainc 
.^tehegantofly inWh^ehaU. Day Chatty; s’pose we take a w£ h^p^er,” 

sentimental Pixie went on: “I Sw the plSff 
P m m the Cabinet, am 1. 1 . I m a style : “ It s a lonely thing to be alone, and defendant in a sittin’-ont nook; 
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Bobo’s arm was round Teddy’s neck, 
and I heard her say, ^ You know what 
day and year it is, don’t you, cuddly 
boy ? Well, will you take me ? ’ and 
Teddy answered, 'Good oh! Let’s 
barge along, sweet tiling. ’ ” 

" And I maintain,” said Bobo’s K.C., 

" that that is a formal offer of maniage, 
inmodemlanguage,andaformal accept- 
ance of the same.” Then came Teddy’s 
nice young barristress. She said her 
client’s defence was that he understood 
that when plaintiff said, Will you take 
me? ” she merely meant, “ 'Will you take 
me to the supper-room?” and not on 
the longer journey ''Till divorce us do 
part.” Defendant attached no serious 
meaning to the prefatory" question, " You 
know what day and year it is, don’t you, 
cuddly boy?” “What does 'cuddly 
boy' mean? ” asked the judge sternly, 
looking up from his notes. “ My lord,” 
said the nice young barristress", “ it is 
the way the modern young woman 
describes a pleasant likeable young 
man.” She had another point to urge 
in her client's favour, supposing the juiy^ 
disregarded thefirst. Defendant waspre- • 
pared to swear that when the so-called 
offer was made it was past midnight, 
and therefore no longer Leap-Day, but 
the First of March, and any ofter or sup- 
posed acceptance would lie inopemtive. 

Well, the barristress lost Teddy's ease, 
but almost it was a victory, for the plain- 
tiff got only one farthing damages. Bobo 
stood up in court, thanked the jury for 
their finding, and said they’d valued 
defendant at exactly his proper worth 1 
The latest development is that Bobo ’s 
engaged lo her E.G. and Teddy tohis bar- 
ristress! — 

THE NEW OXFORD MANNER. 

[The prizemnuer in a ballot recently initi- 
ated by The Ms, the Oxford undergraduates’ 
journal, was offered either £2 2s. or a v^oman 
student to tea every Sunday for the rest of the 
term. He chose iho money, saying, “The 
dollars every time. I really could not stand 
a dowdy beside her chaperon,” In reply 
“ Two Women Students'’ of Somerville Ool- T 
Isge deal faithfully with their traducor in a 
later number of The Isis. Inter alia they 
observe that “ they come to Oxford not to T 
please under^duates, nor to have a good time, 
nor to dress in order to capture free lunches, 
but to work. We also think that the young ^ 
Apollos (in their own conceit) who criticise 
her would do well to consider ^Yhether they are q 
themselves perfect. On looking round alecture- ^ 
room the women may be unattractive, but at 
least they are clean. The men are neither C 
clean nor attractive. Grey ffannel trousers 
bagging at the knee.do not seem to us the acme -p 
of smartness or good style, nor blazers worn ^ 
with plus fours, nor crude ties mth faded 
tweed coats. . . . We suggest that the under- T 
graduate is badly dressed, and that his know- 
ledge of personal hygiene is of the scantiest. 

We should also like the subject of our imper- T 
fections to be gi^ii a rest.”] 

The Oxford manner, when one goes T 
A generation back, connoted 









A somewhat supercilious pose, 

And in that sense was freely quoted ; 
But now, when womenfolk invade 
The haunts of academic learning, 

The phrase, demoded and decayed, 

A fresh significance is earning. 

Snell is tlie notion that one gets 
From the acute retaliation 
Of two fierce undergraduettes 
On recent male vituperation. 
Eesenting the reproaches flung 
Upon their tribe as dreary dowdies, j 
They sling them back with fiery tongue 
Upon the breed of ill-dressed rowdies. 

These youths know less of hygiene 
Than neo-Georgians of Sokdello; 
They ’re unattractive and unclean ; 

They dress in woollies mustard-yellow. 


In flannels bagging at the knee, 

In faded tweeds and garish blazers, 
With chins, as any eye can see, 

Too often innocent of razors. 

Strange that the advent of the fair, 
Athirst for academic laurels, 

Should taint the dreaming city’s air 
With angry and unseemly quarrels ; 
But Pwich, Chief Justice of the Court 
Where chivaky ne’er goes unlieeded, 
Decides that Somerville’s retort, 
Though scarifying, was well needed. 

‘‘HOUSES TO FOLLOW 
BOXING UEPOUTS/’ 

Booming Fa^cr Foster, 

.So now we. know why Oarpentier is 
becoming self-conseious; 
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THE DUBIOUS BACHELOR. 

A Eatiieh Sab Statistical Song. 

I WILL not live another year 
A sad and solitary he 1 
I long to call some damsel dear, 

But, goodness, ^Yllich is it to he ? 
Such cluu'ixiers everywhere I find, 
Delicious, beautiful and kind. 

But I can not make up my mind — 
For there are eiglifecn railUon women 
in England and Wales and one of 
these presuinahhjy my sovUmaie. 

But I am dismal after dark : 

It is a dismal thing to sit 
And think of many a good remark 
With no one there to laugh at it : 
The flat is full of ticking clocks, - 
The veiy mouse comes out and mocks, 
And no one seems to mend my socks, 
Though there are eighteen million 
women in England and Wales, and 
one of these iSipresumably, 7n ij soul - ' 
mate. 

/Then I wiU take my Phyllis out, 

And we will dance till three or four, 
'or Phyllis likes me, not a doubt, 

And I like Phyllis more and more, 
r she is sweet and she is gay, 

""Ji she has nothing much to 

V, 

e would suit me, in a way, 

. there are eighteen million uomen 
•in England and Wdles^ and one of 
these iSjjyresiimahly^ my soul-mate. 

And when I gaze in Mary’s eyes 
Poor Phyllis seems a little thing, 

For Maiy is so %"ery wise 
And she can play and she can sing ; 
But, dear, oh dear, she cannbt smile, " 
And she is not at all my style, 

And I am thinking all the while 
' That there are eighteen million women \ 
in England and WaUs\ and one of 
these is, presumably, my soul-mate. 

■ Then there is Miss Camelia Mole, 

And I have asked her once or 
twice, 

But she is like the Arctic Pole, 

Though she is uniformly nice. 

And she is fond, and so am I, 

But if I ask until I die 
I know that she will still reply 
That there are seventeen million men 
in England and Wales, and one of 
these is, presumably, her soul-mate. 

Ah me ! But come, 1 11 not despair ; 

By April — well, at least by May, 

1 11 marry somebody, I swear, 

And wo 11 be happy, I dare say ; 

For Phyllis is a little pet, 

And Mary may amuse me yet, ■ 

And 1 11 endeavour to forget 
T'hat there are eighteen 77iilUo7i women 
in England and WaUs, and one of 
these is, presumably, my smil-rmte. 


Yet oft, how often, in the street. 

Or riding on the District line, 

I see a maid so rare and sweet 
I hiow that she was meant for mine. 
She loiow’s it not. She leaves the train, 
I never see her face again. 

Why should I? Well, I don’t com- 
plain — 

But there are eighteen million women 
in England mid Wales, and one of 
these is, presumably, my soul-mate. 

Ah, PhyUis, wiien you name the day, 
Or Maiy dear (whichever it be), 

To some lone island let ’s away 
Where tliere is not another she; 

That I may never, never view 
A girl more glorious than you, 

For I w'ill jiromise to be true — 

But all the same there are eighteen 
million tvomen 'in Englaml and 
WaUs, and one of these is, pre- 
sinnahhj, my soid-onate. A. P. H. 


THE TWINS. 

^‘Wr are all so unhappy,” said the 
letter. ^‘Poor Jack’s broken his leg. 
He won’t be out and about again for a 
long while. Do come and cheer us up.” 

I went, of course, and heard the 
whole stoiy. Lucky the bus strike “was 
on! 

I saw Jack first. He was looking 
exceedingly sorry for himself but rather 
liking his place in the limelight. A 
gentle illness now and then, when one 
is not mipopular in the house, can be 
very gratifying,. and it’s cheaper than 
a formal rest-cure. Sympathy before 
routine. Friends : not nurses. 

Looking at Jack stretched out lux- 
uriously with an espression in his eye 
compounded of seK-pity and self-satis- 
foction, I felt that I could sustain — 
that is the word, I believe — a broken 
leg myself now and again and be aU the 
better for it. 

In the library, over our tea, Margaret 
told me all about the accident. 

It seems that the two children — ^they 
are twins, but not a bit alike — ^had had 
an unexpected windfall. Uncle Jim, back 
from India, had blown in to lunch and 
had .presented his nieces with a ton- 
shilling note apiece. Uncles apparently, 
base as the world has grown, still oc- 
casionally do things like this. Good. 
Let the gods stand up for uncles ! The 
consequence w'as that no sooner was 
lunch over — ^in fact, before it was over 
for careful adult eaters and drinkers — 
the twins were off on a shopping expe- 
dition, and of course Jack went too. 

Youknowhowfondhe isof going out 
with the children ? ” Margaret added. 

Of course,” I said. “ Why not ? I 
should like to go out with them myself.’- 

“ Yes,” sighed their mother ; “ but 
you don’t know how wilful they are ” 


Don’t know? Of course I know, 
» Wilfulness is the order of the day. But 
what a change 1 Looking back on my 
own childhood I can remember almost 
no occasion on wdiich I was wilful — 
mean detrimentally, Theie was no 
chance ; wo weren’t allowed to be. My 
vision of my own childhood is as of k 
long, straight and tidy avenue, with, on 
each side, grass which it was our duty 
to keep off, and which we kept off. But 
now the only thing that the young keep 
off is the path itself. And wlien they 
are a little older — just in the tvrenties 
— and tliey have their lip-sticks and 
their cigarette-cases, you might as well 
try to control the movements of a 
blizzard. 

“ Well,” said Margaret, ** when they 
got to Eegent Street they seem each to 
have set up independence in an acute 
form, so that, instead of doing their 
shopping together, they separated, and 
one went into a shop on one side of the 
street and the otlier into a shoj) on the 
other. I blame their uncle intensely.” 

I made a sound that meant “ Oh, 
rubbish ! ” 

“Yes, I dp,” Mi\rgaret continued 
I hotly, “ When he gave them the notes 
be made the foolish stipulation tl^at 
they should spend them at once. ‘ No 
nonsense about money-boxes,’ he said.” 
“ Quite right,” said 1. 

“Not at aU, not at aH,” said Margaret. 
“Quite wrong. Uncles can be very 
dangerous and disturbing. The girls’ 
heads were completely tmned. And as 
for poor Jack— you see he was dis- 
tracted. He adores them both, and he 
felt it his duty to be with both ; he was 
responsible for them. But fiow can 
anyone be with two wilful girls at the 
same moment when one is on one side 
of Eegent Street and. one is on the 
other ? It isn’t possible,” 

“No,” lagreed after sufficient thought ; 
“it isn’t possible.” 

“ And that’s how the accident hap- 
pened,” said Margaret. “ The poor old 
darling kept rushing from one side of 
the street to the other, trying to have 
his eye on both, and a taxi came along 
and knocked him over and broke his 
leg. If there hadn’t been a bus strike 
he ’d have been killed for a certainty.” 

“Good old Jack!” said L “How 
splendid of him!” 

“ Yes,” said Margaret; ** and there are 
people who say that coIHes aren’t trust- 
worthy!” E. V. L. 

“Life and Love in New Land. 

A party of fifty domestic servants left 
Liverpool to-day for Canada. Several of them 
are going out to be married, having secured 
one of Canada’s large number of bachelors.” 

Liverpool Paper, 

Has Mormpnism spread to the Do- I 
minion ? ' \ 
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AT THE PLAY. 

‘SSt. Joak'* (New Thbatee). 
BEt^^:AED Shaw bombards liis 
audience at the New Theatre for thi'ee 
hours and three-quarters with laughter 
and tears; and so surely as he sends 
them reeling with a buffet of audacious 
burlesque, so sm*ely he crashes them 
to their knees again with a passage of 
shining splendour. By a phrase he 
switches an archbishop from a Pooh- 
buh to a dignified prelate, a soldier from 
a poetaster to a general, a peasant-girl 
from a hoyden to a saint. Truly this is 
an amazing play. It is as remarkable 
too for theShavianisms which 3i[r. Shaw 
has permiited himself to exclude as for 
those wiiieh lie has put in. 

One is not- siiiprised that he has fallen 
prostrate before the ISIaid. His ideal 
heroine yesterday was a female vortex of 
10,000 A.D. ; to-day she is a country girl 
from mediaivai Lorraine. But Joan op 
Arc has for many years been irresistible 
to literaiy minds, Mark Twain, Mrs. 
OniPHANT, Andrew HiNG, M. Anatole 
France (perhaps Toltaire was the last 
of her mockers), and now’-Mr. Bernard 
Shaw. One is not surprised, I say, by 
this adoration. But one was not pre- 
pared for a sympathetic consideration 
of the attitude of the mediae\'al Chiu*ch 
and the Holy Office tovrards Joan, for 
the earnest and stately bigotry of Mr. 
Eugene L'exelt^s BisJioj) of Beauvai,^ or 
the silver-haired sweetness of Mr. 0. B. 
Cn.iRENCE's InquisHor, at a Court of 
Inquiry which in the imagination of 
most of us flatters by comparison 
the Eoman administration of Judaea 
under Herod the Tetrarch and Pontiu^s 
Pilate, One camiot help wondering, 
I think, whether the drama gains more 
than it loses by this conscientious effort 
to make a light reading of history. We 
are left with the suave and genial Earl 
of Wanoichy an admirable mediaeval 
aristocrat in Mr. B. Lyall Swete’s 
rendering, as the sole villain of the piece ; 
since even Mr. Oasson, the Chaplain de 
Stogimihm\ in bis horror of the actual 
execution, repents from his bitter hatred 
of Joan, (Are we doomed to a long 
course of executions, I wonder ? There 
was something very suggestive of Bagh- 
dad about the half-naked figure of the 
ofMaiien , who found Joan's heart 
impossible to burn.) All the villainy, in 
fact, was English , and%Ye were not spared 
some of those pointed digs at English 
imperialism and Engiisl^ religion which 
so delight an English' auffience aiid 
were even introduced into the Shavian 
** Julius G<Bsd7\"* 

There is usually a General Bernard 
Shaw in those of Mr. Bernard Shaw’s 
plays which deal with military affaires, 
of rather irritating sanity 


was played by Mr. Eobert Horton as 
the Bastard of Orleans: doubtless in 
truth a very capable General, but so 
dear to the author that he must needs 
delight equally in poetiw, in kingfishers, 
in the goodness of Joan and in sound 
theories as to the use of artillery. 



JOAN VEEY BAHK. 

- ' AIiss Sybil Thorndike. 

,.Witlu the Dauphin Mr. Bernard 
Shaw lets himself go. He is a figure 
of farce, with a moment of pathos here 
and there. He is Mr. Ernest Thesiger. 
He is, or looked with a large giey beaver 
on his head as he first appeared, like 
the Mad Hatter, Later on he is like 



BOBES ET MODES. SPRING 1429. 

Archhislio]i) of Bkeims . Robert Cunning- 
ham. 

TJie Dan^jhm .... Ernest Thesiger. 

the EX- Crown Prince op Germany. 
That is not his character, of course. He 
hates fuss and does not want to reign. 
He is screwed up to action by Joan, 
who persistently calls him Charlie,” 
as she' calls Drniois “ Jack.” But he 
finds her a nuisance in the end. 


Joan annoyed me terribly when she 
first came on, for I had expected a 
rustic gaiicherie, and I found something 
more like tlie manners of a mill-giii of 
a Northern town. (Is that part of the 
Horni^lan tradition?) Afterwards she 
went from greatness to greatness. She 
was a soldier in shining armour and a 
surtout embroidered with fleur-de-lis, 
Sbe was a country girl again in black 
at her trial, but not annoying now. 
She was one of the world’s great pro- 
testants, of the w-orld’s great patriots. 
She was out to break the feudal aristo- 
cracy and give England to the English 
and to the French, France. (And if you 
think Mr. Bernard Shaw left out a 
long disquisition between the theory of 
feudal tenure in France and in England 
under the Norman and Angevin Mngs 
— see Gardiner and Green— you are 
very much mistaken.) She stood also 
for the common peojile. She stood, 
last of all, for the saints of the world, 
whom the world is not and never will 
be ready to receive. 

The play ends with an epilogue. It 
has to, because part of Mr. Bernard 
Shaw’s purpose would not otheiwise 
have been plain. The Dauphin is in 
bed twenty years later. Ghos^ of the 
dead, of the not yet born and the living, 
come in. They come in partly to re- 
pent and partly to hold a conversazione 
d la Shaw with the ghost of Joaji, 
One of them is a Eoman Catholic priest. 
He wears a top-hat, and everybody 
laughs at his funny dress. He'^reads 
out the Order canonizing Joan (1920). 
Another of them is the common soldier 
\vho gave lier two sticks to make a 
cross at the stake. He gets a day’s leave 
a year from hell for this, and he comes 
in singing a rollicking song. He is one 
of the last to leave. He is just going 
to point out in Cockney accent once 
more the way he looks at things when 
the clock strikes, and he says, Excuse 
me— a pressing appointment.” That 
shows you the way Mr. Bernard Shaw 
does things. Nobody else could. 

It is a wonderful performance, but 
there are, of course, two plots. The 
devoted rashness of Joan leads her at 
first to success, but later, with no change 
of quality, to defeat and capture. That 
is a temporal tragedy ; but there is also 
the spiritual contest of. Joan with the 
ecclesiastical machine. The mingling 
of these two motives makes the action 
halt a little, because first of all the mili- 
tary position aud then the principles of 
heresy have to be explained. 

The dresses, the blazonry, the Cathe- 
dral, were wonderful. St, Catlmine, SL 
Margaret and St, Michael^ somewhat 
to my relief, did not anive in person. 
St, Joan was very seldom off the stage. 
But she was not on too long. Evoe. 
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First Porter . <*Wot’s the mattee with Bill? ’E^s got a bit uppish lately.” 

Second Porter . “’E’s bin like that ever since ’e ss-iashed that case o’ dinosaur ec4GS, worth a thousand quid apiece 
an’ got ’is photo in the papers/’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Fim'Ch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

About a year ago the Cambridge University Press asked 
the Master of Christ's College, Sir Arthub Shipley, "" to 
write a book w’-hich would make students , of elementary 
biology think." Sir Arthur, in coping with then’ request, 
chose to bear in mind at the same time the capacities and 
needs of the general reader; and the result is that Life, 
excellent as a text-book, is also a most entertaining into- 
duction to its tremendous subject. The jacket of the book 
bears the words of an expert ; ‘ Sairey,’ says Mrs, Harris, 

* sech is life. Vich likeways is the bend of all things/ " The 
table of contents (a mere development, you see, of the 
Gamp motif) starts with ‘‘Protoplasm” and ends with 
“Eeproduetion” ; and while the first chapter admits that 
we j&ave not, so far, defined life, the last acknowledges 
“other elements of our being" besides “the visible body, 
its cells and .tissues." Between these chapters the con- 
stituents, circumstances and functions of life are discussed 
with grateful lucidity and much happy detail. Myself I 
confess to a perhaps inordinate appreciation of the detail. 
It thrills me to learn that the poison habit of snakes is 
acquired ; .that young swallows start for mid- Africa .before 
the old-ones-^and get there; that if you feed a bee larva 
of the worker-class continuously on “royal jeUy," that 
^iTa will turn into a queen bee. What an aUegory on the 
advantages (and disadvantages) of education I I, feel I 


should like to meet the plantain-eating birds whose coppery 
pigment washes off when it rains, the stickleback whose 
paternal tenderness is so pleasantly opposed to the insou- 
ciance of the female turbot, and the orang-outan of Borneo 
who constructs his own platform so much more capably 
than Mr. Winston Churchill. Sir Arthur's actual illus- 
trations and diagrams are all well chosen and interesting ; 
some (as the picture of the skeleton leaf on p. 51 ) have a 
blend of scientific and sesthebic appeal which recalls* the 
notebooks of Leonardo. 

Hilary and Susan Brent w'ere not two of the world's 
workers. In the story of their early married life, as told 
most effectively by Miss Eadclyfpe Hall in The Forge 
(Abrowsmith), the whole of their energy was devoted to 
pleasure. Susan before her marriage had been a painter ; ; 
Hilary even after his marriage continued to write verses 
which he was delighted to read to- his wife. For the rest, 
a long chocolate dachshund, called Sieglinde, consumed all 
the afection that this self-centred couple could spare from 
each other. Yet, if you expect their story to be vastly dull, 
I can assure you that you ^vill be disappointed. Their 
increasing boredom and gradual estrangement are developed 
with uncommon insight and a considerable gift of comedy. 
No sort of sensational incident takes place, but little things 
and still less things keep on happening until they accumu- 
late. into a burden from which they both yearn to free them- 
, selves. I know my Hilary and .my Sman thoroughly, and 
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Small FrovruciaL “ Mummy, didn’t you say theria were ships in London ? ” 
Mother. “Yes, dear. Why?” 

Small Provincial. “Weld, I thought it must be on the sea; but here it’s 
BIGHT indoors.” 


the priesthood of the Homan Church. 

The Vicar's wife and the members of 
the Women's Institute, whom Tei'esa, 
with a strange sense of humour, allow^s 
to see the play, must have found it more 
than merely strong meat. As I said be- 
fore, The Counteiylot is a most brilliant 
book ; but I should like for once to hear 
of psycho-analysis as proving some- 
thing pleasant about somebody. 

Urged by a friend to write a book for 
boys. Sir Hbancis Younghusband, in a 
preface to Wonders of the Himalaya 
(Mtjbray), says that boys prefer books 
mitten for men; he continues, 

^‘this is a book written for men, but 
which, I hope, boys may read, for it is j 
about adventures I had wdien I was not j 
much more than a boy myseU.” Toj 
this I can add without any qualification | 
that his book ought to find a place in 
every school library in the kingdom. Sir 
Hbanois mites with the modesty we 
have learned to expect from our great 
travellers and explorers, and here he re- 
lates adventures that were thriUing and 
‘ hazardous and also of definite value. Of 
the expeditions which he describes the 
first was more or less a trial trip. But 
it served its purpose in introducing him 
to the Himalayas and in giving him 
zest further to penetrate their mysteries. 

At this time he was not twenty-one 
years of age, though ** fairly laimched," 
as he says, on his career as a traveller. 

Opportunities to continue his explora- 
tions soon came to him, and his first 
really great venture -was to emulate 
the deeds of Marco Polo, who, six 
centuries before, had travelled from 
China to Central Asia. Since that time 
no European had accomplished such a 
feat. Sir Eeancis’s ofificial account of 
this expedition was headed, Report 
of a Journey from Peking to Kashmir 
via the Gobi Desert, Kashgaria and the Mustagh Pass,” and 
his description of it in these pages is a joy to read. His 
next expedition was on a matter of considerable military 
importance, and he ^vas accompanied upon it by an escort 
of six delightful Gurkhas. So, very reluctantly?', I came to 
the end of a volume that is not only packed full of real ad- 
venture but is also mitten with thoughtfulness and charm. 


Father Ronald Knox's latest novel is really a Socratic 
dialo^e ; but don't trouble yourself about that” as the 
old witch said when she warned the soldier of the dog with 
eyes as big as castles. The dog, you remember, was guard- 
ing the witch's gold, and was quite tame enough to he lifted 
up and set on the fioor while the soldier filled his pockets. 
You will fiind Father Knox's formidable-sounding method 
equally genial and accommodating ; and indeed Sanctions : 
A (Mkthuen) is far and away the most enjoyable 

book he has written. Lady Denham, a hostess without a 
house-party, coines across Mallocx's New Bepnblio in the 
libraiy of her hired Scots castle, and assembles a latter-day 
symposium in emulation of Mr. Otho Laurence, Her com- 
pany includes a psyeho-analydiic doctor and his Catholic 
wife, a middle-aged Neo-Platonic canon, and a young High 


Church parson, three men of letters, Strachean, eclectic and 
Catholic, one or two other couples, and Mrs. CMdmleigh, 
stage-manager, prompter, call-lS^y and scene-shifter to the 
whole piece. Their conferences usually start over the sort 
of games you play on wet days and end in the sort of talk you 
cannot leave off even thougbi it has stopped raining. Their 
general aim is to find out what induces us to, obey rules ; 
and ‘‘sanctions ” is the pet catchword of the chief Catholic 
apologist. It is, I think, a real tribute to Father Knox's 
art that the actual conclusions arrived at eyince a disarming 
and natural rarity. And, though ^ I feel myself that his 
characters are sympathetic in inverse ratio to the fluency 
of their convictions, I set this down to an added nuance of 
perception on his part and not to an unlucky accident. 
That the book's manner is wholly graceful and adroit goes 
without saying; but it is the pathos and humour of its por- 
traits of commonplace people — Lady Denham, for instance, 
and the unparalleled schoolboy, Bobby — ^which will lure me 
speedily and certainly to a second reading. 

“Witness agreed that whiskey and champagne didn’t jmis very 
well .” — Birmingham Paj}er, 

We agree, too. 
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THE INVENTOEY. 

\T v: are in process of lea^’ing our fifth 
small fuinished house. We always sign 
agi'cements that we w'iil put everything 
in its proper j^lace wdien we leave, but 
till then the spare room has to do duty 
as a Chamber of Hoirors. In this case 
an unexpected difticulty has arisen : we 
find tliat over tlie inventory the house- 
agent has lot himself go. W e recognise 
of course that stained wood coal pur- ; 
doniums are coal scuttles, and that 
reeded cornice poles are curtain rods, 
but we really do not know’ what a jpink- 
and-w'hite inarcella looks like, nor a 
gi-een fluted specimen holder. Hovrever, 
by a process of elimination we shall 
I arrive at them. They must all be in 
the Chamber of IIoiTors. As far as we 
know no guest has risen up from his 
bed and destroyed them. So we drag 
them out. The erection of bamboo and 
glass (oYermantel, polished wood, B. P. 
panels) goes over the drawing-room 
mantelpiece. China ornament dog, Ditto, 
ditto, pig, fall with martial precision 
into their appointed places on its shelves. 
We stagger down the stairs "with the 
massive bronze time-piece and winder 
(footoff — ^not going), and deposit it in the 
dining-room. It seems to have devel- 
oped spotted fever during its sojourn in 
the Chamber of Horroi^ — ^white spotted 
fever— but we can’t help that. The 
marble-topped occasional table returns 
to the hall ; the ware jardioi^re takes 
its place upon it. Even the tririket set is 
complete — complete according to the 
inventory, that is to say — ^two bottles 
(no stoppers), two powder-box lids (no 
boxes), two candlesticks (one broken). 
The crochet mats tally; so do the slip 
mats (from earlier experience we know 
what slip mats are). The small copper 
ash-tray belongs to the dining-room; 
the china ash-tray pig to the Sawing- 
room. But the inventoiy is incomplete : 
four articles remain in the Chamber of 
Horrors, competing for the two last 
places: a gr^n glass vase (fluted), a 
pink-and-white flower-pot, a pink quilt 
(with white spots) and a pinkgas-shado 
(with a white fringe). We shall never 
Jmow which of them is the marcella. 


Our Tactless Advertisers. 

Erom an outfitter’s catalogue : — 
♦‘Buxcher’s Double Bee asted Brock Coat. 

Also used by Surgeons.” 

The York Diocesan Conference, originally 
fixed for May 27 and 28, has been altered to 
Wednesday, June 4, and possibly June 5. The 
former date clashed with York Baces.” 

Ecclesiastical Paper* _ 

f .S^Il .,we should have thought that 
ought to come before -the 


THE MAETYE. 

[It is artlessly suggested that the ugliness 
of our roads accounts for the high speed of 
motorists.] 

Not mine a selfish frame of mind, 

Not mine a lust for speed, 

But all day long I seek to find 
The beauty that I need. 

*Tis only my acute distress 
At landscapes harsh and dour 
That moves me always to progress 
At fifty miles an hour. 

Whenever some commanding crest 
Unfolds its spreading view 
I feel that this is not the best 
The countryside can do ; 

The meadow where the cattle -wait, 
The woodland and the plain 
Impel me to accelerate. 

And start my search again. 


The passage through a Highland glen, 
The roads that flank the sea 
May have their charni for other men, 
But not, alas ! for me. 

The search for views more magical 
Explains the restless haste 
Of one who ’s not a Hog ” at all, 
But simply has good taste. 


‘♦Lord Newton said London was really rather 
a clean town, but no less than 300 tons of soot 
and other deposit fell to the square mile during 
the year. Out of that deposit they could con- 
struct a tower about three times the size of the 
tower of Westminster ,” — Daily Paper* 

Well, why don’t they ? 

“A Boman pavement has been found in a 
garden in North Hill, Colchester. 

‘ It will have a terrible effect on the theatres, ^ 
said a West JBnd manager .” — MveTimg Paper, 
Pessimistic fellows, these theatrical 
managers. 
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A large quantity of home-brewed advertisements for briiliantine instead 
beer was seized on an American farm of cricket bats. But we doubt whether 


CHARIVARIA. I^eer was seized on an American farm 

April seems to have come in like a and emptied in the orchard. The Pro- 
lamb this year. Frozen lamb. hibition authorities have only them- 

selves to blame if the fruit gets canned. 


I the next war will be won onthedressing- 
I tables of Eton. ... 


The Dailfj Neics says it could see no 
reason for the strike at Wembley. Are 


things come to such a pass in this that something might be done to im- 


In a recently published book Dr. E. E. 
Sir Harry Brittain, M.P., thinks Fournier D’Albe points out that, if 
at something might be done to im- anyone were to strike a match on the 


Wiih reference to the strike at they 
' Wembley it is believed that the animals week, 
engagediii the Eodeo seriously contem- Sir Eichaed Terry has remarked 

plate “ downing cowboys.” A Bushman on his way from South that the piano is not the perfect instru- 

Africa to the British Empire Exhibition ment that many families imagine it to 
Almost without exception the critics is said to be a hundred - and - thirty be. This has long been realised by 
have united to praise Mr. Shaw’s latest years of age. If he likes London he many next-door families, 
play. He is reported to be bearing up may decide to settle down here. 

as well as can be expected. “ Should wives write to husbands ? ” 

Is Waterloo Bridge Safe?” asks a is a question raised in a Sunday paper. 
The Italian medium, Erlo, is stated headline. Well, the modem burglar is In our opinion it all depends upon 
to be able to emit a real j ; i whose husband. 


country that men have to give a reason prove railway sandwiches. If they moon, the fact could be discovered on 
for striking? could only give them a coat of varnish earth in one second by raeans of selen- 

after they leave the sandwich foundry ium. This 'svarning should deter people 
the strike at they would be much easier to dust each from striking matches on the moon. 


halo. It is not true 
that Mr. Bevin has 
wi’itten to ask his fee 
for a correspondence 
course in twelve les- 


The salt water for the 
new aquarium at the 
Zoo, which has just 
been opened, is obtained 
from the Bay of Biscay. 
Some experienced trav- 
ellers would have advo- 
cated ‘water of a more 
quiescent variety. 

We read of a canal- 
barge that has been 
htted with a listening- 





ifl^ 





.1 
oT r 




J H.'OOW'D* 2.4- 

“Pardon me,* ]Mad-ui, but do 
YOU MIND replacing YOUE HAT ? 
. . I can’t see.” 


Thank you ! 


whose husband. 

j!s 

si! 

“ If you have to walk 
to work it is wise to 
wear lighter clothing,” 
says a doctor. This 
advice is at variance 
with the classic expon- 
ent of pedestrianism, 
Felix, who invariably 
wears a fur coat. 

There is an impres- 
sion in political circles 
that France is quite 
prepared to give us a 
receipt for what they 
owe us. J. ... 


barge that has been ^ ' ' On April 1 wc are all 

htted with a listening- licensed to play the fool, 

in aerial. It is certainly better that so expert that it is difficult to say for says a morning paper leader-writer, 
bargees should listen-in than be broad- certain. ... ... ‘ The unfortunate part about it is that 

cast. ... ... ^ some persons don’t seem to know wdien 

The Football Final now seems to have .the licence expires. 

There is a possibility that Charlie taken the place of the Einstein Theory 
Chaplin will broadcast a piano solo as a topic of conversation in the bus. The latest fashion is for women to 
from America to England. You will * wear a metal plate bearing their names, 

have to shut yom eyes and imagine his A contemporary has discovered from The enterprising ones will probably 
footwork. ■ .J, the new London Telephone Directory add “ Please ring.” 

that there are more than a thousand 

Judging by the amount of corre- Smiths in London. The fact has been Owing to the lack of rain, several 
spondence there has been in the Press mentioned before, but it seems that wells have dried up recently. But, 


regarding a luscious tropical fruit which nothing can be done about it. 
is unobtainable in England, we fear that " 

someone will perpetrate a song entitled Now that Gharabli Pasha has been 
** Yes, We have no Papaws.” appointed Egyptian Minister of Pious 


happily, not the one who produces all 
those pretty little dots. . . . 

>!< 

Moscow hotels are being renovated 


Foundations, there is some talk of and prepared for the largo number of 
** You will never stop an Englishman Mr. David Kirkwood being made foreign' visitors who are expected this 

hlnno’ LiQ Lp.P.V /iQ.lKr T+: IVTllTicfoT* 


j liking his beer,” says a daily paper. It Minister of Eighteous Indignations, 
is our proud national boast that we 

always cherish the weak. Quicksilver has risen rapidly in price 

recently. Probably this is because the 


summer. Moscow 'can’t have heard 
about Wembley. 

A Sunday paper has discovered that 


After taking a look at the rest of the stock of it at present in the thermo- one of the men-behind-the-strikes has a 


world the new island which appeared meters is so low. 

last November off the Arakan coast 

has disappeared. Magazines for 


Bters IS so low. ^ strong facial likeness to Abraham Lin- 

COLN. In most cases these resemblances 
Magazines for schoolboys now carry to famous men are merely mental. 


‘ VOL. CLXVI. 


Q 
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VANDALISM AT THE OVAL 

(To the Editor of Punch f') 

Dear Sir, —The resounding success 
achieved by the memorable manifesto 
i*ecently issued against the contem- 
plated proposal to tamper with the 
sacred fabric of Waterloo Bridge em- 
boldens us to voice the indubitable con- 
viction of an eqiialiyjnfluential section 
of the community in regard to another 
project equally destructive of the ameni- 
ties of the Metropolis. "We therefore, 
the Undersigned, being poignantly con- 
scious of the unique artistic significance 
of the gasometer at the Oval — ad- 
mittedly one of the finest masterpieces 
of the Cylindiical School in this country 
— desire to record cur resentment 
against a scheme involving the per- 
manent disfigiu'ement of this historic 
landmark. At the same time we are 
fully aware that a purely negative 
attempt to preserve its identity after 
the necessary repairs have been effected 
will not meet the needs of the situa- 
tion. We are each and all of us pecu- 
liarly appreciative of the inestimable 
advantages of a liberal, nay, unstinted 
supply of gazogenic vapour. But the 
very acuteness of the need happily 
enables the problem of the conservation 
of the original Oval' gasometer to be 
met by a construetive suggestion, in- 
stead of by one with a merely dissuasive 
tendency. 

The proposals for the ei*eetion of new 
gasometers in various parts of London, 
and ' especially in St. James’s Park, 
Trafalgar Square, and on Loi^i’s Cricket 
Ground, have met with varpng degrees 
of public approval, and we cannot but 
feel that the exigencies of utilitarian 
lurgehcy would be more economically 
and permanently met by the distribu- 
tion bf these reservoirs than by concen- 
trating effort on the reconstruction of 
the Oval gasometer, painting it blue 
instea® of red, and ruining its austere 
nobility of outline by erecting a band- 
stand on the top. In fine, the multi- 
plication of these admirable edifices has 
ceased to be a promising germinal idea 
to be gradually matured, enriched and 
fortified by polys^’llabic preciosity. It 
has assumed the dimensions of clamant 
urgency, in’ which the i>romptest 
action is patently and portentously 
requisite. Each of the schemes alluded 
to has its peculiar merits, though that 
for the filling up of the Bound Pound 
in Kensington Gardens and utilising 
the space for a Grand Gazogenic Bo- 
tunda is perhaps the most fascinating in 
its decorative possibilities. Our imme- 
diate concern, Jiowever, is rather to ex- 
press, in the plainest language and with 
llxe maximum of coherent and urgent 
reascming, that the inherent barbarity 


of the proposed scheme is only equalled 
by its uneconomic profligacy. 

Yours respectfully 

Z. Eumpelstein. Eugene Glock- 
Arnold Biceyman. enspiel. 

Kewley Keuxon. Sacheverell 
The Sisters Blix. Waukenphast. 

Lonsdale Bridger. Marcellus 
Antonio Bungay, Thom. 

Susan Bloomer. Charles Blath- 
Oliver Dodge. erwick. 


THROWN TOGETHER. 

It was the General who introduced 
us. He was in his usual huny, but I 
prevailed upon him to take me with her 
to Hyde Park. It was a daily journey 
for him, and the more company he had 
the better pleased he was, though his 
reluctance to wait for one belied what 
his inclinations really were. 

She was by far the most enchanting 
person to whom he had introduced me, 
for I often accompanied him to the 
Park and paid him my due for the 
many curious adventimes (if the scant 
episodes of our Imrried modern life can 
be dignified wutli that description) which 
I owe to him. Sometimes the journey 
was one of pleasm'e ; at other times I 
looked upon it as a matter of duty, even 
often, I must confess, wuth annoyance 
and discomfort. * Tor the social ameni-^ 
ties must be preserved and I am by 
nature polite. But it w^as most cer- 
tainly a pleasure to-day. 

My new acquaintance was fair and 
demure ; demure too lier pale grey coat 
.and sHrt that somehow fitted in so w^ell 
with the first shy warmth of Spring. 
Her slightly flushed cheeks (for the 
General’s hurried bearing had usually a 
rather heating effect) were just visible 
beneath her cloclte hat; her fingers 
toyed idly with the little bag on her 
knee. She seemed to me to be extremely 
desirable, somehow quiet and exotic in 
tho rush and roar of London streets. 
How strange that we two, who were 
strangers y'esterday, should be now in 
this close and deUghtful contact ! My 
arm pressed hers ; but, alas 1 she did 
not respond, I wondered wdiere she 
lived, ‘speculated in a thousand direc- 
tions about her family, her home, her 
age. ... 

The Park was already filling rapidly. 
Across the crodus-flaming grass scat- 
tered cavalcades of riders could be seen 
cantering in the Bow. The backs of 
the newh’-painted chairs glistened gaity 
in the cool sunlight. But now already 
I was thinking of the time when I 
should have to go, and it seemed that 
the trees and chairs and riders rocked 
and shook in that anticipatory agony of 
farewell. 

I stood before her preparing to leave ; 


she gathered up her bag and the little 
book she was carrying, and rose. At 
last it was time to go. We looked 
unsteadity at eacli other. I suddenly 
realised that she too anticipated this 
crowded parting wdth apprehension and 
dismay. The whole world of streets 
and trees and railings danced before 
me. My feet were unsteady- ; myw'hole 
body shook. She too w-avered. An 
uncontrollable impulse bent tow-ards 
me her wide and frightened eyes. Ah I 
it was too much. With a despairing 
cry I tottered and flung myself in a 
close embrace upon her. Frantically- 
she clung .to me, heedless of the curious 
and laughing eyes around us. For the 
General had stopped with its usual 
jerk, which no one can quite fiiUy anti- 
cipate. - / 

THE VISION WONDERFUL. 

It was the lioui* when cows come home 
In queues of red and white — 

The magic hour wlien lovers roam 
And bless the longer light. 

Tlie forge had stilled its anvil-chuig, 
The hammers ceased to thump, ’ 

The voices of the cliildren rang 
Beside the village pump ; 

The carpenter, contented, spread 
The paper on his knees ; 

The spectacled postmistress read 
Our postcards at her ease, 

• 

When suddenly there came a stir, 

The children ran in groups ; 

The village cats began to purr, 

Hens cackled in their coops 

The blacksmith at the smithy^ door, 
With brawny arms still bared, 
Gulped down his beer and softly swore 
And wiped his mouth and stared ; 

The old wives let their knitting drop, 
The paper sailed to ground * 

Far off .was heard a faint cZqp cIojj ” — 
A strange unusual sound. 

Two lines of people faced the long , 
Unornamented street ; 

The village idiot joined the throng 
On large uncertain feet. 

Three racing-motors past them sped 
At forty'' on the flat ; 

An aeroplane buzzed overhead, 

But no one looked at that. 

What was it made the old folic stare, 
The children dance®and sing ? — 

A phaeton tcith a spanhing pair, 

0 STRANGE — 0 wondrous THING I 
- _ W, H.O. 

Songs and their Singers. 

From a concert programme ; — 

** * The Lost Cord,’ Mr. Corder.” 

African Paj^cr,> 
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BEOADCAST DIPLOMACY. 


“HULLO, WOELD, BEITISH FOEEIGN OFFIGB CALLING. 'UNCLE BAMSAY’ IS GOING 
TO GIVE US TO-NIGHT’S SEOEET TEBATY.” 

thl°Hoix'Uo“rItifl™.f Governmont in fatoo to lay all ti-eatios on the Table of 
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Dingy Douglas {to partner, Just returned from the Doat-Race). “ ’Oo vros ? ” 
Partner. ** Youb lot.” 


DOMESTIC TRAINING. 

Nine persons out of every ten in this 
world can never see anyone else looking 
np ai train in a Railway Guide without 
wsmting to show him how to do it. In 
ordinary circumstances they may be 
quiet unassuming persons. They may 
be able c^ly to wateh you make the 
most obvious mistakes in their favourite 
jig-s^w puzzle, or to look on with equa- 
nim% whilst you lead from your short 
suit up to a no-trump call. They will let 
you play about in the inside of a clock 
with a hair-pin without themselves 
turning a hair; they will sit and look 
on whilst you tie up a parcel without 
even offering to show you how to 
make a slip-knot. But take up an 
ordinary Bradshaw and they begin to 
fidget : try to find out where you have 
to change, and how often, to get from 
Crewe to Colchester and they begin 
to gasp like stranded fish : turn back 
to the “ Index ” and start all over again, 
and they fling good manners to -the 
winds and simply snatch. 

Now Angela is like that. Of course 
I didn’t know this when we were mar- 
i it is one of the really important 
things which doesn’t show until- later. 


During that halcyon period which pre- 
cedes matrimony people don’t bother 
to look up trains ; they just go and sit 
in the station until a train arrives. 
Time is no object. 

But when two- persons settle down 
in one house with one Railway Guide 
then things happen. 

Angela is an enthusiastic niece ; she 
seems to have aunts everywhere. In 
fact, before I bad been married very 
long I came to look upon England as a 
sort of aunt-hill, peopled exclusively by 
Angela’s parents’ sisters. And Angela 
will go and visit them. 

Tliere is nothing wrong in this — it is 
an amiable weakness ; but Angela car- 
ries it to excess. And when she had 
stranded herself at all the railway junc- 
tions in England at all hours of the 
day and ni^ht in her attempts to reach 
Aunts Juliet, Mary, Hannah, Jane, 
Elizabeth and Sophia I felt that it 
was time for me to take a hand, I did 
not want gratitude or even thanks ; I 
only wanted to help. 

“ Here ’s a letter from Aunt Agatha,” 
said Angela one morning, looking up 
from her correspondence. “ She wants 
me to pop over to Wolverhampton and 
spend the week-end with her.” I 


-er — is 


■No, 


“ Splendid ! ” I said. “ Is 
anything said about me ? ” 

“I don’t think so,” said Angela, 
you ’re not even mentioned.” ■ 

I -was disappointed — apart from the 
humiliation of not bein g even mentioned. 
Of all my aunts by marriage, Aunt 
Agatha is easily my favourite. She 
alone of the whole glad throng does not 
seem to think that Angela committed 
a grave nuisallianee when she married 
me. Besides, she has a recipe for 
blaekberry-and-applejam which — anv- 
way, I like her. 

I repeat, I was disappointed. But I 
am not vindictive. I picked up the' 
Railway Guide. 

“ I suppose you will want to pop on 
a Eriday ? ” I said. 

■■ Yes,” said Angela. “ Don’t j'ou 
bother. I ’ll look up the trains.” 

I smiled. 

“Better let me do it, and then you 
will be sure to get there all right,” l‘ 
said. . ! 

1 didn’t, say this arrogantly or any- 
thing like that, but everyone knows' 
that women can’t look up trains pro-' 
perly. It is a question of psychology. 

“ There is a good train from St. Pan-, 
eras at 10.25,” I said. “You -null have 
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Clergyman, “Wilt tkou have this woman to tiiy wedded wife?*' 
Bride (grimly), “He will.” 


tocbaageat — er — yes — Leicester. You 
geb there at 

” It seems a funny way of going to 
\Yolverbampton/’ said Angela, 

I took no notice of the interruption: 
I simply put on iny other glasses to 
show that I was quite calm. 

” Y’ou get there at — er ” 

“ Let me see,” said Angela. 

“ There is no need for you to see,’*' I 
said. I assure you that it 's all right. 
You get to Leicester at 12.20 and leave 
again at ” 

” YoiiYe sure you Ye not looking at 
* Sundays only’? ” 

I put on both pairs of glasses at once 
to indicate that I was maintaining my 
customary sang-froid, - 

“ Quite sure. And you leave again at 

I. 44. You get to Birmingham at 2.58.” 

” But I don!t want to go to Birming- 
ham. Perhaps there ’s one direct about 

II. 30.” 

” Perhaps there is,” I agreed, "but 
tbe railway people don’t seem to be very 
keen about it.” 

" Why ? ” 

"They don’t put it in the Guide. You 
get to Walsall at ” 

"If you’re going to be siliv, let me 
look.” 

But I was now hot on the scent and 
getting keener every minute. The end 
was practically in sight. 

" One moment, Angela,” I said. " A 
little patience. You get to W^alsall at 
4.69. Er — ‘B.’ Now what does *B’ 
mean? ” 

i looked at the answers at the bottom 
of a remote page, and found that " B ” 
meant "Saturdays only.” I lit my 
pipe reflectively, 

" On second thoughts, Angela, I don’t 
think I should travel by that train at 
all if I were you,” I said. 

"Why not?” 

" Well, it doesn't look a very safe sort 
of train to me. It passes very close to 
another train going in the opposite 
direction about Kettering. Now the 
2.26 looks a thoroughly reliable sort 
of ” 

In tbe cases of Aunts Juliet, Mary, 
etc., this was about the place where 
Angela usually snatched the Eailway 
Guide, with disastrous results. But this 
time she bad realised that I was in no 
mood to be trifled with. Of course I am 
often in no mood to be trifled with, but 
Angela does not usually realise it. The 
occasion was almost unique. 

The train took a good deal of looking 
out, but I am nothing if not thorough. 
It was a rather fascinating train too. I 
tracked it into apparently unfrequented 
bywaysofourrailway system ; Ipictured 
it halting and drowsingin flower-grown 
. wayside stations, I was hot upon its 
■ trail as it dashed through populous in- 


dustrial areas. I followed it happily as 
it loitered by pleasantly winding rivers. 
1 had a nice tea in the dining-car as we 
slipped through the Midlands. Oh, it 
was a jolly trip, and it made an imposing 
itinerary when I copied it all out for 
Angela. 

She accepted it meekly. I was sur- 
prised, but I did not show it : any 
husband will understand. An unusual 
atmosphere of good-will ' and mutual 
trust hung over our leave-taking. I 
was touched as I returned to the 
deserted house, and as I sat in my study 
I thought sentimentally of Angela 
bravely adventuring, putting all her 


trust in my itinerary, the lode-star of 
her voyage. I brushed away a tear. 

I don’t know what went wrong. Time- 
tables are tricky things, and I imy have 
paid too much attention to the scenery 
as I followed the train from page to 
page. But 1 am more inclined to think 

that perhaps Angela 

However, I chronicle facts. That even- 
ing a telegram reached me. It read ; — 
" Staying to-night Grand Hotel Har- 
wich Itinerary rotten Love nevertheless 

Angela.” 

As I said before, I had not’ expected 
gratitude. But I was sorry that I had 
wasted that tear. L. du G* 
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PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

TI. — Auste-vlia. 

0 land wliere I should always choose 
On fancy’s feefc to roam 
And bask in sunshine beautiful 
With cricketers and wine and wool 
And wallabies and kangaroos. 

And ne-vermore come home.” — Poems of Emmie Guinf. 

AusTEAiiiA is also there. A little less I told the repx'esentative of Australia 
magnificent than Canada outside, she that we had been to see Canada last 
has designed the ceiling of her pavilion week, 
within, by the help of good lighting and “ See what ? he said, 
yellow pahit and gold, so that it gives “ Canada/’ 
the largest possible effect of summer in “ 'What ’s that ? ” 
a grey and misty land. That gi*eat big kind of Greek biiihl- 


ing a little higher iip the lake. You 
must Imve seen it. Oviposit e the toffee 
stand/’ 

I think I know what you mean,” 
he said- “ So that ’s Canada. W^ell, 
what about it ? ” 

“Nothing/’ I replied; “only they 
had some Avonderful apples there.” 

“ Apples,” he said. “ Do they Jiave 
apples in Canada ? How large ? ” 

“ About as big as melons, I sliould 
say, the biggest ones.” 

“ Tlie biggest apples in Australia,” he 
said, “are the size of large iDumpkins.” 
And he took the liiustrator and me to j 
an apple-sorting machine whicli mech- 
anically divided the continual stream of 
apples poured into it, so that the large 
ones, wliich W'ere as big as pumpldns, 
fell into one compartment and the small 
ones, no bigger than cocoa-nuts, into 
another. 

“ That ’s how we have to deal with 
apples in Austriilia,” he observed. 

“ We see,” we said. 

In another place, stuffed, stood a 
white hen, a wdiite Australian hen, 
which holds the world’s record for egg- 
laying, suiTounded by some of the eggs 
which she had laid. 

“ Did she lay to tlic last ? ” I inquired 
sympathetically. 

“ Yes,” he replied, raising his hat a 
little ; “ she died at her post.” 

“I thought perhaps it might be a 
mechanical hen,” I said, “ laying syn- 
thetic eggs by electricity. "They\lo 
marvellous things by electricity^ in the 
Canadian Pavilion, you know\” 

He gave me a withering look and 
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led us on to anotiier part of tke bail 
where actual wheat was shown grow- 
ing, and shown harvested, and shown 
threshed; and where the grain was 
ground into flour and the flour baked 
into pastries and cakes, and the cakes 
filled with sultanas, which were the 
dried grapes of Australian vines. 

‘*'You have rather large grapes in 
Australia, haven’t you?” I hazarded. 

seem to remember some kind of 
chant or slogan about the size of 
Australian grapes.” 

He reluctantly confessed that Aus- 
tralian grapes were the largest in the 
world, and then pointed to the restau- 
rant, in which it w^ill be possible to 
eat Australian mutton, and cakes and 
pastries made of Australian flour, inter- 
spersed with Australian sultanas, and 
to drink Australian wine. 

seem to have read about that too,” 
I assured him, **or else I have seen 
pictures about it somewhere. Rather 
red and full-bodied, isn’t it ? ” 

‘ But he told me t We were light white 
wines in Australia as well. Excellent 
light white wines. - 

“ How light ? ” I asked. 

“Have you ever seen a kangaroo 
jump ? ” he replied. 

Then he showed us one of the machines 
with which the Australians shear their 
sheep. Six merino sheep, I understand, 
will be shorn mechanically at Wembley 
everyday. Not the same sheep. There 
is a limit to the reproductive power 
even of Australian wool. ‘ It takes three 
minutes to shear a sheep by means of 
this wonderful apparatus, and it can be 
so nicely adjusted that it will cut the 
hair of the human head. 

“ You can try it if you like,” said our 
friend. 

I was a little nervous myself, but the 








SHEEP-SHEARIKG AT WEMBLEY. 

Illustrator is a man whom nothing 
daunts. He said that as a demonstra- 
tion of imperial progress he would be 
perfectly willing to allow me to operate ; 
so the electric current was switched on 
and I did my best to give him the now 
fashionable shingle coiffure; and they 
promised to treasure one or two of his 
curls amongst the vast exhibits of raw 
wool in glass-cases which decorate the 
centre of the Australian hall. 

A model exhibition of timber-cutting 
attracted oxxr attention next, and I com- 
mented on the fact that in timber- 
cutting, at any rate, Canada compared 
very favourably with the Antipodes. 

“ It looks Hke a big pencil-sharpener,” 
suggested the Illustrator, examining 
the saw-mill vrhich cuts the eucalyptus 
logs by electricity and delivers them to 
a model electric train. 

It is a pencil-sharpener,” said our 
guide. “We are obliged to make and 
sharpen enormous pencils in Australia, 
you know.” 

“ What for ? ” I inquired. 

“ To keep the scores of the Australian 
batsmen in the Test Matches,” he said. 

I gave him best there. But I pointed 
out that in Canada (as I said last week) 
we had seen a whole ranch and its 
outfit made of butter. 


“ We have something of that sort 
here too,” he said. “ I have forgotten 
what it is for the moment. Either an 
Australian dairy-farm — or, no, it ’s a 
model of the Melbom-ne Cricket Ground 
with the Australian eleven fielding.” 

“All in butter? ” I asked. 

“All except the fieldsmen’s fingers,” 
he replied. 

The Illustrator suggested that per- 
haps I would now like to go and look 
quietly at some pots qf Australian honey 
and jam while he drew a picture of the 
pencil-sharpening machine. But I did 
not get mucli comfort there, for I 
observed, close by, a large map of Aus- 
tralia, into which a young lady was 
painting a map of Europe in red and 
picking out the parts wliere Australia 
overlapped Europe in gold. 

When we had left the hall, liowever, 
a rather bright idea came to me, and I 
turned back to our guide and' said : — 

“ They have a very beautiful model 
of Quebec Harbour in the Canadian 
pavilion. Bo any of the Australian 
harbours, at Sydney or elsewhere, com- 
pare with that ? ” 

He was so staggered that we had got 
halfway to Malaya before he could even 
pick up a lump of Australian coal. It 
was only afterwards that the Illustrator 
remembered we bad not asked him any- 
thiug about our prospects of employ- 
ment if we emi^uted to the Antipodes. 
Perhaps it was just as well. He would 
only have found soine sharp retort. 

One'has to get up almost as early to 
boat these Australian fellows with re- 
partee as to beat them with ciucket-bats 
— or bayonets. But at, any rate we 
went away quite certain which is the 
most wonderfuV and enterprising of the 
Overseas Dominions — Aiistranada. 

Evoe, 
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Scene II. 


AT THE PLAY. 

Quite Beyond S.vlariiis. 

{J irhoUij unirushvoriliy version of Far 

Above Eulnes at the Comedy Theatre, 

with humble apolayie'^ to Mr. AijFitiLi> 

Svmo.) 

^rtnrxpal gramatis 

Miss Marie Lohr. 

Miss Marie Tempest. 

Mr. J. Bromley Davenyoi t. 

Mr. Herhcit Marshall . 

Scene J. 

A rather suburhan Draw iiig-room with 
not very clean wallpaper. 

MhsMarieLblir{i}t a perfectly charm- 
big frocJc). Oh, I am so unhappy, I don’t 
know what to do ! (Wrinds her hands.) 

[Enter Miss Marie Tem2ie3l in 
somethina positively stunnimj. 

Miss Marie Tempest. My dear, my 
dear, whatever is the matter? Come 
and sit on tlie sofa and tell me all 
about it. , 

[They sit doivii. Miss Marie Tem- 
pest talces IMiss Marie Lolxi**s 
hand. 

Miss M. L. Oh, you know I bought 
this dress to flirt Vitli the Assistant- 
Dnector of Communications in {sniffs)^ 
because I thought he was going to die 
{sniffs again) and bequeath his job to 
my clarling uon. 

Miss M. T. Well, Avell, and isut he 
going to die ? 

Miss M. L. No. {Breahs doivn . ) 

Miss M. T. Tiresome man! Well, 
surely there ’s more than one job in the 
Civil Service for your darHng Con. 
Isn't anybody else going to die ? 

Miss M. L. Marie, you are a v icked 
woman. 

Miss M. T. I know I am. Why 
shouldn't you start "flirting with the 
Assistant-fecretary of the Board of 
Control? Isn’t he Con’s temporary 
chief ? That is, if you must flirt with 
someone. 

Miss M. L. Of course I must. I 
want to send my boy to Eugby and my 
Soo-oo-san to Somerville. We can't do 
it without another five hundred a year. 

Miss M. T. x^nd you couldn’t flirt in 
the same fi‘ock twice, could you ? No, 
no — of course not, Inijjossible. Well, 
order another one at once and start 
again. 

Miss M. L. {loolcing very tragic and 
putting her hand to her heart). I sup- 
pose I must for tlm children’s sake. 
Where shall I gelj it ? 

[Goes to the telephone. 

MissM. T. Look on the programme, 
you little goose. [She does so. 

Miss M. L. {at the telephone). Give 
me 9999 Mayfair. 

' fCUHTAlK.l 


xA room in the office of the Board of 
Control. It is panelled and 2 )retty 
comfortable. There is one tray for 
flies on the table, but no file in it. 
Mr. Constantine Tedcastle (looking 
very much like Hereert Marshall) 
and anotlier official are talking. 

The Official. But I assure yon, Mar- 
shall, I mean Tedeastle, this is never 
done. Sir Charles Haggerston is most 
part icular — most j)articular. You m ii st 
have pep 2 )er-and-salt trousers and white 
spats in the Board of Control. It ’s 
one of the traditions of the Service. 
Tedca.^tle. Then the sooner it is ended 



A TEExiSUEY DEBATE. 
Comidniinc Tedeastle Mr. Herbert Mar- 

. ‘.SHALL. 

Faith Tedc-astle . . . INIiss "Marie Lour. 

the better. The whole of this Ministry 
is thoroughly reactionary, and the 
sooner we get to dark trousers and grey 
cloth tops the better. (The Official 
hdds up his hands in horror.) WJiat ’s 
more, I 'm going to answer a letter. 

The Official (now in despair). You 
can’t. You mustn’t do that. The Civil 
Service never answers letters. What 
would happen if we dropped some ink 
on our trousers ? 

[Enter Miss Marie Lohr in a 
simply ravishing cloak. Exit 
the other Official on tip-toe with 
extreme tact. 

Miss M. L. Oh, Con, I had to come 
and see you here! I 've something so 
im 2 )ortant to tell you. 

Tedeastle. What is it, my dear ? 


Miss M. L. I ’ve got a new hat. 
{Touches it.) 

Tedeastle. So you liave. IIow per- 
fectly delightful i 

* [Enter Sir Cliarlesworth Hagger- 
ston with an air of Mr. A. 
Bromley Davenport him. 

Sir Charles Haggerston. Is this your 
wife, Tedeastle? 1 don’t think I’ve 
liad the iDleasure of meeting her. Eun 
off and recei\'e that deputation of the 
Tailors and Dressmakers’ Union for me. 
Tell them I ’m too busy to come. {To 
iMiss M. L) How charming of you to 
come and brighten our dull office routine ! 
Won't you take ofl^ your cloak ? 

[She does so, revealing another 
perfectly priceless gotvn. 

Sir C. H. (almost dropping Ms mon- 
ocle from his eye). How I wish I were 
Tedeastle ! 

Miss M. L. Sir Charles, you 're a 
wicked, wicked man 1 

Sir 0. H. Perhaps I am. But surely, 
now, you didn’t come to tell me that 1 

Miss M. Z/. No ; I came to ask you 
to make Con your Permanent Deputy 
Assister. 

Sir C. H. Need we taUc about your 
husband ? {Takes Im' hand ; she with- 
draivs it.) Well, if w^e must — spoaldng 
as a man, of course, I should be de- 
lighted. But as a member of the Civil 
Service I say, **No; I am afraid his 
trousers are too dark.” 

Miss^M. L. (rising). Hal May I re- 
mind you for a moment, Sir Charles, of 
wdiat you said about the Minister of 
Control in your after-dinner S 2 :)eech to 
the Spatmakers’ Guild a fortnight ago? 

Sir C. H. (rising in turn and visibly 
cujitated). A 2 )rivate dinner! Eeally, 
my dear lady, this is something very 
like 'blackmail. Let me give you your 
I cloak. 

[Ee-cnter Con. He sees that some- 
I thing has happened. 

Tedeastle. My darling, what have 
you been saying to Sir Charles ? 

Miss M. L. (defiantly). I’ve been 
telling him he ’s got to make you his 

Deputy Asserting Persister Oh, 

bother it, you kiio'SY wdiat I mean. 

Tedeastle (with a gesture of heroic 
disdain). Then I resign from the Civil 
Service. And as for you (Turns to Sir 
Charles) — I ’ll teU you what I think of 
you. You ’re a pompous old peacock. 
You and your pep 2 )er-and-salt trousers. 
Boo! (Snaps his fingers in his face.) 
Boo ! 

[OURTxAIN.] 

Scene HI. 

Tlie suburban drawing-room again. 

Tedeastle (in a perfectly new and ex- 
pensive lounge suit, io Miss Marie Lohr), 
I never felt so happy in my life ! 

Miss Marie Lohr [in her third frock). 
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AltliOiigli I ’ve been such a little fool 
and lost you your job, do you really 
forgive me, Con ? 

Tedcastle. Of course I do, my darling. 
What do jobs matter ■when you have 
sucli a lovely afternoon gown *? 

2Iiss 21, L, That reminds me, Con, 
it ’s time to dress for dinner now. Eun 
along, there ’s a good boy, I ’m coming 
in a minute. 

[Exit Con. Enter Miss Marie Tem- 
pest (slioicn in hy the maid-of- 
all-zcork) in a ^perfectly gorgeous ' 
pink dinner trnmpli, with cloak 
to match. 

Miss M, T, You don’t mind my bring- 
ing my cloak in here, do you, darling ? 
It seemed such a pity to leave it in the 
hall. But vrhy aren’t you dressed yet 7 
{Looking at her again,) Or are you ? 

Miss M. L, (stroking the lovely stuff). 
In this ? Of course not. I should lool: 
an absolute frump. {Wrings her hands.) 
Oh, I am so unhappy. Con has lost his 
job and we ’ve nothing to live on. 

Miss M. T. Nobody has anything to 
live on nowadays except the poor. But 
what on earth have you been doing ? 

Miss M, L, {in tears), I b-began to 
flirt with Sir Charles Hardcastle, and 
then I tried to b-b-blackmail him, and 
C-Con has resigned his job. 

Miss ilf. T, You perfect little fool ! 

I say, Marie, I do wish you ’d look a per- 
fect little fool, and not quite so tragic. 

I ’m certain Mr. Sutro meant you to 
look sillier than that. 

Miss M, L, {sniffing). I *11 try. 

[Exit to Bobing Chamber, 
Enter Con {with Sir Charles Hardcastle) 
in faultless evening clothes. 

Miss M. T. I can’t very well flirt 
with you both at once, you dear things ; 
there ’s only room for one on the sofa. 
But I do wish I could persuade you to 
make it up. 

Sir G, H, I have just been telling 
Tedcastle that I have a slight attack of 
lumbago, and have handed in my resig- 
nation to the Minister of Control. I 
have also exercised my privilege of 
recommending him as my successor. 

Miss M. T, {clapping her hands). You 
two darhngs! {Be-cnter 2£iss Marie 
Lohr, wearing her fourth creation.) 
You don’t deserve it, Marie, but Con ’s : 
been made Assistant-Seeretaiy to the 
Board of Control. 

Miss M. L, Oh, Con ! \ 

Tedcastle. My dearest wife ! Thank 3 
, you a thousand times, Sir Charles. 1 
I Sir G. H. {surveying Miss 2IarieLdhr's 
frock through his monocle), ’Pon my 
word, it was worth it. * ^ 

Miss M. L, {coming well to the front, q 
so as to give every opportunity to the a 
fashion’Column reporters to get it right). 
Then I wasn't meant to be such a little C 
fool after ail ! Evoe. c 
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“^teMWEBE srwo APPLES ES THE CtJPBOABD THIS MOBSIHO ; HOW THEBE 's 
03sLY ONE. How DO YOU ACCOUNT FOR THAT ? ” 

Boy. ‘*It was dark rsr the cupboard, and I didn’t notice the other one.’* 

Prom an article on Mrs. Gaskell : — “Handsome old Mahogany Gent’s 'Ward- 
“ ‘ Wives and Daughters ’ (1866) is a great ^20.”— DocaZ Paper, 

work, the work of a great woman. She died A remarkable piece ; most of the old 
oust before she wrote the last pages.” _ mahogany gents we have come across 
Does Dir A, Conan Doyle know this ? had no use for a wardrobe. 


“The fourth annual celebration of * Oranges 
and Lemons ’ Day took place yesterday at St. 
Clement Danes Church in the Strand. . . 
There was a pause in the chiming of the bells', 
and then the famous peel rang out.” 

Daily Paper, 

Quite in keeping; but was it Orange 
or Lemon ? 


“Por illegal trawling and for failing to 
heave-to at the request of the fishery cruiser 

— Joseph , master of a Lossiemouth 

fishing boat, was fined £60 and £70 respect- 
fully at Sheriff Court,”— DaiZj/ Pap^. 

The Sheriff’s deference was due, we 
suppose, to the culprit’s connection with 
the Prime Minister’s birth-place. 
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THE MAN IN THE MOON. 

XVII. — “ Eviii Communications ” ; 

OR, The Last Straw. 
“Farewell/’ said tlie Man in the 


Moon, tearing three newspapers into Fork — Wun,” I saich 
exceedingly small pieces. “That settles “ Hanimersmitii Double - 
it. I ahi" going back to the Moon. Foer— Wun,” said the girl. 
Your Earth, as I suspected, is insane ; “ Oh, voiy well,*’ I said : 

and I see now that it is unsafe. went away. 

“ I read in your Press tliat within “ What is the meaning o1 
a few Aveeks two expeditions haA'e left ' Foer ’ ? said the Man in t 
Hieir comfortable homes with the ex- Since Shakespe.vre’s d; 


— and I emphasised, as re- I go round by Putney. Fr’aps you could 
quested, the consonant “ n.” come to ilie rank, Sir ? ” 

“ Haimnersmith Double-FoEu — Foer “ Where 's that ? ” 

— Wrx ? ” said a sweet girl’s A^oice. “ By the ’OrspitaL Eight opposiglit 

“Hammersmith Foer — Double — the station.” 

’ I said. “Eight then, I Avill.” 

mitii Double — Fork — “ Eight you are, Sir.” 

’ said the girl. The rank is a mile away. The Man 

AA’ell,” I said ; and slie in the Moon set out sulkily, and he 

climbed over the heap of tar wdiich has 


“ W' hat is the meaning of the Avord been placed outside my door, jumped 
■ Foer ’ ? ” said the Man in the Moon. OA^er a pit, dwed under two ropes, aA^oided 
‘‘Since Shakespe.vre’s day,” I re- a steam-roller and put his foot in a pan 


pressed intention of flying round the plied, “our communications haA’e been of AA’et cement. 


world. One of them, if successful, ex- marvellously improA’-ed. The language “It is generally considered,” I said, 
pects to be back in the jireposter- also has been considex'ably amended. “ that in the matter of roads Ave are 
ous time of fourteen Aveeks. VvTiicli is We have now tAvo Departments in second only to the Eomans, who flour- 

an impiety, and has so been ished two thousand years ago. 

imderstood by the forces of This little road is being ' tar- 

Natm-e. ' 'jcijCw macked’; it is a back-street. 


“Look wdiat has happened 
since. Tornadoes, snoAX’storms 
and blizzards in the Middle 
West. Floods on the Potomac 
and floods on the Ohio. An 
earth tremor in East Derby- 
shire. A mine explosion in 
Western Virginia . The Vistula 
is flooding W'arsaAA’. The Guad- 
alquivir is flooding SeA’ille. The 
Tagus is flooding Andalusia. 
There has been a landslide in 
Italy. The countiy round Cor- 
dova is a A’asb lake. Stromboii 
is in eruption. There is no 
doubt about it. Man is be- 
coming too big for Iiis boots, 
and poor old Nature is making 
ready to bite his heel. Fly 
round the world, indeed ! Why, 
at this moment it is as much 
as the most energetic and in- 
domitable of you can do to 
travel round London.” 

“But, my dear Sir,” I said, 
“our communications are the 
glory of our ciAulisatiou ; in fact 
the history of our commimi- 


"I'ii 
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Lad ^. “ Never he.\iu> of the Ten Coaimanraients, 

LITTLE BOY I GOOR GltACIOUS ! Wh.\T IS YOUR NAME?” 

Little Boy, “ Moses, Hum.” 


ished two thousand years ago. 

This little road is being * tar- 
macked ’ ; it is a back-street, 
connecting tAA^o side - streets. 
No traf6.e of any sort ever 
f passes along it. For ten weeks 
to-day my municipality has 
been employing oiir unem- 
^ ployed in hacking it up and 
rolling it down again. It lias 
noAV been hacked up and rolled 
S down five times. In the ninth 
/ AA^eek they brought the tarmac. 
E; ) The road is practically ready.” 
P “Marvellous!” he mur- 

mured. 

By the time Ave had struggled 
out of the deA'astated area AA’e 
Avere a little tired, and my 
friend suggested taking a tram 
, to the taxi-rank. 

“ There ai‘e no trams,” I re- 
minded him ; “ and no buses.” 
- “ Your system of communi- 

1:=^ cations-—” be began a little 
nastily. 

“But Ave can take a fast 
electric train,” I assured him. 
ENTS, BjsriN volente” ' , 

We took two penny tickets 
and watched a couple" of non- 


cations is the history of cmlisation ! | Whitehall which grapple daily Avith the stop trains flash through. 

There is nothing aa'B do so Avell.” problem of the word ‘ four.’ One De- “ Marvellous 1 ” he murmured again. 

“In the past three weeks,” he replied, partmeiit is trying to teach the adults The station w^as cold and draughty, 
“therehave been three first-class steam- of the nation to pronounce it "Foer’; being A^ery high up above the roofs of’ 
ship collisions and as many railwa)' the other Department is trying to teach Hammersmith. 


accidents. And you talk of flying round the children to pronounce it ‘ Four.’ ” 


the Aveadd ! Bah ! Something is going 
to happen to you. I am afraid. Call me 
a taxi, please.” 

I went to the telephone, remarking 
a little bitterly, “ AnyhoAv, th is is some- 
thing you can’t do in the Moon. 
Hullo,” I added crossly, “Hullo . . . 
and yet again, “ Hullo 1 ” 
For a few minutes I read quietly in the 
telephone-book. “Do not s.^y " Hallo,’ ” 
I read ; and also, “ Subscribers shoulb 

NOT ENGAGE THE TELEPHONISTS IN CON- 
VEBSATiON.” Fond hope I 
“ “ Hullo,” I said a little later, “I Avant 
Hammersmith Foer— Double — Foer 


“ ’Ullo,” said a v'oice in my ear. 


“It must be a great satisfaction,” 
he said after a few minutes, “ to know 


“Isthere a taxi there, please?” I said, that at this A^ery moment three of 
“Yiissir.” your countrymen are flying round the 

“ Can you send me a taxi, please ? ” world.” 

“ Where ’s ’e to go, Sir ? ” “ It is,” I said shortly. 

“ Charing Cross.” A little later I drew his attention to 

“ Yussir.” the handsome forest of wireless wires 

“Can you send him to Number 4, and posts on the roofs about us. 

Acacia Villas, please ? ” “ What about that ? ” I said proudly. 

“ Number 4, Acayslier ? No, Sir.” “Those people, those humble people, 
“ Why not ? ” I inquired timidly. can listen to America.” 

‘ “The road’s up three-quarter of a “And they cannot get to Charing 
mile each side of you. Sir.” Gross,” said he sourly. 

“ True,” 1 said ; I had forgotten.” For two pins I AA’^ould haA^e pushed 


“ Can’t get near you, Sir, not unless j him on to the line. 
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A train arrived, and we hacked a 
passage into it. Some time later it 
deposited us at High Street, Kensing- 
ton. 

May I ask,” said the Man in the 
'Moon, while we waited for a Circle 
‘train, “exactly what are the advantages 
of your superb modem commnnica- 
•tions 

“Centralisation, co-ordination. We 
are bringing the peoples of the earth 
closer and closer together. One day we 
hope that anyone will be able to fly 
round the world — a single International 
Eound-the-World Air Service.” 

“Well,” he said, “ I wish your ‘ avia- 
tors ’ luck. But though they succeed in 
driving their exceedingly ugly machine 
round the Earth, I shall still think more 
of a certain Captain Slocum of whom I 
have read, an American citizen and a 
poor man, who built a small sailing-boat 
with his own hands and sailed it round 
the world, absolutely alone. It took 
him three years and some months. 
There was no point in it. But that 
was the greatest thing a single man 
has ever done. He was greater than 
Ulysses. He must have been mad. 
But Providence looked after him, be- 
cause he trusted in nothing but the wind 
and the sea, the natural gifts of Heaven, 
and had no machine but a tin clock. 
Are there men like that now ? ” 


“We have a few lunatics w^ho do that 
kind of thing,” I admitted. ^ * 

“And are there men who rideliorses? ” 

“One or two.' They are considered 
— ^the Pbince, of course, excepted — 
rather a joke.” 

“ Or walk from place to place? Or 
travel on camels ? ” . 

“ Certain savage tribes ” I mur- 

mured. 

“These lunatics are the sanest men 
you have. Take me to them'.” 

“I cannot,” I said. “We have no 
passports.” 

The Man in the Moon went white 
with rage. “ In all this orgy of com- 
munications,” he cried with a most 
disgraceful oath, “is there nowhere I 
can go ? ” 

“ This* brown thing approaching,” I 
said, “ is an Inner Circle train. It will 
take you round and round in a circle, 
and at last (if there is no industrial 
trouble meanwhile) it twill bring you 
back alive to High Street, Kensington 
(if you are not crushed to death on the 
way). It is electric,” I added. 

“ It is vile,” he said. “ Something to do 
with the Moon, I suppose ? Farewell.” 

There was a green flash ; there was 
a very high Spring Tide ; and two 
young persons on the platform fell 
violently in love. The Man in the 
Moon was gone. A. P, H. 


“Bryon Centenary Celebrations in Cyprus. 

Limassol, March 24. — The hundredth anni- 
versary of Bryoii’s death was celebrated here 
to-day. Bryon’s portrait was framed with 
laurel, and with the Anglo-Greek colours.” 

' Irish Pa^et\ 

Who was this hero ? , Some relation of 
Beyon Bobu, we suppose. 

The Professor of Astrophysics, lectm:- 
ing at Cambridge, recently quoted the 
following definitipn of a hole : . “ A hole 
is a partial negation in the totality of the 
surrounding positive circumstances.” 
It was no doubt as a result of this 
precise information that Carnbridge won 
the Inter-Varsity golf match. 


• “Bombay Government Gazette. 

, The Reve.rond W. , on return from leave, 

to be Chaplain of , vice the Reverend 0.— 77 - 

January 31^ 

begin the session with. It is seldom that situ- 
ation so develops, ‘ 

Not ‘My Old Dutch,’ Albert Chevalier’s 
popu-General Day of Humiliation and Prayer 
(on a Senator Welmaran’s speech in moving 
this were received quite calmly by most of the 
grave Walvis Bay, after twelve days in the 
South-West Town Council during the visit.” 

Indian Pajger^ 

While admitting that the story, if 
slightly disconnected, is full of incident, 
we are nevertheless glad of the assur- 
ance that it is seldom the situation so 
develops. ■ . » 
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NEWS FROM THE SOUTH. 

The birds were again in council. 

“There was a telegi*am in Tlie Tunes this morning/’ said 
the robin, “ saying that the first swallow flying north had 
been seen at Taormina, in Sicily. On the principal page, too. 
What rubbish ! *’ 

“ How did you know ? " asked the great tit. 

“The parrot at tlie A^icarage told me,” said the robin. 
“He heard his master read it out at breakfast.” 

“It sounds disproportionate to me,” said the thrush. 
“ And wasteful too. Aren’t telegrams expensive ? ” 

“Very,” said the chaffinch. “But perhaps the swallow 
sent it himself. They 'rc always sitting on tlie wires over 
here.” 

“ Very likely they 're foreign ^pies, tapping them,” said 
the blue tit. 

“ The Vicar/’ the robin resumed, thought that this par- 
ticular telegi‘am from Sicily was one of the funniest things 
that ever got into print.' He said that no Sicilian paper, in 
the autumn, would put in a telegram about the first swallow 
to leave here.” 

“ Where do swallows come from ? ” the blue tit asked. 

“The parrot says from Africa/’ said the robin. 

“ He ’s a foreigner too, isn’t he ? ” the blue tit asked. 

“Yes,” said the robin; “but you mustn’t blame him 
for that. He didn’t fly here, like these others, whether 
they ’re wanted or not. He was brought against his will on 
a ship. You should hear liim imitate the ]Deople calling 
for the steward. It ’s marvellous. He mimics the Vicar too, 
^ acknowledging his transgressions.’ A^ery funny. Although 
he comes from so far — ^Brazil, I believe — he ’s quite intelli- 
gent. I r&ean quite intelligent for a foreigner.” 

“There’s one thing in the swallows’ favour, anyway,” 
said the chaffinch. ‘-“They don’t want to join any birds’ 
tables. They don’t eat crumbs.” 

“No,” said the great tit, “nor share our cocoa-nuts. 
But after that, I don’t see that they ’re so w’onderfuL And 
they do nothing for us. They don’t sing; they haven’t 
got beautiful colours ; ” and he looked with approval at his 
yellow, green and velvety black. 

“ Fancy building a nest out of mud! ” said the chaffinch. 

“ I don’t object to their lining a nest with mud,” said the 
thrush ; “ but to build it all like that — no.” 

“ Foreign ways,” said the sparrow. “ All foreigners are 
j^culiar.” 

“ I ’ve only told you half the parrot’s news/’ said the robin. 
“They’re going to broadcast the soqg of the nightingale. 
Did you ever? The parrot says it ’s for people wffio never 
get to the eountiy. But in that case why don’t they 
broadcast us too ? Aren’t \Ye worth listening-in to ? I don’t 
say anything aboixt my own song, but what price the 
thrush?” - 

“ Yes,” said the chaffinch, “ and tlie blackbird ? ” 

“And the skylark? What about him?” the girnt tit 
inquire!. ' - - 

“ All English,” said the robin. “^No home-bred songsters 
need apply. No one w^anted but foreigners. Sad but true,” 

“ To return io that sw^allow%” said the blackbird ; “I’m 
sorry for him if he got here during these east winds. He ’ll 
look sillier than ever pretending he can make a summer. 
Did you ever know such a winter? ” 

“ No, nor such a spiing,” said the robin. . “ We ’re lucky 
to have a restaurant in this viUage. Few bird tables are as 
regularly ancVas well supplied as that at *The Folly.’ That 
must be a very nice woman who lives there.” 

“ Have you had the pluck to sit: on the cocoa-nut she’s 
to|^up in a new place — -j*ust inside her sitting-room?” the 
asked the blue tit. 


“ No, I haven’t,” said the blue tit. “ It ’s very silly, I 
know% but somehow I can’t do it. I know she ’s all right, 
but I daren’t do it. It ’s a pity we ’re so timid. It ’s a 
great defect of bird character.” 

“And it might be a trick to catch you,” said the wren. 
“ You never can tell.” 

“ I don’t think that,” said the blue tit. “But I haven’t 
the courage.” 

“ I wouldn’t mind,” said the robin, “ only I don’t care for 
cocoa-nuts.” 

“I’ve 'seen you successfully overcoming your dislike/’ 
said the great tit drily. 

“No,’' said the rolJm, “I have never really cared for it; 
but I might have pretended to be enjoying it by way of 
gratitude to the lady. I think I must hop into her sitting- 
room one day. It ’li give her such pleasure. It ’s time we 
did something to cheer her dull life.” 

“ How brave you are ! ” sighed the blue tit. “ But this 
thoughtful kindness to others is something of a novelty in 
one who lias so recently killed his father and his mother.” 

“ Don’t be catty,” said the robin. 

The birds all shuddered. 

“What a terrible word to use ! ” said the chaffinch . “ I ’m off 

And the meeting broke tip in dismay. E. A^. L. 


^n a (Boob Cause. 

Westmister’s recent election showed us what a big place 
Westminster is, for Mr. Churchill was finding constituents 
to address as far afield as Oovent Garden and Soho Square ; 
while the Westminster City Hall is as distant from the 
Abbey as the Charing Cross Eoad. AVhen we think of this 
great space, wherein are comprised far too many crowded 
poor dwellings, we must realise. how important it is that 
Westminster’s Hospital should be properly maintained. 

The opportunity to assist the Hospital (which has the 
distinction of being the very first in England to be depend- 
ent upon voluntary contributions) is at this moment ripe, 
for the growing needs of Westminster have made extension 
imperative, and the authorities have taken advantage of the 
occasion of rebuilding to' add not only new wards and 
operating-rooms but a new home for nurses. The total cost 
is £70,000, of which rather more than half has been raised ; 
and it is the second half that is now so earnestly desired. 

The exact sum is £32,000, and a friend of the Hospital 
has come forward with the promise to give half — £16,000 — 
if the remainder is raised by June 30th. This offer surely 
cannot be allowed to fail of its purpose. It would be dis- 
graceful and w^orse if in two-and-a-half months a generous 
and sympathetic people like the English did not subscribe 
£16,000 for so worthy a cause. 

AVhile, of course, the larger the donation the better, no sum 
is too small to assist the Hospital in its work and to give the 
donor the right to feel a participant therein. When passing 
the mass of scaffolding which now masks the Hospital 
facade, how pleasant to be able to say, with innocent boast- 
fulness, “ I too am helping to rebuild that fine place and 
keep it going I ” That is within the power, of every reader 
of P%in^i who sends a contribution to the Hon. Treasurer, 
Sir Egbert Hudson, G.B’.E., Westminster Hospital, S.W. 1. 


A Eemarkahle Memory. 

“ Miss Elizabeth has died in her niiiety-fiftli year. She remem- 

bered Waterloo .” — Provincial Fajger, ' 

Foxu'teen years before she was born 1 : 

AAritness in a motor collision case : — 

“ It was a noonlight night, although there w^ere trees about. But 
it was rather a light night for the time.” 

These noonlight nights are very bewildering. 
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||§ AUTO-SUGGESTION. ©X 

^ y ^ A LITTLE old woman lived lone on a / ( 

III hill; 

u Her clothes were all patches; she / 
hadn’t a shoe ; 

Her features were shrivelled, yet in 
her eyes still 

A light shone of blue. 

The little old woman had httlc to eat — 

A dandelion salad, a hunk of black bread, 

A handful of beans now and then for a treat — 

No better she fed. 

The little old woman slept high in a hut ; 

The North ^vind attacked it as well as the rain ; 
The door and the window had long ceased to shut — 
She fought them in vain. 

The little old woman would ache a great deal, 

But rubbed her bones, humming. She ’s 
mad I ” the folks swore, 

Since though she could often scarce stand, bend 
or kneel, 

A smile her face wore. 

The little old woman, when once more a-foot, 

Might earn a few pennies at intervals rare 
From strangers that on the right path she would put 
With motherly care. 

This little old woman whose heart was so stout 
Said daily ; “I’m lucky I ’’-—complained not nor 
sighed, 

^Vnd even in secret, if courage gave out, 

“ I ’m lucky ! ” still cried. 
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mother {io Ilaid iclio has been sent to negotiate loith NcUie, dismissed from the dinner-tahle for misbehaviour). ‘‘Did you tell MiriS 
XeLLIE she, could come rOR THU PUDDING IE SHE PR03MISED TO BE A GOOD GIEL?”‘ 

Maid. *‘Yes . . ' . ‘ 

• Mot } m \ *'\Vell, what did she say?"’ ' 

MaU. “She said, ‘^Vhat sort op a pudding is it‘? 


JUNGLE GEORGICS. 

Thbeb ’s a damsel nibbling plantains, and a pariah'-i)up 
thafi snatches 

The little strips of yellow peel she flings at him for fun, 

And the cracked black soil around her is aflame with 
scarlet patches 

"V^here the chillies lie a-drying in tiie sun. 

The carts are standing empty and the jungle-men are lazing 
And chocolate-coloured goblins scream *ancT scramble la 
the hay, - 

For the paddy 's in the garner and the buffaloes are grazing 
And the jungle ’s' holding carnival to-day. 

All the greenwood’s lit with flowers, little lamps that 
wink and twinkle \ ^ 

Through the twisting crawling creepers, through the 
twilight of the trees, 

And the branches shake' with laughter as they wait for you j 
and sprinkle 

Their rose and gold confetti in the breeze. 

See thebutterflies in orange, howtheyflutter, how theyquiver, 
See the parrak^ts ^n emerald darting madly to the fete, 

And away across the valley, where the kaing-grass shows | 
the river, i 

There ’s a peacock that ’s a-calling to his mate. 

Oh, the ecstasies unspoken and the rhapsodies unwritten, 
Of my jungle where the lotus and thefrangipanni bloom ! 

fYet I ’d willingly exchange it for the tiniest bit of Britain 

' With the bluebells and the bracken and the broom. 
L J.M.S. 


SONGS IN THE MORNING. 

Thk time of tlio singing of the birds has come again ! 

Hardly lias tlio gloom of night begun to yield to the first 
grey approach of the dawn wdien the blackbird’s note is 
heard, tremulous and hesitating at first, but soon fall- 
throated, loud and clear. No whit behind, the rooks take 
up the chorus, for to. tlie rookery also has laggard Spring 
come at last. 

Then the thrushes’ throbbing notes are heard’; then the 

starlings and the finches and the^ [That will do. 

Payment at the usual rates is not made for bird -lists. — En.] 

Very well. To resume : long ere the milkman breaks the 
stillness of the fresh young day, himself whistling no less 
lustily than any bird, or ever the first workman’s train has 
ambled on its tortuous way adown the valley, whistling 
worse than the milkman, our feathered companions are 
wide awake, greeting the dawn. Even the fowls next door 
[I will not charge for these. — Oontrib.] — even these, 
though their note may not be included in the category of 
bird-song, make as much noise as they can from. their 
wired enclosui'e ’heath the budding lilacs. 

Oh, the Spring song of the birds ! How their glad notes 
penetrate everywhere, even through three blankets and an 
eider-down, telling that another Spring day is coming. 
How they sing ! How I wish they w^ouldn’t ! 

Mr. Edwiu , an astronomer from Los Angeles, said that the sky 

was so clear during the passage through the Bay of Fundy (Nova 
Scotia) that Venus was quite distinct to the naked eye during day- 
light .’’ — Provincial Papa\ 

She must have guessed he came from Los Angeles. 
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THE WAY OF ALL FISH. 


The Gule. “ DON’T I GET ANY OP THESE LOVELY GOLDPISH ? ” 

Keepee Sno^veen. “ NO, THEY ’EE ALL WANTED POE THE COEMOEANT.” of Gull.) 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Mondcuj, March 81st, — Mac- 
Do'sxlb appealed to the House to give 
him longer notice of Q uestions on f orei gn 
affairs. But he gave no encourage- 
ment to a suggestion by Captain Tudoe- 
Eees that, as Ministers’ replies were 
often inaudible, they should be printed 
and circulated before, instead of (as now) 
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A GBAND NATIONiVL INSUBA^TE ACT.” 

Mr, Wheatley {as Conjuror IZI.”). 
“This peocedxjee, ladies and gentle- 
men, OBVIATES THE NECESSITY OF PASSING 
POUND THE HAT.” 

after, the questions were put. Yet that 
surely would be from the Government 
point of view an ideal arrangement; 
for questions and answers could then 
be taken as read,” and there would be 
no supplementaries ” to embarrass 
Ministers not quite accustomed to their 
job. 

Some stray scraps of information were 
forthcoming. The new Greek Eepublic 
has not yet been '‘recognised ” by H.M. 
Government ; not through any “ hesi- 
tancy,” as the PniME Minister assured 
Lieut. -Commander Kenworthy, but 
because the conditions attending “a 
re-recognition ” are very complicated. 
If the Greeks at the coming iiUbiscite 
were to restore the Monarchy there 
might, I suppose, have to be a “ re-re- 
recognition.” 

On one matter the Government liave 
firmly made up their minds. They 
have no intention of introducing a Pure 
Beer Bill, and paid no more attention 
to Mr. Ernest Brown's plea for “more 
barley and less science ” than to Lord 
Wolmer’s protest against the importa- 
tion of Czeclio-Slovakian hops. 

After Mr. Wheatley’s speech on the 
panel-doctors’ fees I am inclined toj 
think that he ought to be Chancellor of j 


the Exchequer. He had to find nearly 
two millions a year to pay the increase 
demanded by the medicos. “ Nothing 
more from the State,” stipulated the 
Treasuiy, “ Don’t you dare to touch om’ 
benefit-funds!” roared the Approved 
Societies. And yet, by a process of 
financial jugglery which I don’t pretend 
to understand, he has managed to get 
hold of the money without anybody 
(apparently) being a penny the w^orse. 
Among the factors that he mentioned 
as helping him were the dislike of 
Scotsmen for drugs (they prefer, I 
imderstand, a local panacea) and the 
tendency of casual contributors to tear 
up their cards. 

Afterwards the Colonial Secretary 
explained his proposals for improving 
communications (wireless and other) in 
the West Indies ; andMr.OR:MSBY-GoRE 
lu'ged that there should be a news-broad- 
casting station in Barbados for the 
benefit of the remote islands, where the 
inhabitants “ hved very much to them- 
selves,” and at present, I am told, have 
to be content with the wire in their hair. 

Tuesday^ Afril 1st . — The Church of 
Scotland Bill gave Lord Haldane 
an excellent opportunity of displaying 
his varied gifts as lawyer, historian, 
philosopher and even theologian ; and 
he showed remarkable self-restraint, I 
thought, in compressing into a speech 
of less than an home’s duration his 
account of the Disruption of 1843 and 
of the efforts (culminating in the pre- 
sent Bill) to shepherd Scottish Presby- 
terians again into one fold. 

But there waS one noble Lord who 
chafed a little. This was Lord Buxton, 
who had been promised this day for a 
motion about the League of Nations. 
By the time the Scottish debate was 
over it was half-past six, and Lord 
Buxton hinted — ^in the politest possible 
language, of course — that LordPARMOOR 
had made an April fool of him. Lord 
Parmoor disclaimed any such intention, 
and, pointingbut that Lord Buxton was 
merely the victim of the rule that Bills 
had precedence on Tuesdays, hoped he 
would keep his motion till Monday. 
But that brought a protest from Lord 
Curzon, who trusted that the House 
was not going to drop into the practice 
of never taking any important business 
after half -past six. He had often known 
I debates begun at that time and con- 
tinued up to the dinner-hour. 

Boused by this trumpet-call to duty 
the Peers thereupon carried on a debate 
upon Smoke Aloatement until nearly 
seven. 

Mr. Snowden announced that he 
would “ open the Budget ” — his use of 
the old-fashioned phrase beloved by 
Gladstone may help to allay our fears 
of predatory taxation — on Tuesday, 


April 29th. That will be the first day- 
after the holidays. Probably he reckons 
that his proposals will seem quite mild 
to Members who have just faced their 
Easter hotel bills. 

In moving the Second Reading of 
the Treaty of Peace (Turkey) Bill Mr. 
Arthur Ponsonby seized the oppor- 
tunity to expound the policy of the Go- 
vernment towards Treaties in general. 
In future they are all to be submitted 
to the House for consideration and, 

I if desired, discussion. Thus ‘‘secret 
treaties and secret clauses of treaties” 
w’ould be rendered impossible ; and the 
House \vould be informed of all commit- 
ments and understandings which might 
bind the country to specific action. 

It sounds very nice in theory, but 
will the foreign nations with whom we 
desire to negotiate take the same view ? 
Incidentally it means, as Sir Samuel 
Hoare pointed out, that wdtliout the 
consent of the House the Prime Min- 
ister would be unable to make a deal 
on Reparations with om* Allies or on 
Russian debts with the Soviet Delega- 
tion. At this Mr. MacDonald gave ^ 
a BuRLEiGH-like nod, but whether of ' 
assent or dissent it was imjDOSsible to 
say. 

The Treaty itself came in for criticism. 
Mr. H. A. L. Fisher considered it an 
omission that it did nothing for the 
Christian minorities, unless we were to 
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The Coon . “Don’t rmu, Colonel ; I have 

DECIDED TO RECONSIDER MY POSITION.” 

Mr. Asquith and 3Mr. Clynes. 

assume, as an old Armenian had told 
him, that “the minorities had all been 
killed” ; and Sir Edward Grigg doubted 
whether the Dominions approved of tlie 
obligations imposed upon them, and 
said that what they wanted was “a sane 
and steady opportunism” — a phrase 
which may have reminded the House 
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that Sir Edwabd "^as once private sec- 
retary to Mr, Lloyd George. 

Wechusday^ April 2nd , — A discussion 
on tliG Territorial Army, initiated by 
Lord Gage, revealed a fairly satisfac- 
tory condition in t hat Force. Eecmiting 
suffers from two contradictory diffi- 
culties — war- weariness among the older 



THE “PEKGLEGABTEN.” 

Me. Turveydeop, M,P. for Penistone, 
OPENS A Liberal Acadesiy of Deport- 
ment, 

men, andabelief that thereisnorealneed 
for their services among the younger — 
butin spite of that the Force hasreached 
three-quarters of its establishment, the 
men are of good quality, and the attend- 
ance at camp, according to the Coujb- 
like phrase of Lord Derby, w^ho takes 
a paternal interest in the “Terriers,*’ 
grows better and better,” 

At last Lord Buxton was able to put 
his postponed question regarding the 
League of Nations. Lord Parmoor, as 
the result of his visit to Geneva as 
British representative, was convinced 
that the League had already done much 
good work and had a great future before 
it. Lord Cecil of Ohelwood vigor- 
ously endorsed this view, and declared 
■•Ms belief ’that only through the League 


could w^e hope for the eventual pacifi- 
cation of the world. 

In the Commons, Viscount Curzon 
received from Mr. AjUMON a reassuring 
repl}’ regarding the accommodation 
for air-craft carriers in the existing 
docks at Singapore, and took occasion 
to apologise for having accused' the 
hon. gentleman of misleading the 
House on a former occasion. The noble 
Lord’s tongue, like his car, not infre- 
quently exceeds the speed-limit, but 
never does any serious damage. 

- Thiswasperhapsthemost critical day 
that the Government has experienced 
this Session. Mr. Wheatley, who 
turned the tables so cleverly upon his 
adversaries in the Poplar debate, "was 
less successful in commending his Eent 
Eestriction Bill, whose first and prin- 
cipal clause was designed to prevent a 
landlord from: recovering possession of 
his premises if the defaulting tenant 
was unemployed. He told harrowing 
tales of starving Glasgow tenants in 
daily terror of eviction, hut admitted 
that it was hardly fair to throw the 
burden of housing them entirely upon 
one section of the community. ' 

^‘This is not Socialism,” said Mr. 
Neville Chamberlain, - “ this is the 
Revolution itself.” If a man was entitled 
to receive shelter ait some other individ- 
ual’s expense, whyhot food and clothing 
as well ? " . 

; There was consternation on the Minis- 
terialBenchwhen Mr. Asquith declared 
that unless Clause 1 was dropped he 
should vote against the Second Read- 
ing; and' it was not allayed when Mr. 
Maxton bade the 'Government accept 
the challenge and go to the country. 

Mr. Clynbs, between the Devil and 
the Red Sea, attempted a compromise. 
He was willing to bring in a clause 
throwing upon the taxpayer, instead oi 
the landlord, the burden of keeping an 
unemployed tenant in his home. But 
the Speaker ruled that this would re- 
quire a new Bill and a Money ‘Resolu- 
tion. Still the Leader of the House 
hummed and hawed ; and he must have 
been sincerely grateful to Mr. Pringle, 
who, amid cries of Divide,” talked the 
Bill out. But it is not true that he has 
asked leave to attend the lectures on 
Procedure which the Member for Peni- 
stone delivers to budding Liberals. 

Mr. Clynes soon recovered his equa- 
nimity and made a clever speech on 
Colonel Guinness’s motion regarding 
the inexpediency of a Capital Levy. 
But neither his advocacy nor that of 
Mr. Pethtck Lawrence, the “ onlie be- 
getter” of the Levy, was able to convince 
the House that it was j)ractical politics, 
and the motion was carried by 325—160. 

When the House went into Committee 
on the Army Annual Bill Mr. Walsh 


sturdily announced that he would not 
accept any Amendments ; and, though 
the back-benchers, chiefly on his own 
side, kept the House sitting till five in 
the morning, he stuck to his gTins, and 
triumphantly securedthe ThirdEeading. 

Thursday, April ' Srd , — The Public- 
House Improvement was again before 
the Lords, and led to a lively duel — a 
hundred years ago it would have been 
adjourned to Hyde Park — between 
Lords Plymouth and Astor on the 
subject of the True Temperance Associa- 
tion. Lord Russell, to whom I un- 
willingly did an injustice a fortnight ago 
by suggesting that his attitude towards 
the Bill was inspired by Puritan motives, 
moved an amendment designed to secure 
that the improved public-house should 
supply “ meals suitable to the character 
of the premises and the locality ; ” but 
Lord Cave thought the wording too 
indefinite, and on a division it was 
rejected by a small majority. 

A Performing Animals Bill, intro- 
duced by Lord Danesfort, was opposed 
by Lord Raglan, on the ground that its 
provisions might apply to anything from 
a meet of the Coaching Club to a con- 



The Mosley Butterfly, or Papilio 
iiAEEoriE ^^ sis , nsr its three stages op 

DEVELOPMENT. 


jurer’s rabbit. It was supported how- 
ever by Lord Knutsfoed, chiefly, I 
think, in order that he might get even 
with a friend who has trained his dog 
to sit up and b’eg whenever he shouts 
“ Knutsford ! ” 

Mr. Mosley lias at last finished his 
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journey from Torpsm via Indexoenclence 
i to Labour, and, to s1io\y the comx^lete- 
ness of his conversion, took his seat 
I next to Mr. Kibkwood. 

I Encouraged by this notable accession 
I to his flock, Mr. Clynes plucked up his 
spirits and boldly asserted, in reply to 
I critics, that the Government's handling 
of the tram strike had saved the Lon- 
I donpublic much inconvenience.” With- 
; out exactly endorsing this statement I 
I am prepared to admit, as an involun- 
tary jpedestrian, that the delay in the 
' settlement was a distinct benefit to one 
liver in the Metro]polis. 

THE NEW HEADACHE. ’ 

“A HEADACHE, YOU sav,” observed 
the doctor. 

‘^No, I did not, I said headaches — 
2 >lnral. Himdreds of headaches. I hold 
the world rights in the headache, Lon- j 
don, Provincial, American, Colonial and i 
xVssorted Foreign.” 

^LAny other symi^toms ? ” 

^^Book, acting, translating, musical 
and film rights. Every time the heroine 
of a movie has a headache you are im- 
X)elled to think of me.” 

Let 's see your tongue.” 

‘‘ The broadcasting right is said to be ' 
worthless, but you never laiow what 
science will achieve.” 

‘‘Undo your waistcoat.” 

“I said headaches, not heartaches.” 

The doctor looked at me as if ^e had 
just remembered that everything cpmes 
to an end some time. Then he listened 
to my heart. 

“ Shall we say a little adiposity ? ” 

I shan't. I only know ‘ The Eaven ' 
and ‘ The Wreck of the Hesperus.' ” 

“ What sort of headache is this ? ” 

“ All sorts. Headaches to please all 
classes. See my circular and advertise- 
mehtsi This moment's variety is like 
that following on stroke across top of 
head with length of lead piping.” 

“Iknow’. I've had one like it myself.” 

‘'You have? You never paid me 
royalties. How long ago and how fre- 
quently ? Send in a statement for me 
to check.” 

“ How 's your apx)etite ? ” | 

“ Look at the end of my j)en.” 

“Eat any fruit?” 

“ Only peanuts at cabarets.” 

“ The engine is off colour. Wants a 
rest. Been overloading it. Take exer- 
cise ? ” 

“When the Persian cat wanders I 
always have to catch it.” 

“ The headaches wiU last until you 
take plenty of exercise regularly.” 

“ You know those chaps who chmbed 
Mount Everest — ^Beuce & Co. ? Do you i 
Imow w^hat they got as they approached I 
the top ? Headaches.” | 



Bus Cona/iictor (to passenger nmo lias just tfianhed him prettily for xmldng np her hag). 
'•’That ’s all right. Miss. You ain’t like the lady as I lid the same thing 
FOB yesterday. When I ’ands ’er thri bag she says, 'You ’re a jmjm avis ' — 

THAT ’S ALL I GOT FOB BEING PERLITE.” 


“Well, well, we w^on't send you uj) 
Mount Everest. Take some long walks 
and have this made up for you.” 

He gave me a piece of writing which 
looks like this ; but I admit there must 
be at least a hundred different read- 
ings, thus affording greater scope for 
chemists:— ' 

N.T. Strophanth mXX 
Pot. Gib. zi 
Ag. Chlor SVl 
1/12 E.S.V.P,C.E.ag. 

Then, with wdiat I took to be a mut- 
tered ai)ologj% he skode out of the 
house. 


Mount Everest I have taken the medi- 
cine, ^Talked five miles and n6\v have 
a new kind of headaclie. I call it for 
short “The Scalj) ””l)ecause the feeling 
resembles that of a j)inioned j)risonei* 
\vhen he* sees the Bed Indian apjproach 
him \vith the knife. Terms on applica- 
tion. Just as ghastly and probably as 
lasting as “ The Lead Pi^^e,” “ Tiie Eed- 
Hot Needle ” and “The Hair Twister.” 
All regular headachers on my books 
may have a free trial. The ordinary 
“Spring, 1924 ” variety— plant how"! 
—at fifty for sixpence. Peel ill and 
be fashionable. 


* ❖ * ^ :5: • “Pavement Talks.” — Evening Pa pen 

Since I am not going to be sent up Sermons in stones at last. 
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THE MURMUR. 

As I turned the corner on my way 
to the station I saw Striiigfellow ahead 
of me. He was walking very slowly 
and mating unaccustomed use of his 
walking-stick; I mean he was walking 
witli it, not hitting things. 

“Hullo!” I cried, catching liim up, 
“ what 's the matter ? Corns ? ” 
Stringfellow, leaning rather theatri- 
cally on his stick, paused. 

“ Corns ? ” he repeated with a laugh 
which (it seemed to me) was not quite 
so hollow as he had intended it to be ; 
“ corns ? I only wish it • were corns. 
No, no,” he continued with a wan 
smile, “it's something a good deal 
worse than mere corns.” 

“ What ? ” I asked bluntly, for I am 
no district visitor and have no aptitude 
for listening to other people's ailments. 

“ A Murmur,” faltered Slringfellow, 
leaning so heavily upon his stick that 
it became a semi-circle. 

I regarded. Stringfellow amazedly. 
He was the last person on earth con- 
cerning whom I should have thought 
the merest whisper of scandal could 
have been raised — a dogged stodgy 
chap, devoted ±o his vegetable garden. 
A chap who specialises in parsnips. A 
chap who knows more about chemical 
manures than is good to listen to.. And 
yet . . . 

“ Pooh,” I soothed, “ you know what 
people are. Besides, if it 's only a mur- 
mur.” 

^ Stringfellow dramatically struck the 
right side of his chest, and then, exhibit- 
ing transient confusion, the left. 

“ The Murmur 's he announced 
with some irritability^ — “ in my heart.” 

I strove not to look surprised, but I 
couldn't help wondering if Mrs. Stiing- 
fellow knew about it. Of course the 
whole thing depended upon what the 
unfortunate chap’s heart was murmur- 
ing — ^what name, I mean.” 

“And — ^and does your wife know ? ” 
I asked gently. 

“Yes; I told her last night. She” — 
a certain complacency crept into his 
voice — ^‘^she was much distressed. Be- 
cause, you see, I shan’t be able to do 
any more gardening. I 'll have to take 
things awfully easy. Just when Spring 
is coming, too. Of course we shall 
have to have the gardener two extra 
days a week, but that can’t be helped. 
As for me, I shall have to sit — or per- 
haps recline— in a deck-chair and just 
watch the gardener work. Just sit and 
watch. Ah, me!” — and Stringfellow 
stifled what sounded to me extremely 
like a gloating chuckle. 

“But tell me,” I urged (for the pic- 
ture ^njured up by Stringfellow was 
without its attraction for me) “what 


is a Murmur ? ” Stringfellow drooped 
pathetically. “ It 's an affection of the 
heart — in the medical sense of the 
word, of course. Not frightfully dan- 
gerous if you 're careful, but ” The 

10.5 train w'as steaming into the station ; 
Stringfellow indicated it nonchalantly, 
“ Supposing I were to hiiny to catch 
that train,” he said illustratively, “I 
should ” And lie snapped his fin- 

gers with an am of finality, at the same 
time, perhaps inappropriately, casting 
his eyes upward. “Finish,” he added 
simply. “ Phut — gone 1 ” 

“ Pieally ? ” I said admiringly. 

“Absolutely. I mustn’t huny- or 
worry or fimriy — 

“ Or scurry? ” I suggested aptly. 

He tapped me on the shoulder with 
his stick: he tapped, I think, rather 
harder than was necessary. “ If I did,” 
he announced portentously— “phut ! ” 
And again he gazed at the wintry spring- 
like sky. “ Henceforth I 'm a looker-on. 
Alas 1 ” 

I thought of Stringfellow a good deal 
that day. I thought more particularly 
of his reclining in a chair watching the 
gardener at work. It was the sort of 
thing which, I felt acutely, I myself 
could do with no little success. 

“A garden is,” of course, “a lovely 
thing God wot,” but rolling and mow- 
ing and weeding, and — and forking^m 
are not so lovely. Supposing — sup- 
posing I developed a Murmur 1 Not, of 
course, anything so noticeable as “ the 
murmur of innumerable bees,” but, say, 
the murmur of one shy, almost inar- 
ticulate bee. The prospect pleased me. 
And it needed but the oft-repeated 
spectacle of the back view (patched 
and otherwise) of countless unwilling 
gardeners, caught bending as the train 
sped townward through allotment - 
country, to render the prospect posi- 
tively alluring, 

TVhen I arrived home that evening I 
had a Murmur. As I pushed open the 
garden gate I tottered a little, and in- 
stinctively pressed my hand to my left 
side (I wasn't sure if Mollie mightn’t 
be looking at me through the curtains 
of the spare-room window). Then — 
well, I ask you, what would you have 
done if you had observed a rooster, 
purple-wattled, pompous andpontifical, 
conducting a party of three lady-friends 
over the very spot where but yester- 
day you had sown a row of the most 
expensive brand of sweet peas ? If you 
are the man I take you for, you would 
have done what I did. If you wouldn’t 
— ^well, you 're a poor fish. 

Now, I do not claim to be any ath- 
letic young stripling, but, by Mercury, 
no Rhodes’ scholar could have covered 
the distance between the garden gate 
and that polygamous fowl in quicker 


time, taking into consideration that I 
lost the fraction of a second in snatch- 
ing up a garden broom en rente, than 
I did. 

“ Save yourselves ! ” squawked the 
rooster (with true roosterian chivalry) 
to his wives as he witnessed my ap- 
proach. The wives obeyed on the 
instant. But the Caliph of the hen- 
run missed his clawing on the fence- 
top, and my broom caught him pretty 
shrewdly in the shadow of his tail 
feathers. 

“ Whoops !’’ I cried. 

And the rooster went over the top 
as though -projected from- a^ trench 
•mortar. I turned, warm but trium- 
phant, to meet Mollie. Mollie was 
laughing. Mollie was in an overall. 
She — she looked awfully springlike. 

• “I’ve neverseenanything so splendid 
in my life 1 ” she gurgled. “ I was 
watching you from the bath-room win- 
dow, and the way you scooted down 
the path and lunged at that insufferable 
Buff-Orpington was superb. Why, you 
might have been a boy again. It makes 
me feel quite old.” 

“Ha, ha I” I sniggered self-consci- 
ously. “Really I ” 

Mollie slipped Tier arm into mine and 
squeezed it. « 

“You're nothing but a kid,” she said, 
“ and I think I must have looked after 
you pretty well to have kept you so fit. 
Why, when I thick of poor Mr. String- 
fellow ” 

My arm gave a jerk. “ What ’s the 
matter with Stringfellow?” I asked 
carefully. 

MoUie laughed. _ “ Nothing really,” 
she said, “but sheer laziness. He ’s pre- 
tending there 's something the matter 
with his heart, so that he needn’t do 
any more gardening. His wife was 
telling me about it to-day.” 

“The deceitful dogl” I said indig- 
nantly. 

Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“ The theory is that these artist fellows 
steal out of a night under cover of darkness, 
their pictures under their arms, and land the 
magni opi furtively on the steps of Burlington 
House .” — Soots Paper, 


From a Somerset House notice to an 
executor : — 

“Though it is observed that the deceased 
did not occupy No. — Street, until subse- 
quently to his death, yet apparently sums have 
been deducted having reference to actual 
occupation.” 

It is attention to littledetails likethisthat 
accounts for Mr. Sno-wden’s surplus. 

“Buffalo Swept off Peet by 
MEXDELS somr Ohoiu.” 

Headline in Canadian Papet\ 

Were they giving “the tune the old 
cow died of ” ? 
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5n /iDemoilam. 

Sir Feedeeick Bkidge : Sir Walter Paekatt : 
Sir Charles Stanford. 

No *' idle singers of an empty day ” 

Were the three veterans who have passed away, 
But rather claiming room on history’s page 
As streniions minstrels of a crowded age, 

■Who played most loyally their several parts 
In service of the yotmgest of the Arts. 

The first to go — ^the Abbey’s organist — 

For his untiring energy will be missed ; 

He kept the zest of boyhood till fourscore, 

Lover of London and her ancient lore, 

Of Pepys and Eyed and Puecell; and he lib 
His talk and discourse with refreshing wit, ■ 
Kindly and keen, good-tempered and well- 
wishing, 

And like Sam Wesley in his love of fishing. 

A graver note befits 'the homage due 
To him who, noble-hearted through and through, 
In every British organ-loft is held 
In reverence as a teacher unexcelled, 

And chief interpreter of the music made 
To strengthen and exalt in w’orship’s aid : 


Gracious and wise, honoured by King and Court, 
Yet honouring most the things of good report, 

In friendship never known to flag or falter, 

And to his peers the best beloved Walter.” 

Last of the tliree who in a fortnight’s space 
Finished their memorable earthly race, 

In the great Abbey lies by Purcell’s side 
The Irish master who ^vas England’s ];>ride, 

And in his eaidy youth made Cambridge feel 
The force of his illuminating zeal. 

He trod new j)aths, vdiile pedants stood aghast, 

Yet never sought to ostracize the past.' 

Finely endo%ved with the creative gift, 

Too critical to imitate or drift, 

Fasliion he worshipped not nor humour scorned, 
But every aspect of his art adorned, 

Eevealed and purged the glories that belong 
To the rich treasure-house of Irish song, 

And magnified in high heroic strain 

Cur mariners W'ho' scoured the Spanish main. 

But’ though their living presence may have gone 
From Windsor, Westminster and Kensington, 

Their life-long service to the Art divine 
Has surely b'uilt them an enduring shrine. 

And the young lion's whom they sought to tame 
Will live to be the guardians of their fame. 
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Maid (with visiHng-card). “Please, Musi, thebe’s a gextlesi.^- wasts to see you" 
Mistress. “What name, Maey?” 

Maid. “’E DIDN’T TELL ME >IS NAME, MuM, BUT ^E GIVE ME THIS TICKET TO COME IN WITH.’' 


OUTWARD BOUND. 

E ve painted tlie Ratcliff Highway red 
To the tune of a twelvemonth’s pay — 

We ’ve cruised around from tlie “ Ship AgTound ” 
To the shores of Tiger Bay ; 

We ’ve stood our pais and we ‘ve kissed the gals 
For a fortnight and a day. . . . 

But there ’s sometliing gone wrong with the dance 
and the song, 

And there ain’t no bite in the beer, 

So— 17^ sail to Vallipo, and yoit'll sail to Maine, 
Coromandel, Callao, Perim, Port o’ Spain, 

Baltic way— down the Bay — ^up the China Seas — 
Pernambuco, Providence, an where you please ; 
Don t matter where if it ’s far enough from here ! 


You can git yoim sea-cliest out o’ paw ii 
Or leave it \Yhere it lies ; 

You can pay your shot (or maybe not), 

You can leave your gal likewise 
With a '' Now, my dear, be of good cheer 
And wipe them blooming eyes.” 

For w^e 11 w^arp her out with a song and a 
shout, 

And we 11 give the tug a cheer, 

And — 11 sail to Frisco, and you to Callao, 
Honolulu, Trinidad, Montevid-e-o, 

Baltic w^ay— dowm the Bay— up the Cliina 
Se^s — 

Pensacola, Palembang, anywiiere j^ou please ; 
Don t matter whei'e if it ’s far enough from 
here! ^ C. F. S. 
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THE WATER ZOO. 

"Sini'oi’L* apoloi'ios avo oilEercd to Mr. E. G. Boulenger, controller 
of tbo iignGv opened Aquarium at Eegont’s Park, for any trifling 
cirurs of science or occasional exaggerations \Yhich may litne crept 
into these verses. ^Making an Aquarium, after all, is one thing ; 
making a rliMue is another.] 



To-Dii' I have -swn all l ivish, 

For I have seen four thousand fish. 


Inscrutable and rum, 

li \ 

Oise) ling me with solemn eyes 


That hold no anger or surprise, 


In- the Aquai’ium. 

\ 

Because they float about my hi-aln. 
To-morrow I shoidd like to come. 

'1 V 

And see four thousand fish again. 



For there are pike and trout and carp, 

And fish with faces long and sharp, 

And wi'asse with their mosaic scales, 
And oblong fish that have no tails ; 

^ Fresh-water and salt-water fellows, 

K « And fish with valves that work like 
^ bellows ; 

And fish that leap and fish that crawl, 
And great octopedes a-sprawl, 

Inside those aqueous mysteries 
Below the Slappin Terraces ; 

And golden fish with filmy skirts 
That move like Oriental fiiits, 

And rainbow-coloui'ed fish that seem 
Like sunsets dipped into a stream, ^ 

And silver fish with dusky bars 
That float beneath the nenuphars, 

And tiny fish of Paradise, 

And fish with furry backs, like mice, 

And fish that lay their eggs on land 
By leaping, as I understand, \ ® 

And placing them on grass, but yec \ n 

Must splash about lo keep them wet ; \ 

The sea-hare, which is like a slug, \ 

The wolf-fish with an awdul mug, j ^ 

And sharks with faces mild and prim, 

Like schoolgirls, elegantly slim — 

You W’ould not dream that underneath 
That tiny mouth had all those teeth — 

And humorous turtles that advance 
As though in some Salome dance, 

And hermit-crabs that have the sense 
\ ) To use a whelk-shell residence 

m $\ k walk about with in the sea, 

' h Whereon there sprouts, most luckily, 
J/ A poisonous anemone. 

And there are fish that kiss and climb, 
And fish that croak, though not in 
rhyme, 


xAnd sucking-fish that hang on rocks, 

And eels that give electric shocks, /w ^ 

And fish that turn a rosy pink — 

From slieer false modesty, I think — i OL- \ 

xAnd fish that, floating on the tide i 

Transparent, show their whole inside : W ^ 

Not ray-fish these, but, should you wish, m ^ 

They might be termed the X-ray fish ; A 3 'Y 

And flat fish with their eyes askew, \jk ^ 

All buried, save those eyes, from \iew 

Beneath the clean white sand, until \ X 

With rippling movements they ascend 

To eat some portion of a friend f ^ 

Thrown in by keepers from the top ; 

And fish that always seem to stop 

Lying in one place, dull as lead, 
Although you tap quite near ‘their head ; 

% And salama,nders dark and dire, 
xAnd axolotls, wliose desire 
To be a salamander fills 
Their bosom with ecstatic thrills ; 

But no — the awful hand of Pate 
Prevents them from that longed-for state. 
For grow to be a salamander 
\ (Though striving with uncommon 
candour 

And patient as a nurse or aunt) 

The axolotl simply can’t ; 

Because of his peculiar gland 

He may not hope to salamand ^ 

His life’s ambition forced to throttle, ^ j/ 

He still remains an axolotl.'*' jJ 




And there the crayfisli or lancjouste g 

On craggy rocks is seen to roost. ... 

To-day I have seen all I ioish, 

For I have seen four thousand fish. 

Inscrutable and rum, 

Observing me %oith solemn eyes 
That hold no anger or surprise, 

1 Aquaritm, 

they float about my brain, 
To-moi'roxo I should like to come, 
And see four thousand fish again. 


* This account of the emotions of the 
axolotl was L’indly supplied by Professor 
JuLTAx Huxia«:y. 
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“T^i's Bbssemeb, you Ksoyr , by the fibe— the famous novelist. His books have a tkemekdous s\.le " 
'‘Have you bead any of them?” 


"No, I’VE NEVEB read Aim^HHTO OF HIS EXCEPT HIS TESTIMONIALS IN PRAISE OF ^YUGGLES’ Fat RedUCEK.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks) 

Most of the H. G. Wellses we know come on in The 
Dream (Cape) ; and this multifariousness makes the perusal 
of that entertaining novel more like a spell at the halls 
than a night of the legitimate drama. It also renders the 
book very difficult to appraise, for the reception due to the 
creator of Kipps and Mr. Polly— "ssYio is allowed two long 
turns of unparalleled brilliance and vivacity — could not, 
one feels, be fairly accorded to the ethical, sociological and 
theological Wells in his more truculent and hortatory 
aspects. The two-thousand-years-heiice Utopia in which 
the story opens leaves me, as usual, cold. But v/hen its 
inhabitants start excavating a village, poison-gassed in 
" The Age of Confusion,*’ and one of them cuts liis hand on 
a railway-carriage mndow and dreams himself deliriously 
back into our own era, then the fun begins. Sarnac, the 
Utopian, is merely William Morris and water. But 
Marry Mortimer S^nitli, his "farver” the “ greengrosher,” 
his mother, brother and sisters, his admirable un'ele, John 
Julip (gardener to Loixl Bramble) , and all their sayings and 
doings — these are the essential Wells. So too are the 
Pimlico chapters— the lodging-house - of Matilda Good, 
whose cap was like the lower shell of an oyster inverted,” 
all her lodgers, and all Hairy’s efforts, finally trramphant. 


to rise above his station. Of the book’s two typical romances 
I prefer that of Hetty, the pitiful heroine of Harry’s war- 
marriage, to his sister Fanny’s snccessftU housekeeping 
with an unhappily-married publisher. The decorum aud 
stability of this latter idyll (though admittedly exceptional) 
are, 1 feel, pieces of special pleading, like the union of 
religion and ruthlessness in Mrs. Smith, and that of religion 
and dishonesty in Smith and the Beverend Moggeridge. 

^^®®k has a great deal to say about cheap pi’olifera- 
tion,” which the Utopians apparently eluded by the unheroio 
methods of Dr. Stopes. As in the Wellsian canon nothing 
is impossible to education, I suggest an austere avoidance 
of cheap mating as a more noble, natural and radical 
means to the same end. 


In the ’Tliirties and ’Foi-ties one of the best-known figures 
in the Midlands was William Bowen Joedan Wilson 
known variously as “G-umley Wilson” and » The Old Squire,’’ 
whose hunting reminiscences have now been edited by his 
nephew, Sir Gut Ileetwood Wilson, under the general and 
effective title ot Green Peas at Christmas (Aenold). The 
“ Squire,” Ms editor declares, was “very good-looking, most 
attractive in manner, extraordinarily plausible and insen - 
sately extravagant.” But the habit of backing bills for his 
friends (one alone cost him a cool twenty-three thousand 
pounds) seems to have had more to do with his ultimate 
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banliTuptcy than anji:-bing else. He had, at any rate, twenty- 
one years *of first-rate Iiiinting in the best country in the 
i^lidlands before the smash came. That was in 1852. 
WiLSOX joined the 3rd Dragoon Guards in 1825 as a hand- 
some but veiy slight -looking cornet (see frontispiece), when 
the senior officers were stiU Peninsular men and capable, 
given time, of putting away their three bottles of port a night. 
His recollections of Ireland about that time are perhaps 
the most interesting part of the book to the layman. There 
was plenty of agrarian outrage, but the military were never 
interfered with even when, so to speak, they were “ asking 
for it.*' Hunting enthusiasts will turn to the notes on the 
years 1831-52. (jiimley Hall, where the Squire ” took up 
ins residence after his mairiage in 1831, lay pleasantly within 
reach of the Atherstone, 

Pytchley, Quorn and Cottes- 
more. And the great days of 
fox-hunting were just begin- 
ning, when hounds were being 
bred for speed and it took a 
good horse to live with them. 

An attractive little book — 
with perhaps more mis-spell- 
ings of proper names than 
was quite necessary', though 
Sir Guy does complain that 
his uncle’s handwriting was 
^‘ail but illegible.” 

The FenicLQram (Grant 
Eichards) is a study of a 
highly - strung boy whose 
home-life was more than a 
little unusual and irritating. 

Gregor Shares when we meet 
him, was captain of rugger 
in the school, at which he 
was a day-boy,, a prefect and 
altogether a great man. But 
at home he amounted to 
almost less than nothing, for 
his step-mother fussed -and 
prayed over him and tried 
desperately to control his life. 

He had two younger brothers, 
who are cleverly diuwn, and 
one half-brother, who had 
adenoids and other troubles 
more difficult to remove. The 
father had disappeared some 
dozen years previously, and 
Mrs. Share’s anxiety about Greg was presumably due to a fear 
that he had inherited some of the paternal vices. However 
that may be, Greg had a friend, Clive Cardioell^ a young man 
of artistic tastes and temperament, of whom Mrs. SAare pro- 
foundly disapproved. I confess that I also had my sus- 
picions about Clive, but in the end should judge him an 
innocuous man, though of a dangerous type. Presently 
Greg heard news of his father, and wrote to him, and the 
result of this was that during his Easter holidays he went 
to Germany, with Clive and Clive’s friend, Bolf von Budes- 
Jieim (who was not a German)^ to meet the missing parent. 
The journey, with all its experiences and delights for an 
eager boy, is excellently told; but of Mr. Share it is enough 
to say that he was not worth finding. Mr. ‘Huntly 
Eobertson has not, I imagine, finished with Greg. The 
signals are down for a sequel, and I hope to read it. 


The Flying Drainer (Fisher Unwin) was also in the 


coiu'se of his career a professor of bio-chemistry at Cam- 
bridge, a mystic, a factor in international complications and 
political strife, a vulgar little man engaged in a vulgar little 
intrigue with an actress, a good fellow and a great lover. 
This is Mr. Eonald Fraser’s first novel and it is perhaps 
because of this that he has given that superlatively 
good measure which this summing up of his hero suggests. 
For his purpose he has utilised farce, tragedy, passion, 
puerility, satire, science and psychic speculation, proba- 
bility and fantasy, setting them anywhere between Primrose 
Hill and Downing Street, with actors who range from the 
habitues of suburban gin-shops to members of the Cabinet. 
You might almost conclude that he had set out to show how 
widely he could throw liis net ; but the book is much too 

j)romising to be the result 
of any such process, Albert 
Codling, . The Flying Dra- 
per,”, is a pathetic ' figure, 
impossible and yet convinc- 
ing, and the sense of strange 
beauty there is about him is 
not lost, even though Mr. 
Fraser allows liis first flight 
to be complicated by the 
fact that he absent-mindedly 
takes with him the umbrella 
of an outraged customer to 
whom he has just refused to 
sell flannelette. There is a 
similar recklessness on the 
author’s part throughout the 
story. It begins with an air 
of sharp - flavoured comedy, 
passes through tragedy and 
ends on a human note which 
stresses the loneliness com- 
mon to all of us, which we 
seek to lose in close relo.- 
tionship with our kind. After 
its own prodigal fashion the 
book rises, however uncer- 
tainly, as liigh above the 
genei-al run of novels as 
Codders did above the other 
drapers of Primrose HiU. 


The Safety Pin (Jenkins) 
does indeed set Mr. J. S. 
Fletcher’s new crime mys- 
tery going, but immediately 
diups out and is heard of 
no more. I wonder if this is strictly fair. Our author 
does not belong to any fastidiously literary school of 
mystery-mongers. With him conversation need not be 
plausible provided it conveys the necessary information or 
suggests the appropriate misinformation. ‘'Mary Sanders,” 
said the landlord, introducing the maid to the inspector, 
she it was that saw Mr. Deane last.” This Mr. Deane, 
a man of some wealth evidently, had but recently arrived 
in Southernstowe. He had gone to bed, had got up in 
the middle of the night and been found shot two days 
later in a sandpit near the house of the successful and re- 
spected mayoress of the little town. She was also a woman 
of means, and there began a perfect orgy of blackmail of 
which the victim is the unfortunate mayoress. She is, of 
course, entirely innocent of the murder, as you can, of course, 
guess at once or I should not teU you, but, having other 
personal matters to conceal, she pays. Of the three black- 
mailers the most important and tlie least likely was the 
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quick-brained little solicitor’s clerk, whose motto, '‘Must 
look after myself first,’’ was stretched to the point of 
readiness to put a noose round his own brother’s neck 
if the worst came to the worst. And it is' he who ferrets 
out the mmderer, with the assistance of one of the most 
platitudinous and addle-pated policemen I have met in this 
kind of w^ork. Something of a maehine-m|ide story, but 
I pass it for railway use. 

Jimmy Vciiite was about six years old when we are intro- 
duced to him. His mother was dead, his father lived in 
India, and he was staying with a maiden aunt in London. 
Miss Pamela Taine was “ a practical woman.” Jmimy, on 
the other hand, dreamed dreams, and a more ill-assorted 
couple never tried to tolerate each other. With admirable 
economy of words Mr. John Eyton, in Expectancy (Arrow- 
smith), relates the difficulties and disappointments of this 
vague and lonely child. When Jimviy w^as nine he returned 
to India with some distant cousins, who opened up one new 
’'vvorld to Jhnmyy while their little daughter, Joan, opened up 
another. The voyage was a delight to him ; but on joining his 
father at the end of it he was as lonely as he had ever been. 
Both of them were shy, and eventually, after the retimn t o E ng- 
iand, their sympatliies drifted apart. Up to a certain point 
Mr. Eyton has succeeded completely with a very difficult task, 
but towards the end I found it less easy to follow him. 
The innocency and diffidence that became Jinimy as a boy 
are not so attractive when he grows up, and I failed to share 
his appreciation of the merits of Joan. But in spite of this 
I warmly commend the tale for the excellence of its style 
and construction. The Indian scenes exercise a' real spell, 
and as a study of a sensitive romantic character Jimmy 
deserves a wide recognition. 


What pleases me most in Dublin Pride (Palmer) is its 
simplicity and independence. Veiy' few first novels are so 
free from original airs and reflected graces. Yet I found it, 
on the whole, a rather callow and unconvincing book ; and 
this I put down to the superficiality and lack of interest 
displayed by Mr. Ewan Agnew in dealing with the pivot of 
his plot— a proposed " mixed marriage ” between a Catholic 
and a Protestant. The Catholic, Eatlilcen Bafferlj/y is said*' 
at the outset to be “ remarkably devout.” She dwells In 
Dublin, where her father, a widowed professor, has. taken 
the Catholic Church, lock, stock and barrel, under his con- 
troversial wing. Her Protestant fianc6, John Tanner, an 
engineer, lives in Liverpool ; and his sole surviving parent, “ 
a mother, keeps state in Eegont’s Park and reads The 
Morning Post Here you have obvious ground for a socio- 
political-religious tragedy (or comedy), of which the passion 
of Kathleen for John (it is rather that way about) shall be 
the appropriate centre. But- nothing of the sort matures. 
No sooner is Kathleen forbidden the house by her father 
than Mr. Agnew wearies of racial and religious differences 
and the story becomes a mere cock-pit of temperaments. 
KathleenxQdiiQt^ against her Englishman’s gi’oss and exacting 
disposition, and (with her eye on David Verno^i, a chivalrous 
journalist, as his possible successor) gives him bis dismissal. 
The professor dies too soon to witness this consolatory change ; 
and the book closes with John at a loose end, Kathleen 
“living her own life,” and David bound by his word of 
honour to come up for matrimony if called on. I must' 
own that I could not succeed in taking Kathleen, either 
devout or emancipated, very seriously as a heroine. But 
I congratulate Mr. Agnew warmly on Mrs, Tcmner, a 
very shrewd and original portrait of a limited but lovable 
character. 
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ANY SUNDAY PAPER-BAR TWO. 

ORDER YOUR COPY NO^Y. 

To ensui'e delivery of next week’s 
issue readers are strongly advised to 
place a special order with their news- 
agent now. We have secured at great 
expense the sole right to all articles by 
Supt. H. SleuthsoD, whose retirement 
after twenty-five years’ brilliant service 
at the Yard” has just been announced. 
Although his name has chiefly been 
associated with the suppression^ of 
street betting and the illicit traffic in 
cliocolate'afterhourSjhe has made a pro- 
found study of murder and murderers. 
The fruit of these studies will be found 
in the startling series entitled i 

^TEW LIGHT OH OLD CEniES, 
the first of which will appear on 
Sunday next. 

In this enthralling article Supt. 
Sleuthson will give an amazing reply to 
the familiar queij, “Who killed Cock 
Eobin *? ” Certain facts which ' have 
come to his knowledge enable him to 
dispose of the commonly accepted but 
utterly bogus confession of Sparrow, 
The latter will be shown to belong to 
that strange group of mental perverts 
whose false confessions often render 
more difficult the tasks of our great 
detective force. The real criminal was 
a much more dangerous and desperate 
man than that ill-armed and self-ac- 
cused megalomaniac, Sparrow. The 
motive for the dreadful deed will be 
foimd after research in the grim records 
of sexual pathology, a subject with 
which Mr. Sleuthson will not hesitate 
to deal at length. Terrible and even 
nauseating details of the slaying of poor 
Eobin are now available, and we shall 
not shrink from our plain duty, which 
is to give them full publicity. An organ 
which forms the staple reading on 
Sundays in a million British homes 
shall never fail to put the true facts of 
life before the men and women, ay, 
and the giwing children, of this great 
Empire. 

The article will be illustrated by ex- 
clusive photographs of curious exhibits 
from the morbid museum which is Mr. 
Sleuthson’s pride. These will include 
the tiny monocle worn in the “ little 
eye ” of Ply and the wrought-iron soap- 
dish in which Pish caught the ebbing 
life-stream of the poor victim. Inci- 
dentaUy it emerges that neither Ply 
nor Pish was present when the dread- 
ful blow was struck, only arriving on 
the scene after the hitherto anonymous 
assassin had fled. 


“ Gentleman, contemplating a Trip to Ice- 
land during the summer, would like to Meet 
Another to accompany him.”— Paper, 
But why trouble to leave England 7 


OXPOED OUT OP TEEM. 

In Arcady the woods are green, 

The cowslips dip and dance at will, 
The daisies in a silver ring 
Circle the fountain and the spring, 
And marigolds bum bright between ' 
The ladysmock and daffodil. 

But shall I sigh 
Because that I 
Have lost the key to Arcady ? 

The woods are green on Hinksey Hill. 

In Arcady the nightingale 
Makes music for the butterflies, 
Makes melody upon the thorn, 
Sings vespers till the morrow morn , 
Ceaseless and sweet, moonlit and pale — 
The dying girl that never dies. 

But shall my tear 
Bedew her bier 

While of a morning I can hear | 
The shouting larks on Cumnor Eise ? j 


In Arcady each shepherd king 

Pollows a lady, light and lithe, 

And queens as slim as hollyhocks 
Are set to guard the snowy flocks, 
And lovers find in labouring 
A sceptre hid in every scythe. 

But shall I weep 
Por silly sheep 

While Cumnor village lies asleep 
Dreaming of June and Bablock Hythe ? 


“A short single string of pears, just long 
enough to fit round the base of the neck, is ' 
fashion’s latest fsxncy, ^*-^PJvening Paper, 

It might have been worse but for the 
fortunate shortage of bananas. 

Extract from school-boy’s letter : — 

“ In Gym. I am top of the Division. I got . 
there by standing on my head : as there is 
only one more lesson I hope to stay there.” 

It is a good thing the holidays are 
near. 
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Native mail runners of Toro, in the 
Uganda- Protectorate, have gone on 
strike because there are too many lions 
in the district. There is a hope that 
Mr. Bevix will be asked to go over and 
deal with the matter. 

•5f- 

Amongst the latest art treasures to 
go to the United States is Mr. Augustus 
John. 

The man who wrote the banana song 
is now reported to have written another, 
entitled, “Do ‘Shrimps Make Good 
Mothers ? ” One theory is that a piece 
of bone may be pressing on the 
brain. ... ... 

Professor Howaed Maybeeby, 
of Chicago, states that love at 
first sight is impossible. In 
view of this statement we hope 
Lord Eotheemeee will have an- 
other look at Mr. Ea:msay Mac- 
Donald. ... 

The residents of Kensington 
have been petitioning Lord Ash- 
PiELD to construct a Tube from 
there to South London. This 
looks to us suspiciously like an 
attempt to shift the Albert 
Memorial to Clapham Common. 

:fc. ❖ 

Messrs. Negeetti and Zam- 
BEA have prepared a chart com- 

B the temperature of 
this year with that of 

March,' 1923. Very morbid. 

!{« 

Cne of life’s most bitter trage- 
dies is that of the keen golfer who , 
has also taken up Mah-Jongg. 


listen-in to the splashing of the weaves 
and the shouts of the joyous bathers. 
Ca the other hand it might entertain 
the joyous bather-s to listen-in to the 
sighs of the jaded business man. 

An expedition which is sailing for tlie 
South Seas in search of hidden treasure 
is reported to have an ample supply of 
champagne. With champagne at pres- 
ent prices we could do with some bidden 
treasure ourselves. 

We understand that The Daily ^lad'.b 
recent leading article, ‘^Come Off Your 
Perch ! ” may be sung in public without 
fee or licence. 





Teotsky is said to be no\v 
living in daily fear of assassina- 
tion. Hitherto, of course, he has only 
been assassinated weekly. 

The United States Salvation Army 
authorities complain of being over- 
whelmed with golf-clubs discarded by 
people who are sick of the game. Still, 
they should welcome the chance of 
recruiting many a reformed golfer. 


Perfect Little Gentleman {about to have his first lesson in 
self-defence)* “Excuse my glove, won’t you?” 




thorough 


A Gaf6 waitress with a 
knowledge of Greek has been discovered 
at Colw^m Bay. But Colwyn Bay is 
not always convenient for those who 
prefer to give their orders in the dead 


languages. 


With reference to the development of 
broadcasting we see it suggested that 
this summer the jaded business man 
in his sweltering office may be able to 


It has been discovered that the man 

who claimed to emit a halo did it by 

means of a trick. It is now suspected 

that certain politicians obtained theirs 

by a similar device. 

. 1 . . 1 . 

... 

v 

At one Soviet ofi&ce the employees 
have been warned against spilling red 
ink on the staircases. Nothing was said 
about blood. , 5 . 

We are reminded by a gossip- writer 
that a certain American song-composer 
win write the words of a song before 
breakfast and think nothing of it. 
Neither do we. 

A meeting of the Ku Klus Elan held 
last week at Lilly, Pennsylvania, passed 
off very quietly. Only four persons 
were killed and eleven injured. 


The strength of the Government 
seems to lie in its ability to march trium- 
phantly from one defeat to anotlier. 

It is hoped tliat women will buy 
their summer furs early and not bo 
caught napping by the first snap ol 
summer. , ... 

The Euddy Kingfisher of Borneo 
makes. its nest in a beehive. Probably 
it was the bees who first called it b) 
that name. ... ... 

Attempts have been made recently to 
find out the reason wliy chamber con- 
certs are not more poiDiilar, We sent our 
housemaid to one the other day 
and she found out immediately. 
There were no pictures. 

It is said that diamonds were 
never so expensive as they are 
to-day. We don’t know. We 
once had a partner -who w’ent 
three on five to the knave, and 
then redoubled. 

Mr. H. Geindell Matthews 
claims that by means of a ray 
he can, with the small power 
obtained in a London flat, create 
a zone sixty-four ' feet wide in 
which life is impossible. Bui 
we ’ve known a piano do worse 
than this. 

' * ‘ 

Dean Inge says that he is in 
favour of emigration from this 
country. We liave often 'won- 
dered why he keeps on writing 
those articles. . 

Professor Lanodon states that 
lie recently discovered the site 
of the liliraiy at Kish by throw- 
ing a brick. We know of a man 
wdio did the same thing at Brix- 
ton and found the police-station. 

A large eoal-yard in South Wales 
caught fire recently and burnt for several 
days. It seems to have been the sort 
of coal that we have been trying to find 
for years. ... 

According to a Society note, the pram 
in vrhich the daughter of England’s 
richest heiress is to take tlio air in 
Hyde Park as soon as the ^veather is 
warm enough will be dark blue lined 
with white Md. We could have wished, 
for her health’s sake, that the kid was 
to be pink and white. 


ITatural Histoxy Kevised. 

“ Time brings its changes. The cockroach 
of to-day is the butterfly of to-morrow.” 

Weekly Paper* 


' VOL. CLXVX. 


u 
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THE WELCOME OF AN ENGLISH SPRING. 

[Dedicated to Fougasse '' with many liajyinj memories 
of the South.) 

1 *VE al'^ays said it rang a little hollow, 

That note of Beowning, with the homesick air, 
Hinting that he would like to be a swallow 

En route for England ** now that April ’s there ; ” 
Also the taste for homeward aviation 

In such a month, when Nature simply scowls, 
Betrays a lack of true imagination 
" In those misguided fowls. 

Only an overwhelming sense of duty, 

That brooks no parley when my conscience speaks, 
Could hope to tear me from the scenes of beauty • 
Where I have wallowed for the last few weeks; 
Oh, not of choice or pure spontaneous motion 
I joined with those blind homers on the wing, 
Who rush to be in time for England*s notion 
Of what is meant by “Spring.” 

The franc’s vagaries may have left me stony, 

And yet, this hour, I *d blow my final sou, 

To see the palms of Menton (or Mentone), 

The towering palms that fringe her tideless blue ; 
To climb the hill where Paynim loved to harry 
Old Eze’s walls ; or in your sporting car 
To mount the way — a careless ]partie carree — 

That winds to Castellar. 

In Monte’s restaurants that cheered our gizzards 
Plump British matrons beat the floQr to-day, 
Papng the tariff to their young lounge-lizards"^*' — 
But Monte seems a million miles away ; 

So soon — ^it feels like years ago already — 

From that exotic vision fades the flush, 

Blurred by the snows of April and her heady 

Slixture of sleet and slush. - O. S. 

An American term for professional dancing-men. 


THE FORTY-EIGHTH SITUATION. 

“The achievement of originality,” said Balliol, taking out 
a large calabash pipe and lighting it, “is becoming more 
difficult every day. In the arts, for instance, we ,have 
music, painting, sculpture, and literature — • — ” 

“ Litej^ature ?” a College inquired. 

“ Literature certainly,” continued Balliol coldly. “ There’s 
no originality in literature nowadays. With only forty- 
seven situations for the modem novelist to work on — = — ” 

“Excuse me, Sir,” interpolated Queen’s politely, “ but do 
you include the kitten story in that ? ” 

“ What kitten story ? ” 

“ The one about the young kitten named Tiny.” 

“I am dealing with situations,” snapped Balliol icily, 
“not Limericks.” 

“But it isn’t a Limerick,” protested Queen’s cheerfully. 
“ It ’s a joEy original situation. Matches? Thanks. Once 
upon a time ” 

Balliol yawned ostentatiously. 

“ Once upon a tirae,” proceeded Queen’s affably, “there 
lived in a large North of England town a handsome young 
ironmaster named Allardyce. He was an exceedingly rich 
young man. All his life had been spent in his business, 
and, apart from his aged and kind-faced mother, no other 
woman had ever entered his life. He was, in fact, what 
they would call at Cambridge a ^ misogynist.’ That is to 
say ” 


“ Yes ? ” said Balliol. 

« — ^Well, late one evening in June love came to this 
Eichard Allardyce in the shape of a young lady — a young 
lady named Hinde ” 

“Who one day, at Oommem., on a ‘ grind’ ” Wad- 

ham began. 

“ Said — hut I digress,” remembered Queen’s suddenly. 
“Miss Hinde, to be very brief, was a singularly beautiful 
young lady, and the moment our Eichard caught sight of 
her he writhed in love. Seven days of divine contortions 
followed, and then on the eighth, being able to restrain him- 
self no longer, he coiled himself about her and asked her to 
marry him. She agreed. On the ninth day, therefore, at 
the old village church, with aged mother as best man, they 
were married. 

Passing over the next twelve months, which is only 
right and proper among young gentlemen, we discover, on 
a certain morning during the thirteenth month, a handsome 
young aerial-fixer, name of Derek Tawnish. He is seated 
on a couch in the Allardyce drawing-room. What is he 
doing there ? Well may you ask. He is there to make 
love to April Allardyce. And she ? She, my young friends, 
is returning his love, and with a gusto so hearty that, if you 
have never made love to a North of England wife, you 
can scarcely imagine it. Enter suddenly on to this ilhcit 
scene Eichard Allardyce, ironmaster. He comes in by door 
left lower entrance and pauses thunderstruck. For at 
that moment a great resounding Mss assaults his lily- 
white ears. 

“ ‘ April ! ’ he bursts out huskily. ‘ Eeally this is a little 
too much.’ 

“ Dropping her lover and picMng up her small Persian 
Mtten named Tiny — I want you particularly to note the name, 
‘Tiny’ — April rises and faces her husband courageously. 

“‘Derek,’ she says calmly, ‘I love Eichard. I mean, 
Eichard,’ she says calmly, ‘ I ’ ” 

“ Go on,” requested Balliol curtly. 

“ ‘ Eeally,’ says Eichard, easy like — ‘ indeed. And does 
Derek — may I ask — love you ? ’ 

“ ‘Practically,’ says Derek, drawing himself up to his full 
height. 

‘“Very well,’ says Eiqhard, coolly drawing a small 
revolver from his faultlessly-tied cravat, ‘ bags I then the 
bird 1 ’ 

“ With that he raises his revolver and shoots straight into 
April. ‘ Eichard I she screams. But no one hears her. 
At that moment both men are looMng down on the Wilton- 
carpeted floor. Lying there, absolutely still, is the small 
body of Tiny, the Persian Mtten, of no fixed affections. It 
has fallen from its mistress’s arm — shot dead! ” 

Knocking a cushion from the arm of a chair, Queen’s 
sank down into it heavily. Balliol rose. 

“ So that. Sir, is your story ? ” 

Queen’s nodded. 

“And the originality of it,” continued Balliol, smiling 
caustically, “lies entirely in the fact of the Mtten being 
named Tiny ? ” 

“Not quite,” corrected Queen’s gently. “ But in the fact 
of a Mtten, born in 1924:, being called Tiny.” 

“And not— Felix?” 

Queen’s nodded again. 

“ Good night, gentlemen,” said Balliol thoughtfully. 


“ Modern comedies are often absurdly over-dressed .” — Stinday Paper , 
No one can say that about modern revues. 

“ The new playing field measures 108 sq. yards, and is as flat as the 
proverbial billiard table .” — Local Paper. 

But appreciably larger. 
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THE MEAT AND THE BONE. 

Bull-dog. “LET IIE DRAW YOUR ATTENTION TO THESE SUCCULENT EXPERT 

dAU SAGES/’ 

UP ^ONE {ms^picioiisly). “I MAY CONSIDER THEM, IE IT DOESN'T MEAN GIVING 




fectly. well. I was merely practising derful enough,” I agreed airily, “until 
MORE AUTO-SUCGESTION. I auto-suggestioB.' ' If tbis evening — or I you know how it done.” 

‘‘I LIKE your Uncle Samson,” I mur- to-morrow afternoon at latest— I am Now, no doubt, you in your day (or, 
mured dreamily, addressing MolHe, but not to murder your Uncle Samson and rather, night) have listened to back- 
fixing my half-veiled eyes upon the bury his remains beneath the bed of chat artists with some — however small 
high light on the coffee-pot’s unfash- delphiniums (and what magnificent — degree of pleasme. But I doubt if you 
ionable figure ;** I am glad he is coming blooms we should get if I did!) I have ever been privileged to listen-in to 
to stay the week-end with us. I like shall have to persuade myself that, so an authentic dialogue between the in- 
him. I am glad— glad!” far from regarding, him as a pla^e comparable and invisible duo of the 

“You’re gasped MoUie, let- and a pestilence, I positively like psychological stage, Ob. and Sub. You 

ting the letter she had just received him.” ^ are now so privileged. This is the sort 

from her loathsome relative fall firom “ Oh, then do,” urged Mollie. “Do of thing that went on all day: 

her nerveless fingers. “Glad?” persuade yourself. It’ll make things Ob, I like Uncle Samson. 

I allowed my head to sink slightly so much easier ah roxmd.” ^ Sub, {in a cotton-woolly wice}. Half 

in acquiescence. “I intend to,” I assured her loftily, a minute while I search the records. 

“ I like Uncle Samson,” I intoned, “ The other day, when I proposed that Oh, {incisively). Never mind the re- 
as in a trance. “ Of all your relatives you should Oou^i away your headache, cords. This is a new impression. I tell 
Uncle Samson is my favourite. I like you laughed at me. You did not be- you I like Uncle Samson. Got that ? 
him.” Slowly I wrenched my queer iieve it possible.” Siih, {releasing records). Your Uncle 

gaze from the coffee-pot. “I tell you,” “ But I ’m only a weak woman,” de- Samson is^a scomge. When you were 

I asserted, meeting her startled regard precated Mohie, the dimple in her left engaged to Mollie he said she might as 

with dogged lack-lustre eyes, “ I like cheek much in evidence. well many a dustman, 

him. Dear old Uncle Samson ! ” “ True. You lack concentration. The Ob, {doggedly), I Zffe Uncle Samson, 

Mollie hm^riedly pushed back her subjective mind is intensely amenable D’you hear me ? I like him. 
chair. She had gone a little pale, but to suggestion from the objective. At in- Sub, He is a loathsome entity. He 
she smiled bravely. tervals to-day my objective will power- plays golf simply for the exercise. ^ 

“ Sit quite still,” she whispered ; “I fuUy suggest to my subjective mind that Ob, {on aliigliernote), I like him, I 
won’t be a minute.” I like Uncle Samson. By the time I like him 1 

With a sort of jerk I wrenched my- return home this evening the — ah — Siib, {still releasing). When he says 
self out -of my incipient state of self- deed will be done.” he knows nothing about music but he 

induced hypnosis. Mollie, I felt, was “How wonderful! ” breathed Mollie, “knows what he likes,” you have diffi- 
overdoing it. with an admiring look — almost a culty to restrain yourself from throttling 

“ There is no need to telephone for fiancee’s look, him. 

I ike doctor,” I said coldly. “ I am per- Laughinglightly, I kissed her. “Won- Ob, {fiercely), I tell you I like him. 
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Suh. He wears rings on his fingers 
and sandy liairs on his nose. 

Oh. {exasperated). I like the sandy 
Iiairs. I' like Uncle Samson in all his 
— ^liis manifestations. 

Suh. He has curvature of the stomach 
and he rests it on things — sometimes 
he even seems to gesticulate with it. 
And he says dogs oiiglit to be kept 
outside. And he calls attention to all 
the little things in the house wdiich 
want renewing. And, above all, he 
lias invested all his capital in a Life 
Aimuity. 

Oh. (faintly and without conviction). I 
like Uncle Samson. 

Sub. (reverting to the cotton -wool voice). 
Well, you know best. 

Wiien I reached home that evening, 
Uncle Samson had arrived. The spuri- 
ous brightness of MoUie’s voice from 
within the sitting-room was enough to 
apprise me of the calamity without the 
raucous rasp of Uncle Samson’s cough. 
(He always has a bout of coughing until 
it’s time" for him to speak again.) I 
slammed the front-door. 

“ Oh, there he is ! ” I heard MoUie 
e.xclaim — and there seemed to me to 
be a cinious pleading in her voice — as 
though she would remind me of my 
liking for her detestable uncle. 

I rushed upstairs to the bathroom 
and plunged my head under the cold 
tap. I kept it there for ages ; my object 
was, of course, to petrify Sub. so that 
he should cease releasing records of past 
impressions of Uncle Samson. I had 
lost all faith in Sub.; if the job were to 
be done cleanly Ob. would have to do it 
alone. In other words I must flagrantly 
pretend to like Uncle Samson. 

Hurrah! ” I cried, as I rubbed my 
head wit-h a hard towel; “ Uncle Sam- 
son ’s here, I shall see him quite soon. 
He^s going to stay the week-end. Hur- 
rah, Hurrah! ” 

Presently I went downstairs. I still 
w^ore the ^velcoming, if rather fixed, grin, 
which I had perfected in front of the 
shaving-glass. 

Plinging wide the sitting-room door, 
I became instantly aware of a strangely 
mixed expression upon Mollie’s face — 
the expression of one who, irresistibly 
amused by the grotesque antics of a 
banana-skin victim, fears that he may 
have hm't himself somewhat severely. 
Not so, however, Uncle Samson’s face ; 
it positively oozed smug complacence. 

]My boy,” he gurgled, approaching 
me with two pufiy wet hands out- 
stretched — my boy, I have misunder- 
stood you all these years. Hitherto I 
have had the idea that you did not care 
overmuch for me. I now know that it 
was simply natural gauclwie, innate 
shyness on your part ; for f have 
proved beyond doubt that you are ex- 




Tourist (contemplating Cleopatra'' s Needle). “Say, Poppa, isn’t that wat they 

CALL A BASILISK? ” 

Foppa, “No, iviY DEAR. You’re thinking op one op those churches we saw 
IN Home. This is an odalisque.” 


tremely fond of me. Just now, as I 
passed along the passage upstairs, I 
heard your impassioned soliloquy when 
obviously you could not have been 
aware of any audience. Your hand, my 
boy. There I Now MoUie shall tell you 
the way in which I propose to show 
my appreciation of your affection,” 
Mollie’s voice wavered. Was she 
going to laugh or cry ? 

* Uncle Samson is going to stay the 
whole of next week with us,*’ she said. 


“Powder Can Blast.” 

Headline in Welsh Paper. 

We always thought it could. 


^ ^ Mothering Sunday ’’ —Modern Style . 

“ We love to recall the scene of those dear 
children long since passed av/ay as th^jy made 
their way along the pretty lanes of the coun- 
tryside with wild ilowers in their hands in the 
sweet fresh air of early spring, and sang a 
song of this type — 

We go a-motoriiig, Sir, to-day, 

Our debt of love and duty pay.” 

Letter in Stmday Paper. 


“The biggest surplus was in respect o{ in- 
come-tax ; this sheet-anchor of our fiscal sys- 
tem again showed remarkable buoyancy.” 

Daily Paper. 

This will confirm the opinion of many 
tax-payers that it is a useless encum- 
brance to the Ship of State. 
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'■DO YOU EVER BURY YOUR HE.YDS IN THE SAND?” 


PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

VII. — South Africa. 

“ When Yasco di Gama was doubling the Cape 
He never observed, I am told, 

That diamonds dodeiahedral in shape 
And infinite nuggets of gold 

Were rolling around in the land he despised, 
At the feet of the ostrich and gnu ; 

Eiit the Dutch and the English were better 
. advised, 

And that ’s how South Africa grew.” 

- The Meditations of Sir Eaury Smith, 

STA2U0ING-.O11 the stoep of the long 
low loggia; under the figure of Jan van 
Eiebeek (I fancy) which decorates 
the pediment of the portico, I meditated 
upon, many thiijgs. Upon the pleasing 
though rather dusty effect of a bright 
spring ‘day at Wembley; upon the 
charming naivete of those advertise- 
ments of beer and biscuits which enliven 
the massive stolidity of the Stadium ; 
upon the beauty of red mud as a build- 
ing material ; upon my complete ignor- 
ance of the early history of South 
Africa ; upon the recent overthrow of 
General Smuts’ Administration; but 
chiefly upon the fact that the Illus- 
trator, who 'had promised to meet me, 
was nowhere, to-b Afound. 

Many people passed in and out of 
the building — one at, least who might 
easily have been mistaken for a sturdy 
and independent - Dutch farmer, and 
another who might have been a Kaffir, 
or possibly a native of Griqualand West, 
or someone from the Gold Coast or 
Tanganyika ; . at any rate most cer- 
tainly aBalliol man — ^but no Illustrator 
at all. 

After about twenty minutes I went 
inside, hoping of course to see a stuffed 
replica of a South African diamond 
merchant, with monocle, cigar and fur 
coat complete, in -the centre of the spa- 
cious hall. The nicest stuffed thing in 


furs, however, that I could discover 
was a brindled gnu, and I consoled 
myself for a few minutes in contem- 
plating that. There-is a kind of awful 
calm about a brindled gnu. 

I passed on to the koodoo, the eland, 
the harfcebeest, the -zebra and the gems- 
bok; then, remembering I was, after all, 
in South Africa and not in a West End 
club, pulled myself together and asked 
an inhabitant whether I could see the 
High Gommissioher or somebody like 
that. He directed me to a small office 
in a corner of the building, where I 
found a settler settling at his desk 
and wearing a long white dust-coat, 
because of the clouds of pulverised gold 
that are constantly blowing across the 
veldt. 

I began in my usual lame and halt- 
ing way tp. explain why I had come. 

‘‘I’m writing a sort of thing about 
South Africa,” 1 said, “ and I wondered 
if you could tell me any of the sort of 
things that I sort of ought to put into it.” 

He turned round and regarded me 
for -a few moments closely through his 
pince^nes,.. 

“'The last time we met,” he said, 
“was the evening when I slid down 
your staircase on a* tea-tray into the 
arms of your Dean.” 

“Dear me,” I said, looking at him 
closely in turn. “ So it was. . . . You 
were at Trinity, of course. It was a 
good tea-tray, and I think the Dean 
was only a little bent. Wonderful what 
a small place the world is ! ” 

“But what a large the Empire.” he 
replied. ^ 

“ Quite,” I agreed. “ You haven’t 
seen an Illustrator about, have you ? I 
happen to have lost one.” 

He looked vaguely round his office. 

So many things get lost in the con- 
fusion here,” he said ; “ but they usually 


turn up in the end. Is there any other 
way I could help you at all ? ” 

“You might tell me a little about 
diamonds,”* I said. “The public seem 
to have an idea that they will be 
allowed to hunt through bags of South 
African gravel at Wembley, and the 
lucky ones will get diamonds. A sort 
of imperial bran-pie, as it were, to render 
the Exhibition more exciting.” 

“ Life is full of unpleasant siuprises,”- 
replied the settler; “which is exactly 
the remark I made, if you will remem- 
ber, to yom* Dean. But the method of 
working the blue grounds for diamonds 
will be shown here anyway. They 
sift the gravel through smaller and 
smaller holes, you knovr, and then at 
the end the stones are caught on a 
surface smeared with a preparation 
that has a special affinity for diamonds 
and nothing else.” 

“ I should like some of that in a 
mug,” I said. “The more I hear about 
the wonders of science the more I 
admire it. And gold ? I suppose you 
will show how gold is procured, as well, 
out of your wonderful land ? ” 

“Yes,” he said. “But I suppose 
most of the public will wonder what 
the stuff is wanted for, won’t they ? 
Oh, and there ’s another thing I ’d 
almost forgotten ; our ost ” 

Just at this moment we heard a 
scuffle, followed by several loud cries. 
“Good heavens! I know that voice,” I 
cried. Dashing outside the office, we 
followed the direction of the sound. It 
wp well that we had done so ; other- 
wise this article might have had to go 
to press without the pictures. 

The Illustrator, who ought to have 
met me on the stoep of the loggia, had 
been Ir^ed away by curiosity to inspect 
the ostrich pen adjoining the pavilion. 
Somebody had allowed him to go inside, 
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and once more his reckless spirit had 
well-nigh proved his undoing. 

When we saw him, he was being 
pursued round and round the enclosure 
by an irate bird, from which he had 
attempted to pluck a tail feather. One 
was reminded of a jackdaw and a hen. 
It was some minutes before the settler, 

. shouting words of command in three 
languages, including the Taal, was able 
to mollify the larger biped and per- 
suade it to restore the Illustrator’s hat, 
which it had seized by way of re- 
prisals. The other ostriches were 
gatliered in a knot together, craning 
their necks and lifting one leg in the 
lialf - mincing, half -menacing manner 
that ostriches have. They seemed to 
be discussing the situation in somewhat 
acid tones. It was fahly obvious that 
nothing had disturbed them so much 
since the Jameson Eaid. 

Surely,” I said, when we had got 
the Illustrator outside and brushed the 
dust off him, ‘‘ South Africa produces 
something beyond the appurtenances 
of millionaires and their wives ? ” 

“ Practically anything that ’s grown 
anywhere in the Empire,” said the 
settler. ^ * Mealies and fruit, merino wool, 
mohair, that comes from the Angora 
goat, which we have domesticated. 
I believe there are some on the pre- 
mises, if you want any more sketches.” 
And he asked the Illustrator whether 
he would like to try an Angora goat. 

“ I have already succeeded in anger- 
ing an ostrich,” replied the poor man. 

I think that will be enough for one 
(lay, thank you,” 

♦‘After all,” I said reflectively as we 
went away, “the Peince of Wales 
can have a jolly good time here, you 
know, even if he has had to put off his 
voyage to the Cape.” 

“Ye-e-es, I suppose he may,” an- 
swered the Illustrator doubtfully. • ‘ But 
of course he ’s got three of them 
already.” 

, “ Three what ? ” I asked. 

The Illustrator waved his left arm 
rather sadly towards the enclosure 
where the ostriches picked their, way 
about delicately in their black and 
white plumes. Evoe. 


Benten Pare. 

“A record consignment of 230 damingcos 
has just reached this country from Egypt. 
The rose-coloured birds may be said to have 
arrivedliteraHyinthe*pink of condition, for 
they fasted lavishly on large quantities of 
shrimps.* Pamper, 


Prom a cinema advertisement ; — 

“The Greatest Fight Film on record. 
Gibbons being the only man that Dempsey 
never floored.” 

Personally we can’t remember his floor- 
ing us, but then of course we shouldn’t. 



THE OSTBICH FEATHER INDUSTRY AT WEMBLEY. 
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THE ENIGMATIC WEST. 

I HAD paused in front of a shop in 
Bond Street to look at some colour 
prints when a tiny woman came out 
and, seeing me, ran forward. 

‘‘Mi-i-ster!” 

It was Hasu San. And she was laugh- 
ing, of course. 

She was laughing when I saw her 
last, many years ago, in South America ; 
she has been laughing ever since, no 
doubt. And as I listened to the delicious 
sound I remembered, with a smile, how 
disconcerting once I had foxmd her 
laughter, I was in love with the East 
at the time, and trying (not very suc- 
cessfully, I fancy) to analyse its charm. 
Still, I had found a title for my paper, 
and when I came across Hasu San I 
thought I had found my subject. The 
rest seemed easy enough. I should sit 
at her diminutive feet with a note-book 
on my lap, and little by little the East, 
and ah its poetry, its chivalry, its piety, 
would be transferred to the note-book. 

My paper, however, was neverwritten. 
Perhaps the charm of the East proved 
too elusive. Or perhaps (as I am in- 
clined to believe) Hasu's laughter was 
much too disconcerting. 

Our ac(iuaintance began with laughter, 
a happy augury as I thought. It might, 
of course, have started very differently, 
for with my first step into the shop 
the little place seemed to protest. The 
flooring shook, and a wind-bell began 
to tinkle, the sweet low sound reverber- 
ating like a tocsin. Mandarins nodded 
in a threatening manner; a dog on a 
marble pedestal stiffened perceptibly. 
And then a tiny woman appeared and, 
seeing my dismay, laughed merrily. 

“But Mister is tall 1 ” she cried. “ Too 
tall,” she added, measuring my inches. 
And, while she curtseyed in front of me 
and laughed, what could I do but laugh 
also, preposterous male creature in this 
midget^s bower? 

“Ah Englishmen are taU,” the little 
lady said, as 'if in extenuation, and so 
gracefully, so convincingly that it 
seemed to set me right in the eyes of 
the shop. The flooring stiU groaned, 
but less querulously, as if European 
weight were a thing to be borne with 
resignation ; the mandarins stiU nodded, 
but now in philosophic assent. The 
dog alone maintained a hostile de- 
meanour. 

It was the dog that had lured me 
into the shop. I pictured it seated on a 
pedestal among the chrysoptemi guard- 
ing the approaches to a temple; and, 
looking at it more closely, I found that 
it possessed the charm, the authentic- 
ally elusive charm, of the East. Why 
should it not serve as the bridge across 
wMdk I might pass to Hasu's side ? 


“ It is marble from Korea,” the little 
woman said in a businesslike wray as 
she wrapped up the dog. “Very good 
marble.” 

“It is the dog himself that attracts 
me,” I explained. “ He shall stand on 
a table near my bed to chase away the 
black butterflies while I sleep.” 

“I have never seen black butter- 
flies,” she replied. “And how can a 
dog of marble be active ? ” 

How, indeed ! 

It was during the second visit that I 
learnt something of Hasu’s history. She 
had been to many places before settling | 
in Montevideo; she knew London, a 
town or two of Eranee, New York. 

“New York I” She clapped her hands. 

^ ‘ A very pretty city, Mister. And large 
— ^large ! ” 

“ Pretty ? ” I echoed. 

But Hasu San would not let me shrug 
my shoulders at New York. 

“It is a very rich city,” she said. 
“ Much business.” 

“ She is playing with me,” I told my- 
self. ‘ ‘ When I have won her confidence 
the real woman will reveal herself. 
Patience ! ” 

But patience became, increasingly 
difficult. 

The breaking-point came on the day 
when I discovered a mask tucked away 
in a corner of the little shop. There 
was a certain beauty in the thmg ; there 
was a charm, I thought, the elusive 
charm of the East, about it. But Hasu 
laughed, of course, at my questions. 

“That 's a god,” she told me, point- 
ing disrespectful fingers at the mask. 
“Very ugly, very funny. No, Mister.” 

I did not know which of the hier- 
archy the mask purported to represent, 
but I thought of Jamoc, the gentle god- 
dess, and I was shocked, A moment 
later I was laughing at my obtuseness. 
Natural piety would not allow Hasu to 
sell the mask ; politeness however made 
it difficult for her to refuse me. How 
adroitly, then, did she seek to damp my 
enthusiasm ! I looked at her, trying to 
convey my appreciation of such subtlety. 
But she was laughing again, and laugh- 
ing — ^there couldn’t be a doubt about it 
— at the mask. 

“A — ^how d’you say? — a job lot,” 
she said, looking up at me merrily. 

“You have never heard of Jules 
Laforgue ? ” I asked her. “But of course 
you haven’t. He was a French poet, 
and he was bom here, of all improbable 
places, in this South American town. 
His attitude towards life has always 
pleased me. He is inflexibly polite. ' He 
smiles, coldly, ironically, but always 
politely, at a w;orld in which he found 
very much to dislike. An admirable 
attitude, don’t you think ? A smile, a 
laugh, can be so effective a guard.” 


“ Poets are mad,” she said, “ and 
drink much. But not all,” she added 
quickly. “ Mister is a poet, perhaps ? 
That is the strange tiling about the 
English ; they play football, they shout 
‘ Goddam,’ and yet — ^who knows ? — aU 
the time they are thinking poetry. How 
shall we understand the West, Mister? 
It is here, quite solid, one moment, and 

then the next ! ” She laughed as 

she made a little gesture to depict the 
strange, the elusive quality of the West. 


EDITORS, PAST AND PRESENT. 

The other day I came across an old 
magazine — primarily a fashion paper — 
published in 1842, a cultured period 
when bonnet-strings were brides and 
flounces were volants, which accounts 
for its -title, La Belle AssembUe, In 
other respects it was entirely English. 

The volume that I discovered con- 
tained six monthly numbers ; there were 
numerous coloured plates representing 
lamb-like ladies in crinolines, many of 
them topped by bonnets suggestive of 
Harvest Homes; also stories, poems, 
musical criticism and “fashionable in- 
telligence;” and all edited by a lady. 

I had that morning had a story of 
mine returned to me for the fifteenth 
time with the fifteenth editor’s- “regrets 
that he is unable to make use of the 
enclosed,” and I was feeling soma 
bitterness against life in general and 
editors in particular. Here, I thought, 
turning to a page headed “ To Corre- 
spondents,” is a chance of comparing 
the churlish manners of to-day with 
the courtliness of the last century. 

It was on this correspondence page 
that the editress gave her opinion of the 
stories, articles and poems sent in to 
her by authors who apparently desired, 
as a rule, nothing in return save pub- 
licity and fame ; audit would seem that 
they' were obliged to buy the paper to 
ascertain the fate of their work. Thus 
the editress ensured a steady circula- 
tion and avoided the worry and expense 
of individual replies. 

The following answers prove that 
she had no lack of material, and that 
it was not supplied by the pens of the 
great. 

“W. A.,” she says, “must have 
patience, like the rest of our friends. 
If he saw our pile of papers his wonder 
at the non-insertion of his two poems 
would not be so great.” 

The next two remarks seem sugges- 
tive of personal feeling ; — 

“E. L. — We shall always be most 
happy to insert the poetry of this lady. 

“ Clara P. is informed we decline all 
articles from her pen and all further 
correspondence.” 

Next she displays righteous indigua- i 
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£oci<»-. “Yoto jiasteb is DEcn)EDj:.Y better, Thompson, but very iheitabib. He mustn’t be thwarted." 
itiom ^ son . “He expresses a wish to wring my keck, Sib.” 

Doctor, ** Well — ^ah — humour ,him.” 


tionat an unwarrantable mistake which 
had arisen : — 

Notice to Gorres‘ioondents, Many 
cases have occurred in which authors 
; sending gratuitous contributions to the 
I Editress have, on their insertion in the 
magazine, made a claim for remunera- 
tion on the proprietors ; the Editress 
begs hereby to signify that no such 
claim will in future be attended to, 
and that all articles must be distinctly I 
marked “gratuitous” when as such 
presented for her acceptance, so that 
no mistakes or misconceptions may 
arise.” 

^ Becoming wary after this unfortunate 
little contfetew/j^s^ she now remarks ; — 
“ N, 0. — Accepted if gratuitous ** 
This is followed by further comments 
and criticisms : — 

“G. B. — The verses shall appear, 
though there is nothing novel either 
in their subject or the manner in which 
it is treated. The very name of* * A 
Young Lady’s Album* gives one a 
nausea. 

“ L. M. J. — The verses are declined ; 
they would shame a child of seven years 
old, and being written by one of seven- 


teen is no recommendation for non- 
sense. 

“A. M. — The worse than nonsensical 
verses of this correspondent are of 
course declined. 

“Henry M. is a greater simpleton 
than we took him for. 

“E. T. S.,” — she bursts out — “we 
really do wonder any person can pen 
such nonsense. Were we to publish 
the epitaph all our readers would’ stand 
in need of one, for they could not sur- 
vive its perusal,” 

After reading this last sally I was 
not surprised to find the following in 
the next Correspondence page : — 

“ E. H. — Doubtless the advice is well 
intended, but we are not aware that 
any * un-ladtj-like ’ or * pert * or ‘ pet- 
tish ’ answers have ever been given to 
correspondents. As to our answers 
being ‘ too like the shallow attempts at 
wit of Fundi, wo confess we do not 
feel * degraded by the comparison,* 
some of the most talented writers of 
the day being constant contributors to 
that periodical. E, H. is however 
thanked for the kind interest taken in 
our welfare.” 


Apparently after this she felt that 
the worm was about to turn, for she 
sank into a bald “Accepted” or “Ee- 
fused,” with one parting shot ; — 

“N. E. — We will comply with his 
request if he deems it worth the postage, 
which is equal to the value of the 
work.” 

After “perusing” (as our editress 
would have had it) the above, I turned 
with interest to the contributions which 
had been approved by this acid lady 
and, after wading through a story of a 
young lady who died from a decline 
on the eve of marriage, some poems> 
such as “ A Lament of a Dying Mother 
to her Child,” and one of a living 
mother to “My Children Departed,” 
I shuddered at the thought of those 
contributions \vhich* the editress con- 
sidered “ worse than nonsensical ” and 
which “gave her a nausea.” 

In future, when I receive the cour- 
teous regrets of an editor and he tells 
me that he is even obliged to me for 
“ letting him see the enclosed,” I shall 
feel that there is anyhow one feature 
in which we have improved on early- 
Victorian manners. 
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Yes,*’ I said, “it *s a big tide.” though, there was no reason to suspect 


oUdURBAIM SCcIM ES. « Making up very fast with the east that old Joe had any direct interest in 

BuYiNa A Boat. wind be’ind *er,** said he. the sale of the boat. He simply wished 

Laugh at us if you will, but in “ Yes,” I said, “it *s making up fast.” that the boat should be sold ; the pure 
Suburbia we do see life. Your garish “Be a bigger tide than yesterday, I and unselfish wish of the longshoreman 
artificial West-End existence may be daresay,” said old Joe hopefully* that the property in all boats shall pass 

strange to us ; but here in Ghisenham “ I shouldn’t wonder,” I said. as often as possible, so that the interest 

we are daily face to face with the simple, (In Ghisenham we devote large sec- of life and the conversation of the shore 
elemental, healthy forces of Nature, tions of the year to this kind of conver- may be eternally renewed and kept 
At this season, for example, when we sation.) alive, 

are not thinking about white-washing “ What do they want for that boat ? ” “I ’ve known ’er for years, Sir,” he 
and grass-seed and garden-chairs and I inquired, judging that the subject of said. “ She ’s the quickest little boat 
the other delights of Spring, we are the tide was nearly exhausted. below locks. Or above,” he added — 

thinking about boats. Either we are A gleam of real interest quickened in “for *er sijze.” And he continued to 
preparing to buy a boat, or we are pre- the dull old eyes. meet my gaze. 


EQeet my gaze. 

paring to sell a boat, or we are assisting “ What boat ’s that ? ” he said, with I know old Joe. And old Joe knows 
our neighbour to buy (or sell) a boat, an air of surprise. me; and he knows that I know him. 

Who is there in your gilded Belgravia “ The Bluebell'" And he knew that I knew that this was 

who opens the Season by buying (or “ The Bluebell ? Ah ! I Believe ’e ’d not the whole truth about the Bluebell. 

selling) a boat ? I do not mean a let ’er go for ten pounds,” he said. But he also knows that I know the 


yacht. I mean a boat. 
A simple, natural, 
healthy, elemental 
thing. About twelve 
feet long. 

Passing the ferry a 
week or two ago I ob- 
served upon the mast of 
one of the boats which 
are moored there the 
notice “Eon Sale.” She 
is a grey-painted, dingy 
and elderly craft, built 
for speed rather than 
picnics, and with very 
^ Uttle lying-down space. 
To my knowledge -she 
has been lying there for 
years, and I have never 
given her a moment’s; 
thought before. The 
notice “ Eor Sale,” 
however, inflamed me 
(before now the notice 
“Eoe Sale” upon a 
boat has inflamed the 
whole of Ghisenham). 











Visiter. «<Thb wood-stymphs,’ eh? By Jove! 

ABE THEY SUPPOSED TO BE MADE OF?” 


I j 


-I SAY — ^W-WHAT WOOD 


■ rules. He is my friend. 
But there are neither 
friends nor enemies on 
,the pitiless floor of the 
Boat Exchange. There 
are only buyers and 
sellers, and all those not 
immediately interested 
are oh' the side of the 
seRer. And I knew that 
all the complex forces 
of modern civilisation, 
concentrated into one 
force, would not drag 
from Old Joe the whole 
truth about the Blue- 
bell. For, if it were 
otheiwise, how is the 
property in boats ever 
to pass, and how is the i 
interest of life and the 
conversation of the 
shore to be perpetuaRy 
renewed and kept alive? 

“I see,” I said, and 
left him. 


Ghisenham). ** ^ cheap at that,” he added, ' I went to see Badger, who was very 

, UnhappRy I was not at the moment spitting (a sure sign that he was lying), busy painting a picture. “ I think I ’ve 

in the position to buy another boat. « Who does she belong to ? ” (Yes, found you a boat,” I said. - “ The very 

“ The very boat for Badger,’ I said to I know that there are grammatical thing for you.” 

myself. B^gerhasno boat. He ought objections to that sentence, but that is “I don’t want a boat,” he repHed. 
to tore a boat. Me shall hme &ho&t what I said.) “It’s a bargain,” I said, “if it’s 

I approached old Joe, one ofthethree “Young-feller-name-o ’-Thompson.” all right.” 

elderly watermen who mysteriously “ And why ’s he selling her? ” “Most things are,” he answered, 

exist upon a single ferry and the hire of “ Couldn’t ’andle ’er. ’E don’t know “ Go away.” 

a few rowing-boats. They never seem no more about sailin’ a boat than I do I am not to be nut off from a kind 


aU right.” 

“Most things are,” he answered. 
“ Go aw’ay.” 

I am not to be put off from a kind 


to oe in work or the price of a about a sewin’ -machine. An* ’e vrants action merely by rudeness. It took me 

beer, and they never seem to be work- the money. Take less than ten, I dare some time to persuade Badger (a) that 
mg. Now and then they enter a ferry- say.” he wanted a boat, and (b) that this was 

boat, and slowly, pamfuRy, with many “ Do you know anything about her ? ” the kind of boat he wanted. But I did it. 
remarks about the tide and about the I said. “ What ’s her history ? ” The Mowing Saturday afternoon 

weather, pppel a passenger or two The old man boldly met my gaze (a saw Badger and Mrs. Badger, and Mr. 
across the river. For the rest they sit sure sign that he was about to lie). Thompson and me, aboard the Bluebell 
against a wall, as Joe was sitting, eon- I have had occasion before to comment andMr. Thompson hoisting the sails for 
template Eternity and discuss (when on the appaRing influence exerted by inspection. And from ‘the shore the i 

noble and beautiful things, three old ferrymen greedily observed us. 
« -f’ T ^*1 i5hehorse‘and the boat, on the characters Mr. Thompson was a dismal- young 

u . * said old Joe gloom- of men who have to deal with them in man, who had arrived from aneighbour- 

; Fme tide to-day. Sir. the way of commerce. In this case, ing suburb on a motor-bicycle, evidently 
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WHAT THE PUBLIC WANTS. 

The Strong Man's Agent, “ Vatry nice, gbhtebmen t Vatbt peetty— no ? ” 

Member of MusiorBall Syndicate. “Noi so bad. But tedt. yodb chap THrsaumiy Kofp tttat ip he does that totuk 

WITH OXE LEG, AND LETS THE HOESE PEAHCE A BIT, WE ’LL OONSIDEE A TWO YEARS* ENOAGEMENT.” 


j hated all boats, and loathed the Bluebell 
i with a deadly loathing. 

I had warned Badger not to be too 
I particular about the sails, for sails can 
: be repaired or replaced, and the hull (if 
sound) was worth the money alone. 

The sails, as they went up, showed 
how right I had been. They hung, like 
the tatters of a stage beggar, flapping 
picturesquely in the breeze. 

We turned our gaze downwards, 
where a sheet of water lapped about 
our boots. Badger knows nothing about 
the boat trade, and he kept on asking I 
direct unwarrantable questions such! 
as, “ Does she leak ? ” Mr. Thompson 
said there had been a great deal of rain 
lately and guaranteed that all the water 
in the boat was rain. We sat and 
stared at it, trying to gauge if it was 
rising or not. Mrs. Badger inclined to 
the opinion that it was, but she knows 
nothing about boats. 

I suggested to Badger in a w^hisper 
that he should offer Mr. Thompson live 
pounds for the Bluebell, subject to her 


being ‘‘tight,” as to which w'e should 
have to satisfy ourselves during the week. 
Mr. Thompson replied sourly that he 
had no time to waste; that he could not 
come to Chisenham every Saturday ; that 
he would sell the boat for ten pounds ; 
that he would be losing twenty pounds 
at that ; that maybe some of the upper 
seams were a little dry ; but 

At this point Badger, who knows 
nothing about boats, plunged his hand 
into the water and pulled from the 
BluebelVs frame a large strip of to'w. 

The water rose like a flood. The boat 
began to sink. We left her rapidly. 

Mr. Thompson mounted his motor- 
bicycle and silently rode away. 

By this time the whole waterside 
knew that the property in the Bluebell 
was not to pass. Old Joe approached 
me, confidential and obsequious. 

“If I wure 7^024, Sir,” he said, “I 
wouldn't have nothing to do with that 
boat, Sir. I >vouldn't say this to every- 
one, Sir, but I ’m speaking to you as a 
friend. She 's rotten, that 's wdiat she is. 


What we calls * nail-sick,' Sir. ‘ Nail- 
sick,' ” he repeated with enjoyment. 
‘ ‘ There 's not a sound plank in 'er. But 
she 's that plugged up with putty and 
tow and red lead an' all, so 's a gentle- 
man like you wouldn't know the differ- 
ence, I daresay. Eotten, that 's what 
she is,*' he continued with enthusiasm. 
“ I 've known that boat for forty years, 
Sir. Mr. Potts give fifty poiunds for 'er. 
An' after that Mr. Davids had 'er for a 
bit — ^Mr. Davids at the brewery, 'E 

give twenty, and 'e sold 'er for nine ” 

“What did Mr. Thompson give for 
her ? '' I inquired curiously. ' 

“ She was left to 'im in a will,” said 
Joe. “A legacy like.” 

^ “Ah ! '' I said. “ It 's funny, Joe, you 
didn't tell me all this the other day.” 
But old J oe did not seem to hear. 
“Well, Sir,” he said, “don't say I 
didn't warn you. I 'm surprised,” he 
added, “ at a gentleman like you wasting 
your time over a boat like 'er.” 

“Yes,” I said, “that's funny too.” 

A. P. H. 
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“PERFECTLY NATURAL/^ 

The Art photographer came into the 
home carrying an enormous suit-case, 
and he was a big man too. We were 
sitting talking idly about one thing and 
another when he was announced. I was 
at my desk, toying with a fountain-pen. 

“ That ’s precisely what I wanted,” 
he said with a radiant smile — “ a real 
domestic interest. A quiet scene in 
the home.” 

At the same time he began to unlimber. 

“Don't move on any account,” he 
went on. Don’t let me interrupt you 

for a moment. Go on talking to Madam 
and take no notice of me.” 

I opened my niouth~and shut it 
again. I thought of all the things that 
I had ever said to her in my life — serious 
things, trivial. things, ‘flowers, tobacco, 
poetry, politics, theatres, bills. Nothing 
would come out. She had begun to 
laugh a httie to herself. I made a blot 
with the fountain-pen. 

The photographer took out and un- 
rolled two large white sheets, like canvas 
cricket screens, only taller and not so 
long. He fixed one quite near me and 
one a little farther away. He shifted 
the position' of two armchairs and took 
a pot of pink hyacinths ofl a side-table. 
He brought his camera oyer to the win- 
dow, laid the shroud upon it and settled 
the legs of the tripod. , ' : 

Go on talking just as if I wasn’t in 
the room,” he said. Keep entirely at 
your ease — and Madam too. I want a 
perfectly natural pose. Do you mind if 
I move the desk ever so little into the 
Hght?” 

He caught hold of the top of the desk 
with two strong hands. Have I said 
that he was a very big strong man ? 

Crash ! 

My desk is one of those desks the top 
part of which, where you put the letters 
you haven’t answered, is detachable 
from the two side pieces, where you 
put the bills you haven’t paid. The 
three parts were divided now. The 
contents of several drawers were spilt 
about the dlirpet. The typewriter was 
saved from being ruined by falling into 
the waste-paper basket. There seemed 
to he more paper-clips than I had sup- 
i posed. 

I myself was now sitting alone in my 
chair in the middle of the room, holding 
a pen in the position for toying, but 
with no surface on which to toy. I got 
up and helped the photo^apher to re- 
assemble the writing-desk. 

“ May I pick these papers up again 7 ” 
I asked. 

He said that I might. He then 
allowed me to move my chair up to the 
desk, and I sat down and recommenced 
to toy. 

“ Eefcain that perfectly natural posi- 
tion and go on talking to Madam as if 
I wasn’t in the room,” he smiled, step- 
ping back quickly to the window and 
stumbling over the inkpot, shaped like 
a pelican, which my aunt gave me at 
Christmas-time. We had forgotten to 
pick that up off the floor. 

“ Don’t interrupt your conversation 
in the least,” he went on, lifting the 
rubber bulb in one of his strong hands. 

There was a pause. 

“ Excuse me just.a moment,” he said, 
darting forward again and giving my 
coat a violent tug at the back. “ Just 
to show the white of the collar above 
the coat, you know. That ’s ever so 
much better; that’s almost perfect 
now.” 

He took up the rubber bulb again. 

Just a minute,” he said. ‘‘ I haven’t 
quite got the sparkle of the eyes, as 
your head is now.” (I had not known 
that they were sparkKng at all.) ‘‘ Turn 
the head slightly towards the window 
and tilt the chin upwards a little.” 

‘^May I go on toying with my fountain- 
pen ? ” I inquired. 

Certainly,” he told me. “Keep a 
perfectly natural position, and make 
any remark you please to Madam, as if 
I were not here.” 

I could just see Madam out of the 
tail of my left eye. She appeared to be 
in a condition of suppressed hysteria. 

The photographer took up the rubber 
bulb again. I opened the mouth a little 
and moistened the lips. 

“Would you mind if I moved that 
bookcase a few inches forward so as to 
bring the books into the pictmre ? ” he 
asked. “ They ’re just the note I want.” 

He went across the room and took 
the top of the bookcase in his strong 
hands. 

Thump! 

My bookcase is one of those book- 
cases of which, when you move it, the 
back sometimes comes out. This was 
one of those times. Some of the books 
fell out in front and some fell out be- 
hind. 

“ Never mind about getting the vol- 
umes of the Encyclopaedia in the right 
order,” I said, as we knocked our heads 
together on the floor. 

I then resumed my perfectly natural 
pose at the writing-desk. He would 
have got me this time, I think, if the 
sun had not gone in. 

Twenty minutes later, when he had 
taken me sitting at ease in my chair 
and talking to Madam while I looked 
out of the window, and taken me again 
leaning comfortably against the sharp 
corner of the desk and talking toj 
Madam while I looked at a picture on 
the wall, and taken -me again close up 
to the camera, throwing out a few play- 1 

ful remarks to Madam while I looked 
at the rubber bulb in his strong right 
hand, he said that that would do. He 
said that what people liked 'was to see 
a person sitting quite at ease, in un- 
studied positions, in the privacy of the 
home, talking of this and that. 

“ Yes,” I said. 

We had piled one or two of the chairs 
on the top of each other to get them' 
out of the way, and re-hung a picture to 
bring it into the light, and accidentally 
knocked down a bust of the elder Pitt 
which' had fallen ^^on my toe ; but I 
assured him that ' the marks on the 
carpet would not matter and that the 
varnish had often b4en scratched be- 
fore. This seemed- to reassure his 
mind. 

When he had quite gone away I re- 
sumed my natural position, at the desk 
once more and took up my pen. 

“You were asking about spring-clean- 
ing,” I said in unstudied tones to Madam, 
who still seemed rather amused. “ You 
can have it whenever you like.” 

CIDEE. 

“ As' sure as God made little apples.” 

Old Saying. 

When God had made the oak-trees, 
And the beeches and the pines, 

And the flowers and the grasses, 

And the tendrils of the vines, 

He saw that there was wanting 

A something in His plan,’ 

And He made the little apples. 

The little cider apples, 

The sharp, sour cider apples, 

To prove His love for man. 

Man made him ships of oak-trees 

And masted them with pine, 

And fed his beeves with grasses 

And his poets with the vine ; 

And then he made him presses 

With weight and prop and screw, 

And he pressed the little apples,'^ 
The little cider apples, 

The sharp, sour cider apples, 

And set him do'v\m to brew. 

Ah, ye may praise your vintages 

Eor colour or for fire, 

But a lovelier, livelier liquor 

They make in Devonshire, 

In Hereford and Somerset, 

And through the golden West, 

Erom the juice of little apples, 

The little cider apples. 

The sharp, sour cider apples, 
Creation’s last- and best. 

“In the Park yesterday I saw a Life Guards- 
man with a nursemaid hanging on his arm, 
and behind her was trailing the baby in a 
perambulator squealing like fury.” 

Daily Paper. 

We suppose the silly girl had forgotten 
to oil the wheels. 
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XXXI.—LitTI,K BO-p£EP AND Little 
B or Blue, 

“ What have j'on done "with vour sheep. 
Little Bo-Peep? 

\> hat have you done •with your sheep, 
Bo-Peep?” 

“Little Boy Blue, what fun ! 

I 've lost them every one.” 

“ Oh j' what a thing to have done, 

Little Bo-Peep ! ” 

“ What have you done witli your shcei). 
Little Boy-Blue? 

hat have you done with your sheep, 

^ Boy Blue?” 

“ Little Bo-Peep, my sheep 
u'ent off when I was asleej).” 

“I’m sor^- about your sheep, 

Little Boy Blue.” 

“ What are you going to do. 

Little Bo-Peop? 

An hat are you going to do, 

Bo-Peep?” 

‘‘Little Boy Blue, you 'll sec 
they 11 all come home to tea.” 

“ They wouldn’t do that for me, 

Little Bo-Peep.” 

“ What are you going to do, 

Little Boy Blue 
\vhat are j’ou going to do, 

BwBlue?” 

“ Little Bo-Peep, I ’ll blow 
My horn for an hour or so.” 

“ Isn ’ t that rather slow. 

Little Boy Blue ? ” 

“ Whom are you going to marry. 

Little Bo-Peep ? 

Whom are you going to marrv. 

Bo-Beep ? ” 

“Little Boy Blue, Boy Blue, 

1 'd like to marry- you.” 

‘ I think I should like it too, 

Little Bo-Peep.” 

“ Whore are we going to live. 

Little Boy Blue? 

AVhcrc ax’e wo going to live. 

Boy Blue?” 

“ Little Bo-lrecp, Bo-Peep, 

Up in the hills with the sheep ” 

“ And you ’ll love your little Bo-Poop 
Little Boy Blue?” 

** I ’ll love you for over and ever. 

Little Bo-Peep ; 

I ’ll love you for ever and ever, 

Bo-Peep.” 

“ Little Boy Blue, my dear, 

ICeep near, keep very near.” 

“ I shall be always here, 

Little Bo-Peei>.” A. A. M 
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THE OLASSIEYING OF BILL. 

I NEVER could make out what Bill 
was. But I don’t think I realised the 
problem fully till I came to fill in the 
proposal form for an insurance policy 
against Workmen’sCompensationrisks. 

The fact of the matter is I am build- 
ing a house. I have been .doing so for 
nearly thirteen months now, although 
the architect promised to have it fin- 
ished in five. I sometimes wonder 
whether he once spoke a word in anger 
or tactlessly to Bill early bn in the 
proceedings. If so, this would account 
for it. 

Bill came with the first load of bricks, 
and he will certainly not depart before 
the last rite has been performed. He 
has wonderful smooth pink cheeks, like 
a Jonathan apple, a black moustache 
and dark-brown eyes which seem to 
puncture one’s very soul with their 
unwinking intensity. He never smiles, 
and his replies to inquiries are models 
of verbal economy. Yet he does not 
give the impression of a churl — ^rather 
of a Great Thinker, perhaps a re-incar- 


nation of some ancient sage. Some- 
how, therefore, he never seemed to fit 
in with his surroundings. Can you 
imagine the Sphinx presiding oyer the 
birth-pangs of a desirable villa resi- 
dence ? 

Try as I would, I have never been 
able to determine Bill’s exact function 
or calling in connection with the build- 
ing of my home. He is not a brick- 
layer, though I have seen him with a 
brick in his hand scrutinising it with 
gentle melancholy. He is not a plas- 
terer any more than a bishop could be 
a contortionist. He is not a plumber, 
for he walks alone. He is not a car- 
penter, He performs only two visible 
functions with anything like regularity ; 
and they are not such as to make his 
classification easy. First, he makes 
tea — gallons of it — ^in the dusty shed 
near the road. Secondly, he invariably 
appears to greet me when I go to look 
for the foreman and as invariably states 
(looking me fixedly in the eyes) that 
this functionary has only that minute 
gone down the road and it ’s a wonder 
I didn’t meet him. 


So you see what I was up against 
when I had to fill in an insurance form 
for Bill. I understand that, if you make 
a false entry in your proposal form, your 
contract may be rendered null and 
void. Yet Bill was there all fhe time, 
and liable at any moment to fall ofiP a 
ladder in his sleep or to scald himself 
with the tea-kettle. I knew what his 
wages were ; I knew what his hours 
were. I knew everything about him 
except what his job was. 

Then it dawned oh me suddenly, and 
I entered it in the form, in block letters 
after his name, “ Mascot.” 

Commercial Pride. 

From a grocer’s advertisement : — 
“Last Week 

we introduced the penny pre-war Fresh Egg.” 

Local Fajoe7\ 

“I would parai^hrase the remark Kipling, 
then an exile, made when April opened’, as to- 
day, and say, ‘ Oh I to be in Lincolnshire now 
April’s here.* ’* — Local Fcvper, 

But, to paraphrase Browning-, “ What 
do they know of England who only 
Lincolnshire know ? ” 
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THE VELVET BOOT. 


Me. Asquith. “UNLESS YOU PEOVB A MOEE DESIEABLB TENANT IT MAY BECOME 
MY PAINEUL DUTY TO ” 

Mb. MacDonald. “EVICT MB?” 

Me. Asquith. “NO, NO; BUT I MAY HAVE TO THEBATBN TO GIVE YOU SEVEEAL 
MONTHS’ NOTICE.” o-CiVJi-iSAii 







Apeil 16, 1924.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


ccQP OP P A Di I A M PMT may be forgiven to a man who ized ” the disputes. Moreover, they in- 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAlYiEIMT, [q struggling to carry on the Adminis- tended to set up a new investigation of 
Mmiday, Apil 7th, — Prompted, no tration of the country without a the question of strikes and their pre- 
doubt, by Mr. Poxsonbt’s announce- majority in Parliament, and at the same vention ‘‘as soon as they could get 
ment last week that there were to be no time to reconcile the differences in his their heads above water.” Prom Lord 
more secret treaties, Mr, H, H. Spexcee own party between the moderates who Oecil's disappointment with the reply I 
inquired whether the Foreign Seceet- favour a Fabian policy (in both senses gather that, in his opinion, the emersion 
ARY had discovered any such engage- of the epithet) and the revolutionaries of the Great Seal and his friends will 
ments entered into by his predecessors, who believe with Proudhon that pro- be completed about the period of the 
Hopes of sensational revelations were perty is theft. Still, it would have been Greek Kalends. j 

dashed by Mr. MacDonald's reply that wiser if Mr. MacDonald had refrained To an inquiry whether the Board of | 
the answer was in the negative. But from the suggestion that his opponents Trade had adequate powers to deal with 
when Mr. Spencer asked if he might were more concerned to defeat the Gov- rings and combines Mr. Webb replied 
theninferthat the policy of the Govern- ernment than to help the unemployed, that he did not think the powers of 
ment was in fact just the same as that a charge which Mr. Lloyd George the Government on any subject were 
of previous Administrations Mr. Mac- (who himself took no part in the divi- adequate. Shortly afterwards, however, 
Donald rapped out, “ Certainly not.” sion) vigorously rebutted. he showed that they were strong enough 


Donald rapped out, “ Certainly not.” 

Yet, when Mr. Baldwin in- 
quired if the House would be 
consulted regarding any fresh ^ 
arrangements relating to inter- 
Allied indebtedness before they 
were concluded, the Prime Min- 
ISTBE replied that the Govern- ^ 
ment would claim the same // 
freedom of action as their pre- 
decessors had enjoyed — “on any 
other conditions negotiations 
would be impossible.” But he 
declined to admit Mr. Baldwin's m 
assumption that Mr. Ponsonby's 
statement meant nothing; and, 
when Mr, Austen Chamberlain ‘ "" 
asked what it did mean, declared 
that that was a matter for debate. 

Further evidence of a lack of co- 
ordination between the Prophets 
(Major and Minor) of the Ministry 
was provided when the House re- 
sumed the discussion of the Eent 
EestrictionBill. The Prime Min- 'i 
ISTEE was not very happy in his 
attempts to reconcile what Mr. 
Wheatley and Mr. Clynes had 
said on the previous occasion, and 
still less so in his exposition of 
the Amendment by which the 
Government proposed to purge 
Clause 1 of its iniquity. 






% w- 


T}u S^parrow [to the Cuckoo), “I suppose I must* no 

MY BEST FOE YOU, THOUGH YOU AREN’T MY CHICK.” 

Mr. Ramsay MacDonald and IiIr. E. D. Simon. 


adequate. Shortly afterwards, however, 
he showed that they were strong enough 
to hamstring the Safeguarding of 
Industries Act, for he announced 
^ that the Government intended to 
(jl» drop Part II. of the Act after 
August 19 th. 

rt- ' 1 In vain perturbed Protectionists 

jW pleaded the cause of silk and 
embroidery. Mr. Webb has no 
' ^ use for these adornments. He is 
, . a Free-Trader with no frills on 
him. 

^ Mr. Baldwin asked what the 
Government were going to do 
about their defeat. Mr. MacDon- 
i ALD replied that, although Mr. 
^ SiMON’sBillwasinitspresentform 
“ altogether unsatisfactory,” they 
proposed to examine it with a view 
to its suitable emendation. He 
was not much more enthusiastic 
about it than the hedge-sparrow is 
^ over the cuckoo's chick which she 
finds in her nest, but, like that 
philosophical bird, will do his best 
to be a mother to it. 

A well-meaning attempt by Mr. 
Hall Caine to make “sympa- 
^ thetic' ’ strikes andlock-out s illegal 
was frustrated by Mr. Sexton, 
who, while expressing his own 


Government proposed to purge opinion that strikes of all kinds 

Clause 1 of its iniquity. In the evening the Government were were an economic fallacy, declared that 

His oft-repeated' assertion that “ the again beaten on a minor point. But in the present state of society the right 
situation is perfectly clear ” brought no this second defeat may have been a to strike sympathetically or otherwise 
comfort either to Mr. Baldwin, who blessing in disguise, for in the excite- was a weapon that the working classes 
complained that what he hoped would ment that prevailed Mr. E. D. Simon's could not abandon. The House accepted 
be “a luciferous Minister "had plunged Prevention of Evictions Bill slipped his view by 226 to 131. 
the House “ into a still more profound through its Second Beading. In moving the Second Beading of the | 

tenebrosity,” or to Mr. Asquith, who Tuesday, A'pril 8th , — Lord Askwith, Unemployment Insurance (No. 3) Bill 

described the effect that the speech had with a fine optimism, moved the Second Mr. Shaw gave a much rosier account 
produced upon Members as one of “in- Beading of a Bill designed to make of the Insurance Fund than Dr. Macna- 
spissated gloom.” Both alike urged the strikes and lock-outs illegal, pending maea was prepared to endorse. The 
Government to withdraw Clause 1 with an official inquiry into the cause of dis- Government -were rebuked by several 
its meaningless Amendment. pute. The measure was supported by Members for not having carried out 

When the division was taken, Mr. LordBuxTON, who blamed the Govern- their pre-Election policy of “ work, not 
Asquith did not follow up his strong ment for their action or inaction in doles,” but received the unexpected — 
lan^age by going into the Lobby recent strikes, and declared that they and I fear unwelcome — support of Mr. 
against the Bill, and about half the had not lifted a finger to help the Hopkinson, who thought that in the 
Liberals present voted with the Govern- public. long run the unemployed would be less 

ment ; but the score or so who joined This junkindness grieved Lord Hal- demoralized by money-grants than by 


the Unionists were just enough to defeat dane. Far from doing nothing, he said. State-provided work. 


the Bill, the figures being 221 


the Government had “ closely scrutin- 1 Wednesday, April 9th, — Attention 
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was called to the expulsion from Eome and the contest ended, modern fashion, bear him any ill-will for ** action taken 
of a British newspaper correspondent in a single round. in the heat of the moment ; and the 

called Giglio. Eecollections of Tlie Thursday, April Eeferring to incident closed. I rather think that 

Bose and the Biiuj should,! think, h€b\e last night’s/mcaa the Speaker solemnly Mr. Amery’s buffet may inaugurate a 
made Mr.PoNsoxBY a little more sym- warned the House against the gi’owing permanent improvement in Parliament- 
pathetic in his reply. At any rate I _ ary manners. 


pathetic in his reply. At any rate I _ 

hope that Mr, Giglio will have as happy 
an ending to his misfortunes as did 
Thackeray's hero. 

^‘Deplorable,*’ ‘‘cowardly/’ “calam- 
itous ” were some of the epithets ap- \ 

plied by Mr, Lloto George to the 

Treaty *of Lausanne. Even the fact ^ ~ ^ 

tliat the original draft was WTitten in {] 

French ^ instead of Enghsh was de- 

nothing here that can stand up^ to rne.” 

• Treaty negotiated on equal terms than 
in those dictated by victors to the van- 
quished ; and Mr. Baldwin, who attri- 
buted Mr. Lloyd George’s disappoint- _ • -'■ 

ment with the Treaty to his not having ’ 
had a hand in it himself, thought it ’ ■ • 
qu’te possible that the infant bom at ~ 

Lausanne might prove healthier than 

On the motion for the adjoui*nment 
Sii* Kingsley Wood called attention to “ GBEAT SE^\L.” 

the hard case of a number of his Wool- Ijobj> Haldane. 

wich constituents who were threatened Gj'eat Seal. “ Ip only I could get my 

with eviction by the First Commis- ^oyh water, 

SIGNER OF Works for non-payment of habit of flinging unparliamentary ex- 
rent. Mr. JowBTT made a well-reasoned pressions across thefloor, and announced 
defence of the Government’s action qua his intention in future of suspending 




“THE GBEAT SE.\L.” 

Lord Haldane. 

The Great Seal. “ Ip only I could get my 

HEAD ABOVE WATER.” 


The result of the division on the 
question of railway-passes for M.P.s 
was a foregone conclusion. There is 
much to be said for the concession, as 
Mr. Austen Chamberlain frankly ad- 
mitted, though he advocated further 
examination before it was granted. But, 
with the Easter holidays in view, as 
Major Astor pointed out in a telling — 
and, I imagine, personally disinterested 
— speech, Members wanted their passes 
at once. Then there was the question 
whether they should be first-class (at a 
cost of £70,000), or third-class (£42,000). 
Here again there was little doubt of the 
decision. The “dignity” of the House 
must be considered, ' not to mention 
the practical disadvantage to Members 
from Scotland if they could not obtain 
sleeping-carriages. The motion was 
eventually carried by 245 to 112. In 
the circumstances the size of the minor- 
ity was distinctly surprising. 

Offence the Best Defence. 

“ Mr. Amery landed Air. Buchanan a blow 
on the jaw .” — Daily Fajper. 

“ 1900 Club. — ^Alr. L. S. Amery, AI.P., will 
speak on ‘ Tho necessity of Protection,* *’ 

Same Paper, same day. 

From a Parliamentary report : — 


Mr. Amery. Mr. Amery in his turn 




Mr. Amery contrasted it favourably ^ hoped that Mr. Buch.anan would not ‘ 
with the “sob-stuff” of 

which the House had pre- ^ 

viously heard so much. P \ 

This description of a style f 

of oratory often favoured » ** 

by the Glasgow School 

was too much for Mr. Buc- \ // ^ 

HANAN, who called Mr. ^ ^ 

Amery “a little swine” 

Speaker had just time to 

Big Ben tolled haK-past 
eleven and the House au- 

H^AN, with threatening 

landed him one on the jaw. ^ 

‘‘free fight,” but happily ^ 

p-^har Members intervened “THE BIGHT TO ‘STBIKE.** 







landlord; but natui'ally his speech did offenders— and not for one day only. . Mr, Asquith (L— Paisley) confused that 

not altogether square with Ministerial Mr. Buchanan thereupon apologised, (La?So-”-Trmi3o,,f|>a^^^ 

utterances on a similar topic earlier in and withdrew what he had said about Butnof; we feel <!nre Viio l-,of+.v v,„i/ 
the week. \r^ 4 « U 4 « 4 .,™.. Dur nor, we leei sure, nis oettei Halt. 


‘ The one man who has defended school- 
masters more than anybody 
else, Budyard Kipling, was not 
there. Someone ought to have 
recited his poem, ‘ Let us now 
praise famous men.* *’ 

Daily Paper. 

But Ecclesiasticus still 
holds the copyright. 

“LoriH&aBiLing on Impulse.” 

Breadline in Daily Paper. 
Wordsworth prophesied 
better than he knew when 
^ he made Nature say: — 

“ Myself shaU to my darling he 
Both law and impulse.** 


“Cambridge University to- 
day upset all calculations and 
heat Oxford University by four 
and half lengths in 18 minutes 
il seconds on the classic IMutley 
to Mortlake course.” 

West-Country Paper. 
One Dark Blue, not hav- 
ing heard of the change of 
venue, started from Putnev 


T-J-J-Hirr. / .... OUOiXtCU. llUlll ATUhllOV 

the combatants Me. Sexton (sot Me. Aheey) and Me. Haix, Cainb (not Mb. Buchanan), and finished at Bow Street 
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Visitor f ram Town {who is suffering from sclio.ol hills), “Ten at a time — twice in the yeah?” 

Farmer. “Yes, that’s it— about twenty in the twelvemonth — and they don’t ’abdly pay then. 
Visitor. “ Pay ! Man, you ought to be thankful you haven’t to educate ’em.” 


INVISIBLE AUTHORS. 

(By Our Medical Phobologist.) 

All persons interested in the well- 
being of a community in which the 
prevalence of neuroticism is unhappily 
on the increase will be grateful to Mr. 
Stacy Aumoniee for his timely article 
in TJie Evening Standard. With a 
cogency of reasoning only equalled by 
the felicity of his illustrations he pleads 
for the invisibility of eminent authors. 
The author, he contends, should never 
be seen or photographed. * It destroys 
the illusion ; it shatters the mental pic- 
ture you have formed of a commanding 
personality. 

Modern doctors will not merely en- 
dorse Mr. Aumoniee's contention ; they 
will go much further. Their practice 
makes them acquainted with many per- 
sons who have suffered a sort of spiritual 
shell-shock from having been brought 
into actual contact with a revered figure, 
only to find that the ideality falls lament- 
ably short of the august splendours of 
the vision created by their reverence. 
Only a few days ago a famous psycho- 
analyst of Harley Street described to 
the present writer the* pathetic condi- 
tion of a patient who had enjoyed 
admirable health up to the age of fifty- 
seven. Until then he had been a devout, 


nay idolatrous, admirer of the genius of 
Mr. Shaw, whom he had always men- 
tally visualised as of massive and monu- i 
mental statee, clean-shaven and with | 
a Dantesque profile. The effect of see- 
ing the great author at a public meeting 
was simply catastrophic, and ever since 
he has been suffering from acute en- 
teroptosis and a tendency to lethargic 
obesity. For a while the case seemed 
incurable, but the physician is now 
able to report a slight improvement as 
the result of convincing the patient, 
while in a state of deep hypnosis, that 
the Dantesque figure was the real Shaw, 
and the figure seen at the lecture was a 
subjective hallucination. 

But the permanent maintenance of 
this salutary inversion cannot yet be 
counted upon, and at a time when the 
recurrence of an influenza epidemic is 
long overdue, and the liability of highly- 
strung natures to lose their poise when 
subjected to the impact of the unex-, 
pected is proportionally enhanced, it 
is imperatively necessary that due pre- 
cautions should be taken. The con- 
sensus of expert psychological opinion 
strongly favours the passage of a short 
Act rendering it compulsory for all 
authors, the annual sale of whose works 
exceeds twenty thousand copies, to 
wear masks in public or, alternatively, 


to reside in remote islands, light-houses 
or other places occult from observation: 
The example of Mr. A. S, M. Hutchin- 
son, who, according to Mr. Aumoniee, 
has just gone a thousand miles down 
the Amazon, is highly commended ; but 
it is felt that it is rather too much to 
expect all authors to subject themselves 
to the privations and even dangers in- 
separable from travel in tropical cli- 
mates frequented by dangerous animals 
and savage tribes. Disguise is a simpler 
remedy than expatriation, especially 
when the latter exposes the traveller to 
contact with natives whose appetites 
are anthropophagous. 

It is much to be feared, however, that 
the passage of the salutary measure 
recommended above may meet with in- 
superable obstacles. For the moment; 
therefore, I can only impress upon 
my readers that, if they should be so 
unfortunate as to meet for the first 
time any illustrious author or artist, 
they should at once return home, take 
a strong dose of aspirin and remain in 
bed until the initial effects of the shock 
have passed away. • 

“ The climax came when Father gave 

Macbeth's Soliloquy—* To be or not to be • . ” 

Central American Po/per., 

So much less hackneyed thsLnECamlefs. 
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PORlwn miWAWiTV clothes about her as the gay lights of I felt chilled. There was, of course, 

cnnliMu HUIVIANilr. this gilded hell are switched out one a certain exhilaration about finding one- 
“ If ever you feel tempted to gamble by one in the cliill liour before dawn, self in such an atmosphere of devihy. 
at the tables,” said Ernest, lowering Follow Iter in fancy as she totters out It would be something to talk about 


I felt chilled. There was, of course, 
a certain exhilaration about finding one- 


his voice solemnly, “ just remember when I got home. But the contempla- 

the awful expressions we saw on some tion of that distraught girl depressed 

of the faces in that dreadful room.” “c beyond words. 

We were sitting in the deserted eon- “What is her nationality?” I in- 

cert-room of the Kursaal, and Ernest. JK'fA® quired. 

l)eing some years my senior and haying S Ernest’s keen eyes naiTowed to mere 

been abroad once before, was caution- i slits as his glance stvept over the lonely 

ing me against the gay life of the Con- v, i figure. 

tinent. I was, in Tact, more or less “Czeeho-Slav,” he answered without 

under his wing. hesitation. “ Her type— the Magyar 

“ Don’t tm-n your head too suddenly,” -_is, I imagine, common enough in the 

he went on, lowering his voice still > 1 ^, 1^7 fg P south-eastern corner of Hungary, where 

further, “but just take a peep at that W M } l-lie Carpathians loop over towards the 

poor creatm-e with a scrap of paper in j ; . { mV I Danube.” 

her hand-over in the comer there. ■ I A mist rose before my youthful eyes 

See her dab at the paper with her pen- ! In fancy I glimpsed the simple home- 

cil. Observe the tragic concentration j stead, drowsing by the lonely foothills 

on her poor vicious face. She left the i i of far-awav Transylvania. I saw a grey- 
gaming-table just before we came out. haired mo“cher, pitifuUy gay in native 

I saw her lose a five-franc piece, prob- costume, shading her eyes to stare away 

ably her very last one to judge from into the west for the erring daughter 

the agony on her face. Now, then, do ;• 3 who would never come again, 

you grasp the full significance of that “ The wretched creature hasn’t even 

scrap of paper?” ^ enough spirit left to dress her part,” I 

Not haymg seen so much of the whispered sadly. “You would never 

world as Ernest, had, I hazarded the guess what a fast hfe she ’s living.” 

guess that possibly tiie gu-1 was rackon- Ernest laughed bitterly, 

mg up her gams. Ernest smiled tola- C “ Wait till you have seen as much of 

„ Y; T 1 M • X „ ^ the world as I have,” he retorted, “then 

“If I know anythmg of the type, come and tell me whether the inveterate 

said he, setting his mouth firmly, “ that gambler is always dressed in purple and 

poor devil is w^orkmg out a ‘system fine raiment. -Let us get back to the 

You know about those ‘ systems, of hof.pl onrl fnro-pf 

» J » » PENCIL.” loiget 11 a Ji. 

I dito k So Em^fe e^^lamed the on to the deserted promenade, her piti- in the hotel lounge we grew more cheer- 
whole thmg to me. He said that some ful little * system ’ crushed to her bosom, ful again. And, although the vision of 
people sj^nt whole years in trying to her diy eyes peering w^earily into the that hopeless broken girl persisted in 
perfect them gambling systems, and shadows for some spot in wliidi to rest saddening mefrom time to time, I ended 
that they usuafiy ended by becoming I her tired bones.” Ihv foiuettim? her altosetber. 17,™. 






*Sl2E HOW SHE LICKS THE PENCIL.” 


monomaniacs on the sub- 
ject. 

“ That poor fool is 
almost certainly a case 
in point,’" he whispered 
sacHy. Let us study 
her profile; you will find 
it interesting. Note the 
puckered brow and the 
pallid cheek. Observe 
the miusual angle of the , 
chin, the fish-li& mouth I 
— peculiar blend of / 
unflinching resolve and ' 
pitiMhesitancy— andthe ' 
, vacant eye. See how she 
Heks the pencil, makes as 
if to write, then changes 
her mind and throws her 
head hack to stare dully 
at the ceiling. Just 
Heaven! that so young 
a thing should drift into 
becoming a reckless 
gamester. Picture her, 
clutching her thin 






V 

*1 



y 


She s a school-teacheb keiend op mine — j\Iiss Jones prom.Peckham 


by forgetting her altogether. Even 
Ernest had dropped her 
as a subject for conversa- 
tion. He was yawning 
lieavily. 

'‘If you don’t mind, old 
man,” he said at length, 

I ’ll get Great Scott 1 

Don’t look round 1 ” 

In a flash he was wide- 
awake again, staring over 
^y^ shoulder with eyes 

“That poor creature 
from the Kursaal,” he 
whispered hurriedly. 

^ “ She ’s just come in with 
wBBjm Miss Jiipp, the girl we 
met at dinner! Is she 
such a poor creature, after 
^9,ve we chanced 
across one of those fas- 
cinating parasites that 
batten on the good- 
natured? We must see 
this through. We must 
.Peckham.” put Miss Jupp on her 
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Huntsman of FoxJumnds (visitmg the West-Cou7it7*y) , Well, there 's one thing 
ABOUT THIS STAG-*UNTIN’ — ^YOU CAN’T VERY WELL LOSE AN ANIMAL OE THAT SIZE.” ' 
Hunts77ia7v of Staghotmds, “On the other *and, if I do, 'tain't no use my 
pretendin’ he ’S GONE TO GROUND.” 


guard. Ah! we shall soon know. Miss 
Jupp has left her sitting near the door 
and is coining over to us.” 

And in a moment Miss Jupp, seating 
herself at our table, was talking fever- 
ishly. 

<‘You saw me come in with that 
girl? ” she began. “ Well, I don’t like 
to bother you, but the position is 
this ” 

Here she hesitated, and Ernest’s keen 
eyes narrowed significantly as he kicked 
me under the table. 

‘‘She’s too shy to come over her- 
self,” resumed Miss Jupp, causing 
Ernest to chuckle cynically, “so I’m 
acting as her agent. She ’s a school- 
teacher friend of mine — Miss Jones — 
from Peckham, and she ’s going in for 
the picture-puzzle competition in the 
WeeMy Money s^inne7\ Now, she must 
post her solutions off to-night, and I 
wondered if you could help her over the 
last picture. She tells me she sat in a 
quiet spot in the Km’saal for a solid 
hour this evening trying to solve it. 
But without success. * Now this is the 
one 

But Ernest, studiously avoiding my 
gaze, pleaded so violent a headache that 
Miss Jupp advised him to go straight 
up to bed. 

And Ernest went. 


A EESTAUEANT EOMANOE. 

No such thing had ever been heard 
in this fashionable restaurant before. 
It shocked the waiter, of com-se ; but 
waiters are not supposed to have nerves. 
Unfortunately the phrase reached the 
ears of the 7naUre d'hdtel. That hyper- 
sensitive gentleman seemed to fall into 
a coma. He was most alarmingly still. 
When a little colour returned to his 
cheeks he walked in swaying fashion 
out into the lounge and sat down. 
Until that day he had never sat down 
before 3 p.m. 

The thing was said by a man at the 
next table to me*. He ‘had with him a 
pretty girl, and for both of them, I 
speculated, it was the first visit. 

Here is how I piece the story together. 
She had a job at anything fern three 
to five pounds a week. He had a little 
more, no doubt, and they visited the 
same tea-shop for lunch. She had an 
eightpenny pudding or pie, a long cold 
drink, some fruit and, occasionaUy, ,a 
cup of tea. He affected cold meat and 
pickles, rolls and butter, and perhaps 
two cups of coffee. Now and then it 
was his pleasant privilege to pass her 
the salt. 

He had spoken first, and it was a 
remark about the waitress — a harmless 
little pleasantry. The girl in black with 
the white cap had asked, “ Are you a 


steak and kidney ? ” And then he had 
asked his vis-d-vis in slate and a blue 
hat if he looked like a steak and kidney. 
But we have no business to pry into 
Love’s temple. SufiScient if I tell you 
that they made friends,, and one even- 
ing the sunset made them lovers. 

George— so she called him when I 
sat next them — was promoted the other 
day. I can’t give you details, but I ’m 
sure be gets anything from seven to ten 
pounds a week, enough to be married 
on. Anyway there had to be a celebra- 
tion. , Of cotuse normally it was quite 
right that Olive should continue to~pay 
for her own meals. She could afford it, 
and George was . saving. But George 
did not want to be. regarded as mean, 
and one wonderful -day he insisted oU 
taking' Olive to a place where they 
charge so much that the bread is free, 
and I chanced to be at the next table. 


But for that chance you could not be 
let into the secrets in this way. 

When George and Olive had finished 
their meal, an oddly chosen affair it 
must be admitted, George cried to the 
waiter for the bill. 

L* addition, Msieur? At once.” 
The waiter slid softly off, 

“Hi!” The waiter returned, all 
petitionary attention. 

“ Bpth together, y’know.” 

And that is why the maitre dlidtel 
has those awful starts in his sleep. 

Our Candid Premier. 

Erom 'Mr. MacDonald’s letter to 
local Labour candidates : — 

“ The manner in which the Government is 
facing the legacy of chaos left by previous ad- 
ministration in foreign affairs is only equalled 
by the dislocation and disabilities suffered by 
our local governing authorities.” 

BaAly 
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MISSOLONGHI. 

Aphid 19th, 1824, 

Sadly, beyond a waste of shallows dim, 

All April day died, even as it began. 

Eaiii-swept, the peaks on the horizon rim 
Had lost all colour and form ; 

Along the Cephalonian breakers ran 
A sullen tlirob of storm. 

Then, with the setting of that sun unseen, 

Another baffled fire was doomed to wane, 

A ilanio that never poised itself serene 
Upon its lamp of clay. 

Blit streamed aslant and spent itself in vain 
And fumed its light away. 

Then flickered out a mighty spirit uncalm, 

Not happy in coming nor in sojoui-ning, 

Yet in departing happy, when the palm 
And laurel life denied 

Death gave, and when one last unbroken siring 
Thrilled true ere music died. 

Valour unfruitful, pallid dreams new-dead, 
Frustration, with its hourly fret and jar, 

Walked near him, and he, knowing wdiere they led, 
Held fast the strong desire 
That Death might lift his memory like a star 
High above murk and mire. 

Ah, well for him if, looking back, we see 

That proud-hewn face, not bent in mimic scorn, 

Not touched with wavering gleams of revelry, 

But frozen into peace, 

And low upon that earth the most forlorn 

Known of the winds of Greece. D. M. S. 


MORE GLIMPSES OF THE ZOO. 

Ahy reader of our newspapers must be aware of the 
human interest that abounds among the residents in the 
Zoological Gardens. From day to day we are informed of 
marriages and givings in marriage, birthday parties, sports 
and pastimes, and other interesting details of the social life 
of the Zoo. Christian names are given in all cases. Occa- 
sionally these facts are contributed by a Fellow of the 
Zoological Society. It is some other fellow, liowever, who 
has sent us the following : — 

Poor Egbert, the alligator, has been suffering from severe 
toothache for several days. It is pathetic to see him with 
his face swathed in red flannel and with hot-water bottles 
ranged along the entire length of his jaw. Keeper Dobbison 
is unremitting in his attentions, gently tucking in 
; blankets loosened in the patient’s restless tossings, bringing 
now a glass of water, now a bowl of bread-and-milk, now a 
blood-orange, in the hope of tempting his appetite. Egbert 
is so deplorably weak, having eaten nothing since last 
Friday, that it is only with .difficulty that he can raise his 
fore-paw when his medical man wants to feel his pulse ; 

^ and he has not even the strength to bite the thermometer. 
So devoted is Keeper Dobbison that he has made up a shake- 
down near the pool, where he lies the whole night through 
listening at the bars, ready to attend to Egbert’s slightest 
want. 

The marriage announced recently between Eeginald and 
Amelia, the handsome young kiwis, will not take place. 

' .^Hen the junior rhinoceros is christened towards the 
end of the month she will receive the name of Daftodil. 
T|^e cei'emony will be performed by Miss Tommy Flipp, of 


the beaut}?- chorus in Sideslips, who has declared that 
the rhinoceros is her favourite animal. A bottle of cham- 
pagne gaily adorned wdth ribbons will be broken over 
Daffodil’s brow, and as she slides^ gi-acefully into the vrater 
a fanfare of trumpets will be performed by Arthur, Eobert 
and Martha, the elephants. 

Elsie, the Abyssinian gazelle who resides on one of the 
peaks of the Mappin Terraces, did a kindly action the other 
day. Observing the depression of Hildebrand, the small 
brown bear wdio rocks to and fj'O on a lower terrace, at 
having received no nuts for fully five minutes, she butted 
a lialf-nibbled banana so skilfully that it fell at his feet. No 
one who witnessed Hildebrand’s smile and gTateful up-ward 
glance can doubt that kindness is appreciated by even the 
most bearlike of natures. 

The weekly prize of a bunch of grapes awarded by the 
Committee to the best-behaved denizen of the Zoo goes this 
week to Clarence, the bald-headed vulture, who came with 
triumphant dignity through a most provoking ordeal on 
Saturday last. Half an hour before lunch was served to 
Clarence an elderly man stopped before his enclosure, took 
off his hat, produced a ham sandwich from a hag 

and actually liad the ill-manners to entertain passers-by 
with a feeble imitation of the captive bird. Clarence main- 
tained his calmness of demeanour by a magnificent effhrt 
and fully merited his reward. 

THE ARMOUR. 

{According to a scientist, statistichseem to show that 
orators generally enjoy longpikm^), 

Thomas, full oft have I been moved to wcJ^^^r 
By what mysterious impulse you are stirr^ff^^'*^^--*^, 
At those too frequent times when forth you thunder * 
Your views on any topic that ’s occurred ; 

When, in our homes or in the railway carriage, / 
Totally uaencouraged, you begin i 

Haranguing us on medicine or marriage, I 

Ludo or listening-in. 

Does he (I ’ve mused, while suffering this infliction) 
Essay to set at rest his secret doubts 
And in an anxious search for self-conviction 
Lay down the law with oratorio shouts, 

Or does he deem himself, as some allege, wise, 

A sage Sir Oracle, whose least remark 
Forbids us all to get a word in edgewise 
And any dog to bark? 

Bub now my fancy takes a new dfreefeion : 

A purely selfish war with eld you wage, 
Eemembering the probable connection 
’Twixt oratory and a ripe old age; 

We ’re forced to listen, growing daily more dumb, 
Failing to cope with your stentorian ways, 

And suffer all the agonies of boredom 
To bring you length of days. 

Thomas, if this should really be your reason, 

Consider rather how it may befall 
If you continue rudely thus to seize on 
Each conversation and usurp it all ; 

This plan may prove unworthy your reliance 
When some of us whose patiences you tax 
i^rise and stultify the views of Science 
Abruptly with an axe. 

“ The engine is of 45 h.p. , and, it is slated has done the work of 
three horses ,*’ — Evening Paper, 

Under Trade Union rules, of course. 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 16 , 1924 . 


FRIENDSHIP'S OFFERING. 

It ^vas ia those careless far-off clays 
when we were^all beginning and had 
vowed to do what we could for each 
other, that we used to meet at the Gate 
House on Hampstead Heath (where 
knives and forks used by Dick Tukpin 
were kept in a glass case), and, either 
in one of the arbours or upstairs indoors, 
according to the weather, compared 
notes and planned campaigns. 

It is of one of the more shameless of 
tliose campaigns that I would tell. 

Among ns was one whom I will call 
Tommy Bidler-(now an illustrious pub- 
licist). To him Fortune had been less.! 
kind than to some of us, and he had 
got not even one toe on the ladder : I 


which led the quail on its voyages. He 
described its self-protective colouring 
(see Mimicry in Nature) ; its ventrilo- 
quial powers, so that you never know 
in which dhrection it is ; its haunts ; its 
eggs, usually eleven in number, laid in 
a nest in the long grass ; and the \vhole 
bag of tricks. And what is more, he 
got the article accepted. There it was, 
in our favourite hunting-ground for 
guineas, The Globe and Traveller The 
Mysterious Corncrake — From a Corre- 
spondent.** Not a "‘Turnover ’* — Tom- 
my’s style was not flexible enough for 
that — but an inside column. 

“ Splendid ! ’* said Dick when he heard 
the news. “ Now we must get busy 
and rub this in. Tommy’s future as the 
popular ornithologist must be made.’* 


you will be able to give us more of his 
admirable work. 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Selina Parrish. 

107, Trnmpington Street, 
Cambridge, 

Dear Sir, — You have, if you will 
allow me to say so, discovered a real 
treasure in the contributor who writes 
on the Corncrake. I have rarely read 
anything more fascinating than his 
account of that strangely elusive bird. 
It would be a boon to me personally if 
you would invite him to give you a 
series of articles on other of our stranger 
birds, such as the ^Yoodcock, the snipe 
and, say, the lia\vk family, of which too 
little is known. I am, 



Disgusted Diner, “I ’ye tasted considerably better steaks than 

THIS, WAITER.” 

Waiter, “ Not* here, Sir, you haven’t— not herb.” 


nothing that he wrote 
was accepted. 

As I have said, we 
were all pledged to help 
each other, and, on the 
evening that I am re- 
calling, Dick Struthers 
(also now well known 
])y another name), who 
liad just come back 
from a holiday on the 
Norfolk Broads, was 
' talking about the birds 
there. 

“ Now take the corn- 
crake, ”he said. “That’s 
a rum *un if you like. 

It makes a row all day 
and half the night, and 
no one *s ever seen one 
yet.’* 

“Nonsense,” said I. 

“They have them in 
museums.” 

“ Maybe,” he said. 

“ But museums don’t 
count.” 

“ Still, they had to be 
stuffed,” I said. I was argumentative 
in those days. 

“Taxidermists don’t count either,” 
said Dick. “ Speaking generally, no one 
has ever seen a corncrake. Jolly in- 
teresting, isn*t it ? ” 

Even I agreed. 

“ Look here, Tommy,” he went on, 
“ why don’t you mug up the corncrake 
in some book and write about it. That *s 
the kind of thing editors like: facts 
about a mystery, even if the mystery ’s 
only a bird. Give your inventive powers 
a rest for a few minutes and try inform- 
ation for a change.” 

And Tommy (hd so. He found out 
all about the corncrake, otherwise 
known as landrail, one of the Ballidce, 
the Balhis crex of Linn^us, and all the 
rest of it. He dug out of the Classics 
legend that it was the corncrake 
^,^Sp.drail that was the Ortygometra 


“ Is ornithologya necessity ? ” Tommy 
pathetically inquired. "^You’ve no 
notion how I loathe birds.” 

“ Of course,” said Dick, “ you must 
continue as you have begun. You must 
be identified in the public mind with 
our feathered friends. That *s the art 
of success.” 

And in a few telling words he out- 
lined the campaign. 

During the week the Editor of The 
Globe and Traveller received the follow- 
ing missives : — 

The Laurels, Tunbridge Wells, 

Dear Sir, — ^My husband, who is a 
well-known medical man and amateur 
ornithologist, is deeply interested in the 
article on the Corncrake which you 
printed last week. He would much 
like to be put in touch with the author, 
if that is permissible, and he hopes that 


Yours faithfully, j 

Marcus Grow. | 

The Nooh, | 

Hampstead Heath, j 
Dear Sir, —You can’t j 
think what a pleasure j 
you gave to my family j 
and myself by that ar- j 
tide on the Corncrake. | 
If only there was less 
about politics and di- 
vorce and police and 
more about nature, how 
much sweeter would the 
papers be ! Please get 
this fascinating Corres- 
pondent to write again. 
Yours sincerely, 
Agatha Thorn. 

IDS, Lincoln's Inn 
Fields, W,C, 

Dear Sir, — Kindly 
forward the enclosed 
letter to your Corres- 
pondent on the Corn- 
crake. It is not written 
to attempt to lure him 
from your literary staff, but to con- 
gratulate him on a first-class piece of 
work and wish him health and strength 
to continue. Yours faithfully, 

Ambrose Hearty. 

St, Francis' College, Fasibourne, 
Dear Sir, — ^Your article on the Corn- 
crake is just what we want in school, 
and I hope you will have more. My 
boys are all keen on birds. 

Believe me, Yours faithfully, 
Henry Swift. 

United Service Club, S.TF. 
Dear Sir, — I shall be grateful if you 
would kindly favour me with the name 
and address of your correspondent who 
writes on the Corncrake. I am pre- 
paring a work on migratory birds and 
should much value his assistance. 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Hugo Dundas, Colonel. 



Sea-Scent, Bcnmiemoutli, 

Deae Sir, — Speaking with my nncle, 
the Vicar of Dewfield, the other day, 
he said that, in a long experience as 
a reader of ornithological books and 
articles, he could not remember a more 
informing or interesting paper than 
that in your last number on the Corn- 
crake* The Vicar is now in his eightieth 
year and very feeble, and it would be 
a kind act on yom* part to arrange for 
further articles by the same writer as 
a solace to his declining days* 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Lucy Spearing. 

Need I add that all those letters and 
many more were written by Tommy’s 
four friends either the same evening or 
during the next few days, and arrange- 
ments made with friends or relations for 
the postmarks to be correct ? Not bad, 
were they ? One even was written by 
the disgraceful hand of Tommy himself. 
Can you guess which ? The last. Oh, 
Tommy! 

But the sad thing is, they didn’t take 
the Editor in. E. V. L. 


LUNAE I/ilSB-MAJBSTE. . ' 

[Under the auspices of the Smithsonian 
Institute Professor Goddard, an American 
scientist, proposes in the course of the summer 
to fire a rochet which should reach the moon 
in thirty-six hours,] 

That great experimental sage 
Of Ingh American renown, 

Goddard, impelled by noble rage 
To break celestial barriers down, 

Is now preparing to discharge, 

Somewhere about the month of June, 
A wondrous rocket planned to barge 
Through space until it hits the moon. 

But though, according to the Press, 
The great Smithsonian Institute 
Is graciously disposed to bless 
The scheme, and bid its author shoot, 
Eomantic souls of either sex 
Eefuse to welcome as a boon 
An enterprise designed to vex 
The silence of our Lady Moon. 

For Goddard’s missile, if it hits 
The mark, propelled by inner shocks, 
Is bound -to give all poets fits. 

Except the most unorthodox ; 


'Since wbat is it that always “makes 
[Save haply on the Eiver Spoon] 
Sweet poets,” and their lyre awakes, 
But the enchantment of the moon? 

Strange that the Queen of Night, who 
earned 

The immortal meed of Sidney’s lay, 
Into a target should be turned 
For the Big Berthas of to-day ; 

Sad that our age, in mutinous mood. 
Should wish to launch this mad 
maroon 

Not in salute, but as a rude 
Assault upon the Eoyal Moon. 

Let Science strive in fiery flight 
To make Aunt Sallies of the stars — 
“The lesser beauties of the night ” — 
And broadcast messages to Mars, 
But leave upon her silver throne, 

From earth’s artillery immune, 

0 Goddard, leave their Queen alone, 

0 Goddard, do not shoot the moon 1 

“ Although the doomed vessel was now well 
ablaze forward, the captain remained behind.” 

We don’t blame him. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{Bn Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks) 
Howdvee much we may regi’et the incidental amenities 
of life before the War, very few of ns, I suspect, would 
really care to go ]:aek to the old conditions. And, if yon are 
inclined to doubt this or to murmur unduly at the social 
and educational dispensations of to-day, the study of 
Mr. A. 0. Bexson’s Memories and Friends (Murray) will 
give you considerable matter for reflection and repentance. 
Not that Mr. Bexson's book is iconoclastic. Far from it. 
The main aim of its eighteen informal portraits is apprecia- 
tion. But it is an appreciation very difficult to be shared, 
in its most typical eases, by 
tlie younger generation ; and I 
think a paragi'aph in the pre- 
face will help to give the reason. 

Here Mr. Benson describes 
himself as preferring men and 
women who gave generously 
and lavishly . . . to life itself” 
to those who put their energy 
and force into “definite occu- 
pations.” In theory the dis- 
tinction is not very evident; 
in practice it means that our 
author is more at home with 
kings and queens of coteries — 

Howard Sturgis, for instance, 
or Lady Ponsonbt — than with 
workers of such universal or 
domesticbeneficence as Rusein 
or Mrs. Odiphant. The lives 
of the former class, with their 
long spells of “ recreative loaf- 
ing ” and intervals of formid- 
able boredom, have seldom 
exerted much attraction for 
members of the latter. And 
as we are most of us workers 
nowadays, whether we like it 
or not, we shall, I think, he 
inclined to envy Mr. Benson 
thesincerity of his enthusiasms 
without being in any way 
jealous of their objects. His 
six or seven Eton portraits — 

“ XL. JOYNES,” “Dr.WARRE,” 

“ Stuart A. Donaldson ” and 
the rest — will also, I feel, 
interest both his successors 
and theirs without rendering 
either discontented with their 


lot. For my own part I 
cannot help wishing that my author had dealt more often 
I with creators and connoisseurs and more seldom with mere 
potentates. His study of Henry James and his really 
i excellent portrait of Fairfax Murray show that he is very 
far from having lost the art. 

Seven stories make 'up the volume which Miss Ellen 
Glasgow calls Dare's Gift (Murray), and the first, which 
gives her book its title, sets the keynote for the rest. In 
her quiet, rather delicate style, Miss Glasgow deals here 
pleasantly with the occult. She takes a kindly interest in 
haunted houses, or in houses that, if not exactly haunted 
in the ordinary sense of the word, have memories that are 
apt to react upon new tenants. About “Dare’s Gift,” for 
ir^mple, which is the name of an old Colonial house on 
James River, Virginia, there persists a- note of treachery, 



which appears to have started in the days of that first 
Sir Roderick Dare who “ came over in time to take a stirring 
part in Bacon’s Rebellion and, tradition says, to betray his 
leader.” In the third story, called “ The Past,” the narrator 
had no sooner entered the magnificent mansion just ofi: 
Fifth Avenue than she knew something was wrong. Behind 
all that magnificence lurked a secret disturbance. And then 
again there is “Whispering Leaves,” which no darkey 
would approach except in broad daylight, and “Jordan’s 
End,” where the representatives of the old Southern family 
went melancholy mad, one after another. “ A fine old place 
onco, but repulsive now in its abject decay, like some young 
blood of former days who has grown senile,” says the 

doctor who is called in to assist 
at the last tragedy. But Miss 
Glasgow never presses home 
the horror of her stories ; she 
leaves them in a detached man- 
ner to produce what eflect 
they may ; she has even some- 
times a slightly apologetic air, 
as of one who would prefer to 
dwell on the brighter side of 
life, had not these matters in- 
sisted on receiving some re- 
cord. Her stories are well 
written and well constructed, 
but a little deficient in that 
quality so eagerly demanded 
by literary agents and editors 
of popular magazines. We 
blush to say that they generally 
call it “ Punch ! ” Perhaps the 
best of her collection is “ The 
Shadowy Third,” which by the 
way is also the name of one of 
Mr. Vachell’s novels. There 
is a veritable ghost in this, 
not merely a house wuth 
unhappy tradition. 


an 


Miss 


Having caught the Russian 
contagion less virulently than 
some of my contemporaries, I 
own to approaching a new 
Russian novel, especially a 
long one, in the spirit which 
Mrs. Mala^rop recommends as 
tJie right preliminary to mar- 
riage. In the case of The 
Cathedral Folk (Lane), which 
has just been translated by 
had, you must allow, some 


Isabel Hapgood, I _ 
excuse. Not only does the book itself run to over four 
hundred pages of close print, but its foreword gives an 
unduly bleak prospect of the entertainment to follow. 
Its author, Nicolai Lyeseov, was a busy Government 
official of the mid-nineteenth century; and you are led 
to infer that his novels are little more than the ex- 
panded notebooks of his departmental journeys, lifted to 
the domain of Art by a supererogatory gift for character- 
drawing and diction. This novel, at any rate, is more than 
that. It is as shapeless and ungovernable as Russia itself 
—as though a continent should call itself a country. But 
it has passages of striking poetic beauty, rendered certainly 
more striking and more beautiful by its author’s complete 
self-effacement. The story, such as it is, deals with the 
three chief ecclesiastics of a small provincial town : Savely 
the archpriest, Zakhdriya the priest and Akhilla the deacon. 
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Faxr^ Sero-Worsliipj^er (to Genius). “You know, I eeally ca:me to Town expressly in the hope op seeing you,” 
Genius. “ Did you ? Pity it 's such a poor light here,” 


Savily is too tactlessly holy for the civil authorities and his 
own superiors. He gets into trouble and is degraded to be 
lay-reader in his bishop's house at Petersburg. Achilla, 
bmiy and impetuous, plays Sancho to Savely, and champions 
his gentle wife, the Arehpriestess Natdlya, in her loneliness. 
Zakhdriya, a resigned little piece of placidity, ripples quietly 
on in the background of the two more imposing lives ; and 
the epic, for epic it is, ends with the deaths of all three 
heroes. Obviously this is not every man's book. But the 
amateur of Eussia should enjoy it all, the imaginative 
should appreciate its imagination and the spiritual its 
spirituality. Miss Hapgood's translation, though not quite 
flawless, is courageous and animated; and her footnotes, 
from first to last, are apposite and satisfying. 

There can.be few names more romantically attractive in 
this country than that of the great Boer leader who, whether 


as one of the enemy or as one of ourselves, was for many years 
the pre-eminent figure in South African history, Earl Buxton, 
in calling his volume of reminiscences simply General 
I Botha (Muerat), presumably realises the attractiveness no 
less than the pre-eminence. His book is not a biography 
of the famous farmer-soldier who became a statesman, but 
rather, though it does contain a sketch of his hero’s early 
career, an informal record of the author's own experiences 
during his six years' term of office as Governor-General of 
the Union, in which the principal position is almost inevit- 
ably allotted to the man who was Prime Minister there 
during nearly the whole of that time. Being neither altogether 
a biography, nor yet quite a history of South Africa at war, 
nor even frankly a volume of memoirs, it suffers from a 
certain degree of repetition arising from its inconstancy of 
arrangement. General Botha no doubt proved that he 
had' at command the same admirable qualities of leadership 
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on many and different occasions as a general of guerillas, 
as a soldier and statesman of the Empire, as the friend of his 
people; but to convince the reader of that fact it would 
hardly seem necessary to restate one’s admiration in about 
the same words in respect of each several aspect of his 
career. All the same that career and the character of the 
man — whom realty it would seem impossible to admire too 
much — were of such an order that no book concerned with 
him can fail in its appeal, while it must be agreed that not 
infrequently the author, as in the chapters on the Eebellion 
and the campaign in German “ South-West,” has used his 
official knowledge of “inner history,” though guardedly, 
with very telling efiiect. When occasionally, though all too 
seldom, he allows himself to indulge in detail more personal 
to himself, he is always entertaining ; and when he actually 
comes right down to telling a funny story in a foot-note 
the effect is entirely satisfactoiy. 

The name of Agatha Chhistie must be familiar to all of 
us who read mystery stories, and the eleven tales contained 
in Poirot Investigates (La]s’e) make a very useful, if not an 
exceptionally brilliant, 
team. The more I read 
of detective fiction the 
sorrier do I become for 
the assistants of these 
wonderful unravellers 
of crime. Unblushingly 
Mrs. Christie allows 
Poirot to pour contempt 
over Captain Hastings, 
and I found myself hop- 
ing with all my might 
that Hastings would 
turn and rend the great 
man. Needless to say 
I was hoping in vain ; 
such things are not done 
in this olass of stoiy. 

But apart from “The 
Million Dollar Bob- 
bery,” which must have 
a weak spot lurking in 
it, because I guessed its 
solution with bewildering quickness, there is not a real dud 
in the eleven. Let me add that, if you are thinking of mak- 
ing a sudden and effective disappearance from the scene of 
your activities, I recommend you to study the methods 
adopted by the ingenious M}\ Davenheim, 


.bma Nugent (Hutchinson), orphan daughter of an Eng- 
lish father and an Italian mother, came to live in London with 
some rich and worldly Protestant relations. Starting from 
this point, Miss Isabee C. Cearkb has woven a pretty little 
story about Anna and her love for her cousin, Michael 
Nugent^ and his stern resolve not to try to influence her in 
bis own favour until she had seen something of the world 
or before he himself had quite decided to join her in the 
Roman Catholic Ghiu'ch, Gay Lawton, Afina’s selfish and 
scheming young companion, makes the way of the lovers 
sufficiently hard, and.4?wza herself, after the amazing manner 
of heroines, helps her in her designs by promising to marry 
a young man for whom she cares nothing and refusing 
to break off the engagement, even though, an hour or two 
later, Michael tells her of his love. Then MicliaeVs father, 
quite the nicest person in the book, fails in business and is 
tried for fraud, but, though things look very black for 
i and Anna, this proves to be the turning-point of 

I fortunes and the beginning of the road to happiness. 

- - __ 


Miss Clarke lias written some descriptions of Italy so | 
attractive that I have with cliffieulty restrained m^'self from 1 
rushing round to Mr. Cook and begging him to transport | 
me at once to such scenes ; but the i-eader who does not 
enjoy hearing Protestantism described as a “ fiery blast of 
destruction ” may not find tliem a sufficient compensation. 

Adrian St. Clair, well-bred, well-tailored, handsome beyond i 
ordinary and, it is alleged, extremely distinguished, comes ! 
back from the War to the luxury of his Hill Street bouse and i 
his beautiful reticent wife, Driisilla. He is fed-up with it | 
all. He loves his Drusilla tremendously however. What j 
shall he do to win her back ? Life is too smooth. By way 
of getting into touch with rough reality he will spend his ! 
week-ends in Aldgate, giving out that he is golfing at ; 
Aldeburgh. Among his new Aldgate friends, chief among i 
whom is the girl Vicky, he is known as Jim Higgins and I 
assumed to be a professional thief, like Vichy and Vicky’s I 
brother and the redoubtable Herb Harris, wlio considers 1 
Vicky his property. This worthy, recently put away in ! 
Portland, roundly asserts that he will do in the bloke who | 

has stolen his girl. This i 
bloke is, of course, no I 
other than our J im Hig- i 
gins, with whom Vicky j 
is certainly in love, ! 
though nothing could | 
be more correct than i 
J mi’s conduct. Of course | 
Harris escapes from 
Portland, and, on the 
way from Paddington 
to the East End to do 
the doing -in, hunger 
(though he had money) 
induces him to breaK 
into a larder. Of all 
larders in London it 
happened to be Ad- | 
rian’s I By which you j 
will judge Mr. Frank | 
Stayton, author of The j 
Passionate Adventure 
(Nash and Grayson) to 
be a man of no conscience at all. The vagaries of the chief of 
theC.I.D., Sir Felix, in search of the murderer of HerbHarris 
are indeed preposterous. And if the author really thinks 
that his hero can week after w^eek change from the immacu- 
late Adrian to the rough Jim in Liverpool Street Station, 
leaving his gear in the cloak-room, he is distinctly under- 
estimating the difficulties of leading a double life. 

Lieutenant-Colonel E. H. Richardson is one of those 
rare people wiio are possessed of gifts that enable them to 
undertake the higher education of the dog, and in Watch- 
Dogs : Their Training and Management (Hutchinson) he 
tells us how it is done. I venture to doubt if the average 
dog-owner — or indeed the average dog — ^would find it quite 
so simple as it reads; hut the former will derive both 
instruction and enjoyment, and the latter indirectly con- 
siderable benefit, from one of the best books of the kind I 
have ever seen. In a chapter which should have an appeal 
beyond purely “ doggy ” circles tlie author, writing with 
authority as late Commandant of the British War Dog 
School, relates in detail the wonderful work done at the 
Front by trained dogs, whose courage and intelligence saved 
thousands of human lives. In view of the recent “puffing” 
of the Alsatians, I note with satisfaction that he has found 
British breeds far and away the best for his purposes. 



_i '■ ^ ■ it.'’' 




“WlIAT no YOU TIUNK OP MY PAVEMENT, UXCLE ? 

“ Oh, don’t LET THAT WORRY Y’OU, MY BOY. HaLF A BAG OP CEMENT AND 
A JEASDYMAN’LL SOON FILL UP THEM CRACKS.” 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Glasgow Orpheus Choir was re- 
cently invited to No, 10, Downing 
Street. This led to the rumour that the 
Government had decided to have its de- 
feated Eents Bill set to music as a glee. 

Someone has invented an electric chair 
in which a person can sit and lose six 
pounds an hour. We seem to have 
played Bridge in one of these chairs. 

The Corporation of a seaside resort 
have just placed an order for some 
straw hats for their band. It *s optim- 
ism like this which has made England 
put up with what she is. 

Maey Pickfoed and Douglas Eair- 
BANKS have ah'eady arrived in England. 
At one time it was feared that their 
arrival might clash with the opening of 
the British Empire Exhibition, 

* s's * 

The cuckoo has been heard at Cran- 
leigh, at Melksham and inBushey Park. 
The bird seems to be loose about the 
place. ... ^ 

‘‘New York Copper Millionaire in 
London,’* says a heading. This seems 
to bear out the stories of graft in the 
American police force. 

sis s|s 
sjs 

Two sohcitors at a County Com’t 
have reported the loss of their over- 
coats from the robing-room. No sus- 
picion, however, attaches to members 
of their own profession, as there is 
believed to be a well-established code | 
of honour among lawyers. I 

sis ^ 

The teaching of English is now com- 
pulsory in Polish schools. Later it is 
intended to try it in some British 
schools. ... 

A correspondent writes to a contem- 
porary to ask if an American phrase- 
book is being prepared for the use of 
visitors to Wembley, The answer is 
“ Yep, Steve.” ^ 

It is announced that a crack has ap- 
peared in the neck of the Sphinx. This 
is ascribed to the creature’shabit of turn- 
ing to stare after passing notabilities. 

* s'* 

A daily paper states that food prices 
are about to fall. Good — so long as 
they do not fall on the consumer. 

A stm'geon was landed at Grimsby 
the other day. So that ’s where the 
Prime Minister got his caviare for the 
Eussians. . 4 . ^ 

It is reported that a North of Eng- 


land clergyman has preached three 
thousand sermons. We think it would 
be kinder to hush up this sort of thing. 

According to a gossip WTiter several 
members of the Stock Exchange have 
been suffering wuth violent attacks of 
hiccups. Thanks to Prohibition, Wall 
Street rarely suffers that way. 

A picture paper makes the announce- 
ment that at a dance the other day a 
saxophone player failed to put in an 
appearance. The name of his murderer 
was not given, ^ 



THE CULT OE THE KEECHIEP. 
A Bank-Homday Note. 


introduced Mah-Jongg into Britain 
several Chinamen are coming to London 
for the Exhibition. 

* ^ * 

It has been decided to set up a Petty 
Sessions Court, which will sit daily, in 
the groimds at Wembley. Visitors will 
greatly appreciate the convenience of 
being sentenced on the spot. 

The Sausage Manufacturers’ Associa- 
tion has applied for an order directing 
the railway companies to reduce their 
charges for carriage. This step is un- 
derstood to have the cordial support 
of the Eederated Potato Mashers. 

With reference to the first Women’s 
Symphony Orchestra, which is to give 
a concert shortly, a contemporary ex- 
resses surprise that a woman should 
ave enough wind to play the trom- 
bone. We in turn are astounded that 


our contemporary should know so 
little about women. 

Bathing by artificial moonlight is to 
be a Thanet attraction this summer. 
Some surprise is felt that the local 
authorities have not been able to 
arrange for a continuous supply of real 
moonlight. .s 

The suggestion in the Press that Dr, 
Bridges may be the last Poet Laureate 
is regarded as a gentle hint that, if he 
doesn’t write something, he shan’t have 
a successor, ... 

‘ Hi " 

We understand that the question, 
'*Do shrimps make good mothers?” 
was postponed until Parliament reas- 
sembles after the Easter Recess, in order 
that the Government experts might 
have an opportunity of making personal 
investigations. .j- 

A machine has been invented into 
which a man may sing and be heard 
by nobody but himself. We know of 
diners whom we should like to see 
equipped with a soup-plate like this, 

»(» ^ *1'* 

An advertisement offers invalid port 
at three shillings a bottle. Personally 
we shall wait until it gets better. 

Mr. Grindeld Matthews claims that 
his new ray/ will stop the working of 
any kind of electrical machine. We 
want to borrow it for our electric light 
meter. ... ,u 

Hi 

A cat which was taken last October 
from Hampstead to Tottenham in a 
basket has just returned to Hampstead. 
This must be one of those high-brow 
cats. ^ ^ 

A recent film portrays a very fero- 
cious monster which weighs hundreds 
of tons and breathes fire. We recently 
travelled home in the Tube on the next 
strap to a man who answered to this 
description. 

A scientist has invented a paint 
which renders an object almost in- 
visible at a few yards. Some of our 
modern painters must be told of this. 

There is a movement in Sweden to 
ask the League of Nations to adopt an 
“ international auxiliary language.” If 
this happens, perhaps we shall be 
able to read some of those American 
stories which are said to be so good. 

Some peculiar tiles have recently 
been dug up at Dover. We often won- 
dered what Winston did with his old 
ones. 


VOIi. CESVI. 


S 
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A BUSINESS WEATHER BUREAU. 

[•‘In spite of tlie reall}" important service 
’ consequences involved, the Air IMinistry has 
been able to do little to improve our weather 
reports /^ — London Daily Paper,] 

The above extract from an influen- 
tial organ courageously expresses what 
many of us have long since thought on 
the subject. At the same time I hold 
that, instead of merely girding at the 
Air Ministry, it behoves somebody — I 
mean me — ^to offer some constructive 
I criticism and help the officials concerned 
I to make their department a credit to 
the nation in these days of trial. 

My view is that the failure of our 
Weather Bm^eau results from a lack of 
competition. They have an absolute 
monopoly in the business, and conse- 
quently they never seem to think it 
necessary to put their backs into the job. 

Not that I suggest for a moment that 
rival weather bureaux — what you might 
call ^ ‘ pirate bureaux ” — should be set up 
in order to put the official institution on 
its mettle. Much better to reorganise 
the latter so that there shall be a cer- 
tain amount of competition among the 
officials themselves, each working tooth 
and nail to give more accurate forecasts 
than any of the othem. 

The idea came to me the other day 
when I was reading the admirable racing 
forecast in The Daily Scoop, You re- 
member, of course, how it is set out : — 


— 

1.30 

Tityrus, 

Bobby. 

Our Travelling Cor- 
* * ’ respondent. ; 

Tinribs. 

The Man on the 
Spot. 

Eookey, 
Ifab. Thistle. 

Cassandra. 

Noces II. 


Now why shouldn't the Weather 
Bureau work on similar lines ? 

They could have their . Travelling 
Correspondent constantly on the move, 
looking out for .weather signs, inter- 
viewing the solan geese in the Shetlands 
I and the wise old gulls on Blackfriars 
; Bridge — some of the latter having been 
stationed there, man and boy, for eight 
or ten years — and keeping a close eye 
on any cyclones or anti-cyclones that 
he happened to come across. 

Their Man on the Spot would, of 
course, have to settle down in Iceland, 
where all the depressions seem to come 
from. He would need to be a man of 
a jovial temperament to keep his heart 
up in his dismal retreat, but a good 
salary and a substantial Young-Age 
pension would probably reconcile him 
to his lot. 

I ., At home in the Weather Bureau 
,;Ji3e^quarters would be Augur, the star 
^ : — 


forecaster, who would have to be some- 
thing of a scientist, capable of talking 
gracefully about zones and belts and 
barometric pressures, though really 
these technicalities are not so very im- 
portant, as nobody understands what 
they 're all about. 

Last of the gToup would come Wise- 
acre, who would be stationed somewhere 
in the Greater London Area. His fore- 
casts would be based on simple natm'al 
phenomena, such as red sunsets, sagging 
seaweed, rheumatic twinges of oldest 
inhabitants, heehawing donkeys and 
other reliable weather signposts. 

With these four gifted men at work 
simultaneously and independently we 
should get results something like the 
following : — 


— 

May 24. 

Augur. 

West Winds. Showery. 

Our Travelling 
Correspondent. 

Calm, Bright Sun- 
shine. 

The Man on 
the Spot. 

Blizzards. Hurricanes. 
Bitter Cold. 

Wiseaore. 

- Some Rain. 

If ab. Fine Day 


You see the point, don't you ? One 
of the four would be almost bound to be 
right, and all who followed him would 
get the sort of weather they expected. 
That would mean that a considerable 
section of the community would be sat- 
isfied, whereas now the whole lot are 
disgruntled and complaining. 

Again, the public would soon dis- 
cover which forecaster happened to be 
in form, and they would stick to him 
as long as his run of luck lasted. 

With what joy and worthy pride 
would the Weather Bureau publish an 
announcement of the following kind : — 

‘‘ Wiseacre is in wonderful form just 
now. On Monday he gave Bright Sun- 
shine, on Tuesday’' N orth-Eas t erly Gales, 
on Wednesday Some Snow (a masterly 
forecast, as it snowed for eight hours on 
end), on Thimsday Overcast and Chilly, 
on’ Friday Heavy Eain, and on Satur- 
day Heavy Eain, Of these the last 
only was inaccurate, as it turned out to 
be Bright Sunshine ; but Wiseacre was 
misled by a hitherto reliable corres- 
pondent who mistook pins-and-needles 
for rheumatic twinges. Follow Wise- 
acre, the Man that Knows,” 

Grandma at the War Office* 

Some recent amendments in Army 
orders : — 

“After ‘ custard pudding — egg 1 * insert ‘fin 
Egypt, eggs 2)/ 

“The War stock of ‘Soap, scouring,* will 
be accounted for in bars instead of by weight, 
and will be designated ‘ Soap, scouring, bars 
(reputed 1-lb.).* ’* 


RHYMES OF THE R.A F. 

V. — The Dental Officer. 

The Dental Officer delights 
In setting people's jaws to rights ; 

He pulls a tooth with boyish zest, 
Like one who perpetrates a jest, 

And eagerly employs the drill 
To show his aptitude and skill. 

Day in, day out, he never tires 
Of probing with his pointed wires 
Unhappy nerves and tortured roots, 
No matter how the victim hoots. 

I think it thrills him to impart 
These master-touches of his art, 
Although he has been heard to say 
That, work with what 7 ^ 7 ^ 555 ^ you may, 
For good and solid satisfaction 
It 's hard to beat a bold extraction. 

In spite of such delightful fun, 

His life is not a happy one. 

In bed at night he 'll toss about 
Distraught with never-ending doubt ; 
He cannot tell, to save his skin, 
Which Service he is really in. 

He knows he 's not a flying man, 

For, though when first the Peace 
began 

They dressed him up in Air Force blue, 
They'd altered thaVby '22, 

And made him wear a British warm 
Above a khaki uniforn:i. 

And yet the Army "would condemn 
The claim that he belongs to them, 
And have him know in any case 
A change may soon be taking place, 
When very likely such as he 
May find themselves despatched to sea 
Among the men who sport the Oaks, 
To tend the teeth of Naval blokes. 

So, through the long and sleepless 
night 

He ponders his unhappy plight, 

Until his brain begins to fizz 
Frorn calculating what he is. 

I 'm sorry for the Dental 0. ; 

It must be vexing not to know 
Which element, sea,, land or air, 

The King's entrusted to his care. 

But when at last his service ends 
They 're almost sure'to make amends : 
They *11 shake him warmly by the fist 
And place him on the Pensions List 
With rank (to make his Service clear) 
Of Air Vice-Bo'sun-Brigadier. 


“ German, 24 years, seeks Engagement as 
Correspondent in England, for the object to 
furtherimprovement of the English language.** 

Daily Paper, 

We may be prejudiced, but we doubt if 
he would do it much good. 


“ Dr. said he thought all were quite 

alive now to the risks they ran, and people 
were being vaccinated all over.”— .DocaZ Paper, 

This seems to us to be carrying pre- 
caution too far. 
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A TOUCHINa APPEAL. 

Eussuh Delegate. » WHAT WE WANT IS YOUE CAPITAL.” 

John Bull. “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH YOUE OWN?” 

Eussian Delegate. “ WELL, YOU SEE, WE FOUND THE CAMPAIGN AGAINST CAPITALISM 
VEEY COSTLY.” 



A TRACT OF LAND. 


It is many years ago now since I 
first experienced the thrill of a Share- 
holders' Meeting. To this day, how- 
eyer, I can xec^l the way the Chair- 
man rose and, lapng a sheaf of papers 
on the table before him, beamed upon 
us all very graciously. 

^‘Your Company,” he began, ‘^has 
been fortunate enough to acquire a tract 
of land in the heart of the pipless-blood- 


orange-growing district of California.” 

Was ever such fortune for a young 
company? Did other companies ever 
have such directors — ^men who could 
snatch for their shareholders, right 
under the eyes of the older orange- 
growers, the tract of land that lay in 
the heart — ^not right down in the toe or 
up in the gullet— but in the very heart 
of the best district ? 

^ Though it appeared to be our inten- 
tion to specialise in the cultivation of 
the pipless blood-orange, of course the 
prospectus didn’t say so outright. That 
would have ^ven the game away at 
once, and besides in the prospectus one 


has to mention everything that the 
company may want to do in any con- 
ceivable circumstance. 

As far as I can remember, the Com- 
pany was formed to acquire lands, ter- 
ritories, continents and stabling accom- 
modation, rivers, locks, bolts and bars, 
in order to plant and/or displant, to 
mineand/or countermine, to fetchand/or 
cBxry, to put and/or take ; in fact to do 
and/or die, at all times, in all places, 
upon, above or below land and sea in 
this planet and such other planets as 
may seem from time to time desirable, 
for 999 years or the lifetime of the 
Directors, whichever be longer; riot, 
treason, piracy on the high seas or 
barratry of the master and crew always 
excepted. 

After all these years my memory may 
not serve me exactly, but I remember 
that the powers of Directors” 

were very wide indeed. 

Perhaps it was just as well they 
were, for our Californian venture never 
prospered. I never quite understood 
what went wrong. Either some blight 
got at the oranges or some blighters got 


at the shares. Anyway, it was with a 
sinking heart that I attended the next 
annual meeting. 

I came away a new man, wdth courage 
restored and hope revived. Once more 
our Chairman had spoken. 

‘‘Yom* Directors,” he said, “while 
regretting the unfortunate termination 
of the Company’s experiment in orange- 
growing, through circumstances it was 
impossible to foresee, and having deemed 
it the wisest plan to cut their losses in 
that direction, have much pleasure in 
informing you that your Company has 
been fortunate enough to acquire a tract 
of land in the heart of the Nitrate dis- 
trict of Chile.” 

Who could forbear to cheer a man 
like that ? No whining, no useless re- 
pining once things had gone wrong, but 
a lightning decision to turn defeat into 
wctory ; and once more we found our- 
selves in the heart of things. 

Unfortunately, just as the Nitrate 
.proposition was showing every sign of 
becoming a financial success, the bottom 
dropped out of the market and it col- 
lapsed. I never found out where the 
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NEWS MADE AND RECORDED WHILE YOU WAIT. 



Cliilean market was, but through sheer 
bad luck our nitrate happened to be on 
the floor when it fell through. 

Once more came the lightning counter- 
stroke. We did not linger on the stricken 
field longer than to collect our deci- 
mated forces. Hardly had the last notes 
of the call been sounded and banked, 
than we were off to Africa and safely 
entrenched in the heart of the Eubber 
district before the next annual meeting. 

When the elephants attacked our 
plantation and the bears attacked our 
stock our gallant Directors lost no time 
in getting us to Ceylon. For a year we 
all put up a strenuous fight, but the 
slump was victorious and we left for 
Java and coflee. 

It was -when we got to Siam that 
our Directors first proposed that their 
salaries should be reduced from four 
thousand to two thousand per annum. 
There was some bitterness at the meet- 
ing, I remember. Wild men were talk- 
ing of dividends. Some of them so far 
forgot themselves as to make insinua- 
tions about the Dkectors — against men, 
mark you, like the Chairman, who had 
spent years of his life tramping from 
tract to tract, voyaging from Chile to 
Siam, carrying on the battle for us 
stay-at-homes. 

I could have cried with shame at the 
ingratitude of it as I pictured our Chair- 
man, no longer a young man, fighting 
his way through the Congo jungle, 
tramping over the nitrate plains of 
Chile parched with thirst, hacking a 
path through the dense forests of Java, 
his indomitable spirit never admitting 
defeat, never satisfied until he had 
secured for us a tract of land plucked 
from the very heart of the particular 
district he was in. 

It was a stormy meeting, but we 
lived through it to go to China for 
rice and the South Sea Islands for 
copra. 

I have a tract of land of my owm 
now, where I work all day growing j 
potatoes. Unfortunately it's just anj 
ordinary little patch ; if I could only i 
have had the Chairman's help I'm 
sure he could have secured me a tract 
in the heart of the potato -growing 
district. 

Of course it 's very nice to be putting 
money in the bank regularly, and with 
the bad luck we're having just at 
present in Samoa I need it ; but I never 
seem to get that tract-owner’s thrill as 
I go dowm to my own private plot in 
the late afternoon. 

It's there, and I'm glad it's there; 
but it 's too much there to be interesting. 

And in my heart I am longing for 
that day next March when I shall sit 
back in my chair and hear the Chairman 
pronounce the spell that begins: ‘‘Your 


Company has been fortunate enough 
to secure a tract of land . . , and 
once more I shall be borne on smoke- 
clouds to that magic concession that 
we own in El Dorado. 


Some Nationalists now prophesy that they 
will get a majority over all parties at the 
General Election [in South Africa], which 
may be in the summer of autumn.” 

Daily Faj^er, 

Ours may be in the winter of summer. 


Cannibalism in the Home Counties. 
Extract from a notice posted in the 
office of a Bucks firm : — 

‘‘No food must be eaten at any time in the 
building, with the exception of the acting 
operator on telephones.” 

From an advertisement of a book by 
the Aie Minister : — 

“0. B. Thomson is the nom de guerre of 
Brigadier- General Lord Thomson.” 

Surely it should be the other way round. 




King William was a builder, 
And once upon a time 
He said to Qu^en Matilda 
(Excuse the Cockney rhyme), 
‘‘ Our plans will all be «7&done 
Unless we build a bower 
Or maisonette in London — 

So William made the Tower. 


PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

YIII. — ^Thb Doll*s House; or, The Ghostly Visitors. 


His shape was round and tubby, 
He bullyragged Lord North ; 
He got a good-sized mansion 
From Sheffield, Duke of 
Bucks, 

Which underwent expansion 
And now is quite de luxe. 


Astounded stood the Norman 
And blank was George’s face ; 
King Henry asked a foreman 
To show them round the ]Dlaca. 


King Henry was a builder ; 

He also cheered the liyes 
Of plasterer and gilder 
And several lady-wives ; 

His ways were somewhat callous, 
His beard was slightly red, 

He built St. James’s Palace 
And cut off Surrey’s head. 


When William came to Wembley, 
And George and Henry too. 
They made a weird assembly 
With all their retinue ; 

But none observed their fat forms 
- Nor watched their banners shine, 
So crowded were the platforms 
Upon the District line. 


King George (the Third) was 
chubby, 

He gave us George the Fourth, 


They entered by the turnstile 
With ghostly trumpet blast 
And halberds, in the stern style 
Of monarchs of the past ; 


They went with their regalia 
In golden ero^vns to peep 
At Canada, Australia 
And all the wealth the^’’ keep, 

The feiTo-concrete houses, 

The plaster and the clay, 

The domes where India drowses, 
The spires of Mandalay. 

Said William, By the splendour 
Of God, a town to win ! ” 

Old Hal grew warm and tender 
And thought of Anne Boleyn : 

“ We twain might have absconded 
And roamed this place for weeks ! ** 
King George the Third responded 
By puffing out his cheeks. 
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They looked at Looms for Cotton, 

At Printing, Gas and Soaps, 

Kr^a William’s ^’ars forgotten 
And Heney’s tiffs with Popes, 
While GeoPvGE the Thiex> he toddles 
In ecstasy profound 
To poke the various models 
And make the wheels go round. 

They saw the world presented, 
Including various spots 
That had not been invented 

Whilst they were weaving plots ; 
They sa^v the paint and gildings, 

The notices of beer, 

The Governmental buildings, 

The bandstand and the mere. 

Then all the three stood planted 
With reverential mien 
Before that home enchanted — 

The Doll’s House of the Queen ,* 
They lifted up the fair case, 

The glittering rooms lay wide ; 

“ How” did they get that staircase,” 
Said George the Third, “inside? ” I 

“ By all my knights’ escutcheons,” 
King W'illiam said, or swore, I 
“ I would have made this Lutyens 
My Lord High Chancellor ! ” i 
“ He would indeed be sanguine 
Who sought for bronzes, Sir, 

More fine than these of Bean- 
gwyn!” 

Eemarked the Widower, 

“A place for kingly dwellers ! ” 

The Conqueror cried. “Perhaps 
You have not seen the cellars ? ” 
King George was working taps. 
The Prince of Wales, by Munnings, 
Made Henry pause and sigh ; 

“ What racings and what runnings ! 
Just such a lad was I. 

“ Such Art in such perfection, 
Although of pigmy sort, 

W'as scarce in my collection,” 

Said Hal, “at Hampton Court.” 
“Agreed,” said George the Farmer. 

“How mean is feudal might,” 
Observed the man in armour, 
“Without electric light ! ” 

“ What beauty in the ceiling ! ” — 

“ How gay the garden-path 1 ” — 

“ How exquisite the feeling 
Of bathing in that bath ! ” — 

“The Library 1 ” — “ The Laverys ! ” — 
“The Orpen!” — “And the 
Bone!”— 

“ The silver dish for savouries 1 ” — 

“ That tiny gramophone 1 ” 

^ ^ 
Eeturning home from Wembley 
Upon the District line, 

* Why King Henry YIII. suddenly started 
talking like Dr. Johnson is more than I can 
imagine. 


The Kings and their assembly 
Agreed that it was fine ; 

“King George the Fifth has 
treasures,” 

The Norman Duke averred, 

“ Beyond ambition’s measures.” 

“ He has,” said George the Third. 



“Eeturning home from Wembley.” 

Eeturning home from Wembley 
To where I do not know, 

The by-gone Kings were trembly 
About that glorious show ; 

They praised the huge pavilions, 

But one and all confessed — 

And so will several millions — 

They liked the Doll’s House best. 

- Evoe. 

BEGGING AS A FINE ART. 

On Tuesday evenings an elderly man 
plays in our road a thin and pensive 
pipe. Bare-headed he trudges through 
the rain, and his wife walks beside him, 
her patient arms folded across her waist 
and her eyes downcast. By neither 
look nor gesture does this quiet couple 
suggest the vulgarity of soliciting alms. 
Not unless a passer-by actually stops 
beside them. 

I stop beside them, proffering six- 
pence. 

“ Thank you, Sir,” says the woman, 
holding out a black bag, small and dis- 
creet. The man, with a smile, touches 
his grizzled forelock. Beggars, yes ; 
but of a superior type, lifting their pro- 
fession to the status of an art. 

For that their detachment was not 
natural I learnt during successive Tues- 
day evenings. They soon became reg- 
ular pensioners of mine, but the pro- 
cedure never varied. Always as I 
approached their backs were turned, as 
though in delicacy offering me the 
chance to evade them if I wished. 


But sometimes my homeward train , 
was late, and then the man would be j 
walking backwards as he played, anxi- 
ously watching the turn of the road. 
Instantly, at sight of me, he would 
wheel round, his shoulders would take 
an added droop and his absolute un- 
consciousness of my proximity would 
continue until my footsteps paused 
alongside. 

Once I was early, and they wore pa- 
trolling the opposite side. Here w’as a 
problem. What were they to do? To 
remain wliere they were would be to 
give me the trouble of crossing — an 
impossible impertinence. Yet to cross 
would be virtually to demand my six- ' 
pence. Magnificently they comprom- I 
ised. They gazed upward at the houses 
ahead of me, as though receiving a 
summons from some bedroom window; 
they crossed to retrieve a coin from the 
gutter — ^imaginary, I swear. But now 
they were on my side of the road and 
the situation saved. 

Regularly through the winter and 
spring they came. But with the holi- 
day months they disappeared . Tuesday 
after Tuesday the sixpence was ready 
in my ticket pocket, but they were not 
there to accept it. Wondering at their 
absence, I finally decided that they 
must be spending the summer at a 
seaside place, where the visitors were 
wealthy and liberal. And this, I feel 
sure, was the case, since with the first 
dull evening of early October I met 
them again. 

This night I was very late, and met 
them unexpectedly at the beginning of 
the road, on the pavement, walking 
briskly along, actually talking. Recog- 
nition was mutual. But what was I to 
do ? They were ordinary pedestrians, 
like myself. For all I knew they miglit 
have come into a fortune, months back, 
and be out for a friendly stroll. Cer- 
tainly they were dressed as usual ; but 
the rich can afford to be eccentric. If 
clothes were the criterion, many a 
duke would reap more in tips than 
his butler. I hesitated. I nodded. I 
passed on. 

From behind me, faint and plaintive, 
yet with a summoning note in its plaint, 
came the sound of that little pipe. I 
turned. They were in the gutter again. 
Their backs were towards me. 

I turned hack after them. I dropped 
my sixpence into that discreet black bag. 

“Thank you, Sir,” said the woman; 
and the man, smiling, touched his hair. 

The Tuesday evening rite had re- 
commenced. 


“ Comfortable Home, young business gentle- 
man ; roof to self .” — Welsh Paper. 

Very convenient if he should desire to go 
on the tiles and not be disturbed by cats. 
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THE BRIT IN THE WHEELS. 

[It is a carious medical fact that patients often sing when under 
the induence of chloroform.] 

The use of a bludgeon is clumsy and rude, 

A pistol is apt to explode ; 

Our method will have to be something less crude 

On the night that we take to the road ; 

Our ends will be gained more efficiently if 

We trust to a chloroform whiff*. 

“ Our vigil at eve we will carefully keep 

In a lone but convenient place, 

And, tenderly putting our victim to sleep 

With a handkerchief over his face, 

Will make of his pockets, coat, waistcoat and fob, 

A thoroughly workmanlike job/* 

In such wise, when making our plan of campaign, 

I spoke to my partner in crime, 

Intent upon blending the truly humane 

With a proper avoidance of “ time ** ; 

And he fully agreed, advocating himself 

The painless extraction of pelf. 

No protest was uttered, no murmur was made 
we launched our successful attack, 

And, doping an opulent reveller, laid 

Him peacefully down on his back ; 

But things of a sudden began to go wrong 

When the beggar broke out into song. 

The silent endeavours we *d carefully planned 

Were marred at our very first go 

By Ms blurred recollections of Opera (Grand) 

And divers comedians (lovr) : 

Such spirited efforts seemed likely to win 

An abundance of listenars-in. 

, In the slumber %ve gave him so loudly he yelled 

It seemed injudicious to stay, 

And meagre indeed was our plunder, compelled 

To steal empty-handed away, 

As seven policemen (or possibly more) 

Came up to demand an encore. 

NEW NAMES FOR NEW CITIES. 

The decision of the Greek Government to commemorate 
' the centenary of Bteon’s death by founding the city of 
Byronia, in which the streets are to be named after his 
most intimate friends, Thelawny and Mooee and John 
Cam Hobhouse, etc., has so far been welcomed as a magnani- , 
mous gesture, but without any recognition of its momentous j 
suggestiveness. Yet, when viewed in its true perspective, 
the action of Greece fernishes us with an example which, if | 
judiciously followed, cannot fail to stimulate and encourage 
the whole profession of letters. Such encouragement is 
sorely needed, and by none more than by our poets, whose 
position is little short of desperate. The falling-off‘ in the 
demand for volumes of verse, as evidenced by the annual 
record of publications, is only to be paralleled by the slump 
in foreign currencies, and has led to most distressing results. 

Cases are on record of eminent neo-Georgians who, discour- 
aged by the repeated rebuffs of unenterprising publishers, 
have been obliged to eke out a precarious existence by com- 
peting for Limerick prizes, by tlae propulsion of bath-chairs 
or by accepting other menial and ignoble posts. Some 
have gone to the length of reverting to rhyme and the 
ih^roic couplet as a means of conciliating the tastes of the 
; gross public. Others have even simk to what amounts to a 

recantation of their principles by admitting that the poetry of 
Eupeet Brooke and even of Tennyson is not without merit. 

Nor have poets alone suffered from this lack of public 
sympathy. Novelists, even novelists of the most intense 
animalistic awareness,** are being subjected to an obscu- 
rantist criticism calculated to impair their sales. Some of 
the most successful and prosperous manufacturers of fic-. 
tion, again, show an increasing tendency to expatriate 
themselves, to go on lecturing tours in America or under- 
take engagements in remote and uncivilised regions. 

It is clear that something must be done and done quickly. 
Greece show’s the way and the housing problem provides 
us witli the opportunity. If only a hundred thousand new 
houses are built in any given year, we may assume that 
the process will involve the creation of at least ten or even 
twenty new garden cities. Are we then to continue in the 
dull rut of nomenclature based on place names or adopt 
the more generous and picturesque method of connecting 
these new communities with some heroic British worthy? 
There can be no doubt whatever as to the reply, if grati- 
tude and romance prevail. Moreover we are in the favour- 
able position of improving on the example of Greece by 
commemorating living instead of dead heroes. It is, after 
all, a tardy compliment to a man to call a city after him 
when he has been dead for a hundred years. 

We are glad to be able to state that a preliminary list 
has already been drawn up by an influential committee of 
literary and artistic men. This memorial, w’hich we un- 
derstand will shortly be presented to' Mr. Wheatley, errs, 
if at all, on the side of extreme moderation. While rightly 
emphasizing the prior claims of youth, the signatories show’ 
a generous readiness to accord fair play to writers of estab- 
lished reputation. They -suggest, for example, that Boar*s 
Hill should be renamed “One Bridges** (to differentiate it 
from the town in Sussex) ; that Horsham, a singularly uu- 
euphonious title, should be replaced by the sumptuous and 
sonorous designation of BeUocopolis ; and that Gleneagles 
should be rechristened Dellville, in honour of the aquiline 
achievement of our most popular novelist. 

With regard to the brand-new cities and towns it is 
suggested that one at least should be consecrated to the 
luminaries of the psychological school ; but there is a slight 
conflict of opinion as to the central name. The majority 
are in favour of Sinclairgrad, but Eichardsonstead, Law- 
renceville and Beresford all have their supporters. The 
memorialists also strongly recommend the creation of 
(1) Squireenia, with suburbs bearing the names of Shank- 
some, Sassoonia and Blundensands; and (2) Sitwellia, in 
which special accommodation should be provided for dancing 
dervishes and all persons liable to uncontrollable accesses 
of rotary motion. 

This is but a small beginning, but at least it promises 
well, and the scheme is a welcome contrast to the deplorable 
Philistinism sh&wn by the Australian Commonwealth in 
calling their hew capital by the barbarous title of Canberra. 

The ULoney Market. 

Although in business circles the Eussian rouble is still 
regarded with considerable suspicion, there has been a 
rapid advance in the Birmingham “Copec,** which is now 
quoted at a premium. 

“In tke old days, he said, it was the custom of tho poets to commun- 
icate their poems by reading or chanting them aloud. The custom fell 
into disuse, partly through the discovery of printing.” — Daily Pa^er, 

Ah, but only partly, mind you. Even if printing had never 
been discovered the listeners could not have stood it much 
longer. 
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PARLIAMANIMERS. ongh course of Inter] 

I HAVE before me the Prospectus and liamentary Oat-calls. 
Syllabus of the new Parliaman’s System We find that ma; 


The Student is first put through a thor- a short address, supplementing their 
ough course of Interruptions and Par- reported words with the foul language 


and menacing gestures which are not re- 
Syllabus of the new Parliaman’s System We find that many of our pupils, corded in The following is an 

of Training for Young Men and Women especially these who have been mem- extract from one of the most popular 
Intending to Devote Themselves to a bers of University or suburban Debat- scenes, which we treat in this way : — 
Political Career. A few extracts will ing Societies, have formed in youth a Specimen Scene 

serve to illustrate the scope and purpose deplorable habit of listening to the n 7 ^ n n 


arguments of their opponents, and it 
is our first business to eradicate this 


oftheBvstem:— arguments of their opponents, and it the Debate on the Bicycles 

Ttvp PoTiTTPs business to eradicate this (Nationalisation^ and Contbol 

rp, Vpf] pi 1 * mannerism, for nothing is so fatal to [England and 1] ales]) Bill, 

The squaiic insinceii leso tie Coah- the liveliness of debate. Mr. Bung, In rising to move the 

tion are at an enc an le hea uer, therefore engaged the ser- Amendment which stands in my name, 

c eanera mospieieo^ca -an - y yices of several of the mildest old men and which is designed to exclude motor- 


m, ru /-I T mannerism, for nothing is so fatal to 

The squalid insincerities of he Coab- n,.eliness of debate.^ 
tion are at an end and the healthier, cov. 


T,. J TITT J. • 1 r 7 VlCCO UL OCVCJ-U,! UA UllC XJ-LllUOOU UlU. AUCil ChUlU. \Y AO JULlWUUi - 

pohticsprev^ls at^estmmsterto-daT. Cambridge to recite to bicycles from the pm-yie^ of this BiU. 

The piesent 3?ai lamen is by common students some of the most famous I crave the indulgence of the House. 


consent the liveliest Parliament of recent 
years, and none but 

Live Men (or Women) 


can hope to win their spurs on the couraged to interrupt as often and as 
field of St. Stephen’s to-day. It is the meaninglessly as possible. Mr. ; ; 


orations in history, including speeches I was a Member of the Committee 

by Macaulay, Gladstone, Pericles Mr, MacBlather, What about the 
and Burke, while the students are en- Scotch bikes ? 

couraged to interrupt as often and as Mr, Bmig. the Select Com- 










lamentable delieiencj’ of ~ | mote 

“life” in many young 1^ ,.':j A _ A • ively 

aspirants for political 11 qAl/- 0, the 

honours that (among j /?/\ 1 nqyti 

other things) our Sys- I / j/ \ 

I tern is desired f ^ 

the liveliness of the 

present Parliament con- // A HW^'' i ' 

sist, and how do the ^ iB chaii 

Members principally Aw 

testify to them vitality — 

It is without excep- 

tion most; supei on ^ „ for tl 

rude Parliament that 31: 

has ever represented the peoples of our M.P., and Mr, , AI.P., have kindly which bon. Members 

land. Mainly composed of compara- consented to be present at the Terminal Mr, Yell, A lot ^ 
tively unknown men, it has thrown up Interruption Tests, wdien the subject children of the poor I 


The Tisiicr. “You surely ain’t coin’ to tell me you ’re better, after 
AIE coming all this V'AY TO SEE YER ? ” 


pt as often and as Mr, Bmig. the Select Com- 

>ssible. Mr. ; ; mittee, which explored'^this question of 

; motor-bicycles exhaust- 

4 ively. And we came to 

conclusion (Inter - 
ruption) — we came to 
conclusion (Inter - 
^ whatever 

i'f Mr, MacBlather, 

^ poor old Scot- 

il jk m p Bimg, The me- 

jm clianically-propelledbi- 

f ought not to be 
^ 'C <v. // exposed t^o the deaden- 

fetters of bureau- 

, > ' 11 cratic control ' which 

fj Members oppo- 

' ,~ Mr, Busy. “One law 

N’ to tell me YOU ’re BETTER, AFTER ,, | 

Mr. Bung, 

AI.P., have kindly which bon. Members opposite 

nt at the Terminal Mr, Tell, A lot you care for the 


rapidly a number of personalities whose wdll be “ The Funeral Oration of Peri- Mr, Bwig, I appeal to hon. Members 
names are already household words, cles,” for which Mr. , M.P. (a opposite 

And what are these names ? Are they former pupil), holds the record with M 7 \ 3IacBlatlier, You are a stinking 
the names of the restrained, quiet, forty-nine interruptions. No pupil is sot. 

courteous Members who content them- considered to have passed the test until The Sx^eaher, The hon. Member must 

selves with the simple putting of he can maintain with ease the rate of not say that another hon. Alember is a 

occasional questions and the simple at least three interruptions to a column stinking sot. 


making of reasonable speeches ? They of Hansard, 
are not. Nor will these dullards ever * * • 

emerge from the obscurity which they The Interruption Cc 
so richly deserve. The names of which ally to the “ Scenes,” “ Breezes ” and 
we speak are such names as , “ Parliamentary fracas ” which the 


Hansard, Mr. MacBlather, I humbly bow to 

f * * your ruling, Air. Speaker. I wfithdraw 

The Interruption Course leads natur- the word “ stinking.” 

Ly to the “ Scenes,” “ Breezes ” and Sevei'al Hon, Members. Withdraw 
Parliamentary fracas” which the “sot.” 


and , as and , men who trained interrupter generally produces 3It. Busy, Don’t you, laddie. Bung 

will go down to history, not for their in the end. And here, in order to keep began it. 

speeches but for their interruptions, touch with actuality, it is our practice Several Hon, 31emlers. Withdraw 
and not for their personal charm so to take our pupils through some of the “sot.” Order, order! and Sit down, 


much as for their personal abuse. classic “ Scenes ” of recent times, point- fish-face! 

^ ^ . ing out the more striking insults which Sir Bichard Blow. Here come the 

This being so,^an essential feature of they contain and inviting the Students ; Pharisees I 
the “Parliaman” System is the School to improve upon them; while whenever Mr. MacBlather (excitedly). Mr. 
of Rudeness, where every known form possible we arrange for the leading Speaker, is it in order for the hon, 
^djscourtesyandbooiishnessistaught. I figures in the actual “Scenes” to give Baronet to call the hon. Member for 
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the Burbles Division of Butterscotch 
a parasite ? 

Lord Bargingtoii. Shut up, nincom- 
poop. 

Mr. MacBlather. Who are you call- 
ing a nincompoop ? 

Lm^d Bargmgtoii. You. 

The Speaker. I appeal to hon. Mem- 
bers to listen to the arguments. 

[Mr. MacBlather threiu a penknife 
at Lord Bargington. Mr. Busy 
crossed the floor and began to bite 
Mr. Bung's ear, bntwas restrained 
by several hon. Members. Sir 
Eichard Blow took a horsetohip 
from his pocket and struck Mr. 
Yell repeatedly. Mr. Yell made 
an observation which was indis- 
tinctly heard. 

The Speaker. Order, order! 

But such a classic as the above was 
not created fortuitously out of nothing. 
Apart from technical training, a mental 
‘‘atmosphere" is necessary, and an 
important part of the “ Fracas Course ” 
is the systematic fostering of evil tem- 
per of every kind in the mind of the 
novice. From the very first day of 
term we do what we can to infuse 
bad blood among the students. ^ In 


private ..conversation' the younger stu- 
dents are encouraged to contradict and 
sneer at their seniors, to suspect their 
contemporaries of cheating and their 
instructors of favouritism, corruption 
and insincerity, and generally to do 
all they can to finish the term in an 
atmosphere of mutual hatred, jealousy, 
snappishness and ill-will. It is a rule 
of the School that a person should 
never be assumed to be speaking the 
truth or, alternatively, that he is doing 
it for no good purpose. 

The following is a specimen of the 
Everyday^ Conversations on Political 
Lines which we have found useful : — 
“Can you please tell me the best 
way to Piccadilly from here ? " 

“ Why are you going there ? " 

“Mind your own business. I am 
meeting my sister." 

“Oh, yes. I dare say." 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“If the cap fits, wear it." 

“Well, how do I get to Piccadilly?" 
“Why should I tell you? You 
wouldn't tell me. And one day last 
week you trod on my toe in the class- 
room." 

“It 'saHe." 

“It isn’t." 


“It is." 

“ Well, your brother did, anyway." 

“ Serve you right if he did. One of 
your friends bagged, his umbrella." 

i* .How do I know you won't bag my 
umbrella if I tell you the way to Picca- 
dilly?" '' 

“ How do I know it is your um- 
brella?” ... 

“ You 're a boob ! " 

“ You 're another ! " 

It will be observed that the spirit of 
these exchanges is very much the spirit 
of the charming dialogues which en- 
liven the nurseries and schoolrooms of 
the very yoxmg. That is our secret. 

(Next Week . — Speciaii Course for 
Fanatics in Principle, Logic and 
Bees in the Bonnet.) A. P. H. 


Our “Popular^’ Preachers. 

* “ Our Prayer Book, * the Lenten address, was 
listened to with rapt attention by the large 
congregation, some most instructive informa- 
tion being given, especially that dealing with 
the drainage system of the Pens.” 

Lincolnslvire Paper. 

From a notice of Borneo and Juliet : — 

Among the lesser performances Mr. *s 

Friar Tuck stood out.” 

It would. 





Pnes^ “Is UT AT IHK DHBIKK SB HAVE BEEIT AGAIN, Toi RoONEY?” 

K^'^EEENCE, SoBEA the BEOE I 'VE TAKEN THIS TWO MONTHS.” 
Priest . How did you get a hoese uke that, then ? ” 

Tim Rooney. “Suee I bred him.” 

Priest. “Ye most hate — ye ootod not have bought him and you sobee.” 


CONSOIENOE MONEY. 

2ji case it should not have been re- 
ported in the particular newspaper that 
jou read, it may interest you to know 
that the ChanceIiLoh of the Ex- 
CHEQUEE finds himself with a surplus of 
roughly forty-eight million pounds. My 
paper, with its usual Mndly forethought 
for the de^nseness and inferior brain 
power of its readers, makes it quite 
clear to me that this surplus is due to 
the fact that dming the past year 
revenue has exceeded expenditure. 

I will confess that at first my interest 
in &e announcement was lukewarm, 
until, on reading further down the 
column. Ileamed that I had contributed, 
bym^nsof “onerous ” and “iniquitous” 
Nation in various forms, to the appre- 
ciable sum that Mr. Snowden has at 
his disposal. 

_ It seems that there are a number of 
different ways of utilisingthese millions, 
and my paper, -with its well-known de- 
sire to help everybody, makes certain 
I suggestions with which I must say I 
am disappointed. I agree, however, i 
with the demand that those who have I i 


helped to provide the surplus should 
receive the benefit of it. 

I do not wish to appear a diflicult 
: person to deal with, but I really could 
not approve the allocation of the forty- 
I eight million pounds to the remission 

■ of the Entertainment Tax or the duty on 

■ tea or sugar, as I indulge but slightly 
i m these things. 

On account of the undoubted medi- 
cinal properties possessed by whisky I 
could have been sympathetic towards 
any proposal that would have reduced 
its present cost, but the Editor omitted 
to include this worthy object in his list. 

I condemn as preposterous his recom- 
mendation that the surplus should be 
applied for the purpose of decreasing 
income-tax for the coming year. It 
would be equivalent to a robber taking, 
say, ten pounds from a man and then 
ofienng to let his victim off more lightly 
next time. By all means let us have 
I a decrease, but not by paying for it out 
of our own pockets. 

_ In the circumstances any patriotic ' 
citizen, however humble he may be ' 
should try to help solve the problem’ ' 
and I therefore beg to offer a solution. I ( 


I Could not Mr. Snowden make it pos- 
sible for me and eveiy other tax^iayer 
; to insert in TJie Times an advertisement 
I as follows : “ Conscience Money.. — Citi- 

• zen acknowledges receipt of £ 

. from the Ghancbllob of the Ex- 
chequeb on account of over-taxation ” ? 

' I would gladly help him to calculate 
the amount due to me. 

“FOR EASTER WEAR. 

Very Chick Milmnery.” 

Advt. in Provincial Paper. 
Just the thing to go with Easter eggs. 

From a Eeport of The Cremation 
Society of England ; — 

“Much spade-work has been done by this 
Society during the past half-century.” 

We anticipate a sharp protest from the 
Gravediggers’ Union. 

At the Downing Street luncheon to 
the Soviet delegates : — 

» The Prime Minister sat at one end of the 
table in the large dining-room overlooking the 
Treasury passage.”— 

To prevent, we suppose, any of those 
“monkey-tricks” to which he referred 
on a former occasion. 
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THE GAMES MASTER’S REPORT. 

“ You never say anything to Arthur 
about his term report,’' said my wife. 

I admitted the impeachment. In 
these hard times I ]Day far more atten- 
tion to the bill for extras that usually 
accompanies it. 

“I remember how my father used to 
go over my brothers' reports line by 
line. It stirs a boy up so. Now promise 
me you’ll speak to Arthur.’’ 

I remembered too the reports that 
had cast a blight over every holiday of 
mine — how masters rivalled one another 
in cutting phrases depicting my equal 
lack of knowledge and morals. Even 
my best report, which my old house- 
master must have written in a softer 
moment — *'If no further lapses may 
even yet end well ” — had drawn predic- 
tions from my father that I was head- 
ing straight for the workhouse and the 
gaol. Feeling that I had neglected my 
duty to my son, I studied his report 
attentively and discovered that modern 
form-masters are more humorous and 
less vindictive than those of the old 
days. I noticed that the comment on In- 
organic Chemistry was simply, Might 
know less,” and that his Physics master 
remarked, “ His knowledge of wireless 
atones to some extent for a certain 
vacuity of mind in other respects.” 
Clearly these new schoolmasters lacked 
the slashing stroke of my old masters : 

Deplorably ignorant;” “Idle, dull, 
inattentive and frivolous.” 

^ I went through the report and found 
little I could comment forcibly on till 
I came to the Games master’s report. 
Ah, in my day the only reference to 
games in a report would have been: 
“ Devotes what intelligence he possesses 
entirely to games.” Well, the Games 
master said solemnly — he seemed to 
lack the humour of the other masters, 
but of course he was dealing with seri- 
ous things — “Eugby Football. Fair, 
but will never do really weU till he 
goes down to his man and tackles low.” 

I had my text, and whilst waiting for 
my son to come in I speculated on 
what might appear in other boys’ re- 
ports : “ Shows deplorable lack of 

judgment in bidding at auction bridge ; ” 
Fails badly on the greens — I strongly 
recommend a putting tutor during the 
holidays ; ” Incorrigibly inattentive — 
will not keep his eye on the ball, and 
unless there is a serious attempt at re- 
form will never make a respectable 
racquet player.” 

I was standing on the hearthrug in 
the fine old paternal fashion when 
Arthur came in. I began at once: 

Arthur, this report of yours. I don’t 
want to complain unnecessarily, but 
there are remarks here I cannot pass 



over. I had my faults when I was 
young, but never was it written in a 
report about my football that I failed 
to go down to my man and tackle low.” 

You told me you played Soccer at 
your school,” interposed Arthm'. 

“That is beside the point. This 
failing of yours may seem a small thing 
to you, but it is a serious indication of 
moral weakness. Go to the Embank- 
ment any eveniug and you will see its 
seats filled with men who failed to go 
down to their man and tackle low,” 

“Excuse me, Pater,” said Arthur, 
“butdoyoumindif Ibuzzoff? There’s 
something really humorous just coming 
over the wireless.” 

“Not till you promise reform,” I 
said. 

“You won’t have this to complain 
about next term: I’ll promise yoh 
that.” 


I was just trying to reconstruct in 
my mind how my father would have be- 
haved under these circumstances when 
my wife came in. 

“You didn’t speak too harshly, I 
hope. You know, dear, you’re a bit 
hot-headed. I shouldn’t like a school 
report to make a dijfference between 
you and Arthur.” 

“ He was quite cool and calm. Pro- 
mised me I should have nothing to 
complain about next term.” 

“ I ’m so glad you were tactful.” 

“Yes, I can manage a boy — ^that is 
—well ” 

“ What ’s the matter ? ” 

It had just occuiTed to me that they 
play nothing but cricket next term. 


A very good Upright Piano, dS12 ; owner no 
further use.” — Advert, in ^Provincial Pajger, 
He seems to be played out. 
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«AiiD WHO IS M THAT Mother’s ohit dareiko loves ABsoLciELr best ih the 

Bobbi/. “CorsiK Molue.” 

MotJur. “Tiiek tot; i>os't love me as too used to do? " 

Bobby , “ I ’ll soRBT, Mother, bet yoh cak’t blame me — youth to youth, you know. " 


A SPRING 

Tliyrsis. Why, Oorj-don, provoke the tuneful Lay, 

When lowering .Clouds obscure the Orb of Day, 
And the cold Dlast pervades with sullen Idoan 
The chattering Teeth and chills the shuddering 
Bone 7 ^ , 

Cm-xjdm. The Month demands the customary Strain. 

See yonder Cave adjacent to the Plain ; 

There from the Zephyi* sheltered let us sing 
The various Havock of returning Spring. 

Thyrsis. Say, heavenly Muse, what Stroak of envious 
Pate , ■ , • 

Denies the Pleasifres of our rural State ? 

No vernal Qiures with painted Plumage gay 
Distinctly warble on the flowery Spray ; 

But through the Vale incessantly resound 
I The Sneeze ebullient and the Cough profoimd. 

Gofrydxyti. Where lags the Bud, the bosky Verdure where 

And bloomy Eiehness of the k-ight Parterre? ’ 

The snowy Clouds upon the sylvan Bowers 
Discharge their Burden in deciduous Showers ; 

The Bees, that yearn the flowery Sweets to taste, 
Eecoil affrighted from th’ unfriendly Waste 
Thyrsis. There was a time when at the opening Day’ 

The industrious Swain, attired in light Array, 

His simjde garden Plat rejoiced to tiU 
And shewed the Triumphs of his careful SkUl, 


PASTORAL. 

Where in the labour’d Border sweetly bloom 
The Shoot florescent and the young Legume. 
Carydon. Now, swathed in Pleaces, with dejected Air 
Th’ unhappy Victims to the Town repair. 

Where Chloe, hurrying o’er the miry Ways, 

Her fearless Bosom to the Gale displays. 

At Eve behold the Toiler from afar 
Eetuming coldly in the publick Oar, 

Till the wish d Hearth his fainting Porm relieves. 
The Bath consoles him and the Bed receives. 
Thyrsis. Nor yet his piteous Soitows And an End ; 

Bach sufferings Wretch a Troup of Ills attend; 
The rising Chilblain, the rheumatick Pain, 

T?Vith Influenza, Mortals* liorrid Bane. 

The learned Sons of .fflsculapius* Tribe 
Their host of dreadful Remedies prescribe, 

The hot Sinapis and Quinina cold 
And Wools thermatick round the Body rolFd, 
What Heart may bear, what Tongue aspire to sing 
The thousand Evils of relentless Spring ? 


Thus they consenting in alternate Strains 
In brief Repose forget their icy Pains, 

Then drive their Blocks where hnid the gustv 
Fields ^ ^ 

Chill Sustenance the frozen Herbage yields. 
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ESSENCE OF P A R LI A IW E N T. 



I 


Booking-office Clei'k {to Paterfamilias). “Free passes to Glasgow? With pleasubb. Single or return? (Aside) Single, 

HOPE.” 

[From left to right : Mr, Ramsay MacDonald, Mr. Wheatley, Mr. Neil McLean, ]\Ir. Hardie, Mr. Maxton, 

Mr. Stephen, Mr. Buchanan.] 


Monday, Apil 14th . — In reply to 
a request for exact particulai’s of the 
Glasgow evictions, over which so much 
emotion has been spilled, the Secbe- 
T-AEY FOE Scotland, following an ex- 
ample widely set by his colleagues, said 
that he would circulate the answer in 
the Official Report. But Members from 
both sides insisted on haying the figures 
at once, and at last Mr. Adamson gave 
them. The reason for his previous 
coyness then became apparent, for it 
turned out that of some twenty-four 
thousand cases brought before the 
Courts in the last fifteen months less 
than five thousand had resulted in 
ejection orders, and of these barely 
a thousand had actually been carried 
out. Mr. Adamson tried to save the 
face of his Clyde friends by pointing out 
that the defaulting tenants often re- 
moved without waiting to be evicted, 
but did not succeed in correcting the 
impression that the miis produced by 
his friends' labour was ridicidm. 

The Prime Minister, who had just 
torn himself away from his luncheon to 


the Soviet delegates, was immediately 
called upon to answer questions arising 
out of their mission. Had the French 
Government been invited to take part 
in the negotiations ? No, replied Mr. 
MacDonald ; the Conference was purely 
one for the settlement of matters out- 
standing between the British and Soviet 
Governments. 

W ould he join M. Poincare in making 
representations’ to the Soviet Govern- 
ment on behalf of the members of the 
Russian intelligentsia recently placed 
on their trial for the crime (among 
other things) of demanding freedom of 
speech? Again Mr. MacDonald had 
to reply in the negative. Mr. Sandeman, 
who put the original Question, was 
sadly disappointed. Had the Prime 
Minister, he plaintively inquired, no 
“gesture up his sleeve ” that he could 
make to the. Soviet delegates? This 
veiled method of gesticulation savours 
of secret diplomacy, and it evidently 
did not appeal to the right hon. gentle- 
man, for no further answer was forth- 
coming. 


I forget how many people are ex- 
pected to visit Wembley this summer 
— if there is a summer — but soma idea 
of the magnitude of the attendance ex- 
pected may be gained from Mr. Lijnn's 
statement that there could be no reduc- 
tion of entrance-fee for parties of less 
than a hundred children, and that to 
secure the full remission of 33j- per 
cent, you must take a block of a hun- 
dred thousand tickets, as the National 
Union of Teachers has sportingly done. 

The Ministry of Agriculture has set 
a good example by abolishing the penny 
fee charged (since the War) for admis- 
sion to Kew Gardens. Mr. Buxton 
also announced that the charges for 
perambulators and bath-chairs would 
simultaneously be reduced. Other De- 
partments, please copy, and cease to 
fine the nation for enioving its own 
property. 

Mr. Lansbuey endeavoured to raise 
a storm over the discovery of two 
policemen under the platform of the 
Rehearsals Theatre, what time a Oon- 
.ference of the Communist Party of 
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Great Britain was being held there ; but the Anglo-German Mixed Arbitral Tri- son (Liberal) and Mr. Scuee (Labour) 
he did not get much out of it. True, bunal, and the Royal Commission on both urged that the Government of 
he obtained the sympathy, for what it Compensation for Suffering and Damage India Act already needed revision, but 
is worth, of Lieut. -Commander Ken- by Enemy Action during the War. the Undee-Seceetaey foe India, Pro- 
woethy; but, on the other hand, he Probably no harm would be done to fessor Richaeds, thought the time was 
had to suffer rebuke from Mr. Jack any living soul, certainly the collective not yet ripe, and delivered an improving 
Jones, who not for the first time indi- gaiety of the Nation would not be little lecture to the Back Benches, con- 
cated that he had no use for Com- eclipsed, if the Speaicee were to rule out taining such valuable truisms as that 
nninists. Questions on these subjects for the India was not a homogeneous unit and 

On the Report stage of the Vote of remainder of the Session. that government was much easier in 

seventy thousand pounds for Members’ There must be something highly Opposition than it was in Office, 
railway vouchers more hostility was stimulating in the air of Motherwell. Wednesday, April 16th . — ^With the 

shown to the proposal than when it The House, which still remembers the weather improving and the prospect of 
was first introduced. Sir John Simon ebullience of Mr. Newbold, the Com- a good holiday before him, Mr. Wheat- 
considered the sum unnecessarily large, munist, was startled this afternoon ley was at his genial best in outlining 
and asked that the nature of the joiu- when Mr. Peeguson, his Unionist sue- the Government’s housing policy. He 
neys to be franked should be more cessor, having asked a question about the tactfully conciliated the Tories "by ad- 
ciosely defined. Mr. Rawlinson, while Queenstown outrage, suddenly blurted mitting that the Building Act of the 
objecting to the Vote on principle, took out that it was “ time another Olivee late Government was by no means a 
special excejption to the provision that Ceomwell arose.” Mr. J. H. Thomas, failure; but showed that fche houses pro- 
the vouchers should be first-class, and needless to say, showed no desire to vided under it were mostly intended for 
tried to shame the Scots into economy I don the mantle of the Great Protector, sale, whereas what tlie working-classes 


byrecalling his oldfoot- 
ball-days, when he used 
to travel third-class to 
Glasgow to keep goal 
for England. But if he 
is a staunch custodian 
the Seceetaey of the 
Teeasuey is a very neat 
and accurate centre- 
forward, and he scored 
with a speech which 



■ ^1 






wanted were houses to 
rent at a price within 
their incomes. These, 
with the co-operation 
of the building trades 
and the local authori- 
ties, the Government 
hoped to supply by 
means of a “ long pro- 










BIG GAME HOTTING 'WITH A CAMBBA. 


witli a speech -which ■ Such criticisms as 

never left the ground, • ’^ere made by Sir J. 

and went straight to M Gilmoub and Mr. Mas- 

^e j^int. ^ In teeman, for their re- 

Vote was only carried Ld but^for :I&ek- 

by82— a substantialre- wood, who as usual 

duction on last week’s BIq HOTTING 'WITH A CAMBBA. “ ™ off the deep- 

majority. ^ ; II end ” without tlie slight- 

Tuesday, April 16th . — ^The House of Apleasantinterludewas the exchange est provocation, the afternoon would 

Lords met at half-past three, passed of bouquets between the Peime Minis- have been entirely harmonious, 
the Unemployment Insurance (No. 3) tee and his immediate predecessor over At last, after a good deal of desultory 
Bril- through its remaining stages, the reports of the Experts* Committees, discussion the House of Commons ad- 
adopted the report of the Select Com- Mr. MaoDonalI) said that the Govern- journed until Tuesday, April 29th, when 
mittee on the House of Lords Offices ment werepr^ared to support the new Mr. Snowden will ^‘open the Budget.” 
(including a recommendation that every Reparations Scheme in its entirety, Let us hope it will be a cornucopia for 
Peer should be asked to contribute a and Mr. Baldwin assured^ him that in the taxpayer and not a Pandora’s box. 
poimd to the expense of maintaining so doing they would have the whole ■■ 7 — 

the Refreshment Department), heard British people behind them, Anotlier Glimpse of tlie Obvious, 

the Royal Assent given (by Commission) - The most surprising statement made » France will soon realise that it will bo im- 

to a^number of Measures, and ad journed during the debate on the Trade Eacili- possible to, make Germany pay beyond her 
before half-past four. tie's Bill was Lieut.-Commander Ken- capacity.”— Poije?-. 

After this crowded hour the Peers woethy’s claim that this was the first ™ . 7 ~ 

were in the mood for an extra long time he had opened his mouth this . , ® motor-yachting 

holiday, and accordingly decided not to Session. In his opinion, apparently, StOl, 

return to work until May 6 th, a week what he says at Question-time does not “ the swimmer provides such 

after the Commons. ' _ count. Perhaps he is right. pedestrian. 

If at Question-time the Pebsident of When it was announced that Viscount t„ „ „ Ti ^ 4 .- * 

THE BoaedofTeade sometimes gives Cuezon was to initiate a debate on mvention of an 

the nnpression of being “a tangled India most hon. Members probably 

Webb,” it is not, I am sure, that he thought that he was going to propose • 

would'‘practise to deceive,” but simply a speed-limit for the Oar of Juggernaut. 

that he is tired of trying to impart And, in effect, that waswliat^e did, Le? of tests are to teke'plaTe r’a^quiet 
luiormation to Members who ask him in expressing the hope that the Govern- rural retreat during the coming months.” 
the same questions day after day and ment would not give way to the That is why we have arranged to spend 
week after week. Their pet topics are Swarajists* demands. Mr. Hope Simp- our summer holidays at Blackpool. 


Anotlier Glimpse of the Obvious. 

France will soon realise that it will bo im- 
possible to, make Germany pay beyond her 




QUEEULOUS NOTES EEOM A 
OOUNTEY GAEDEN. 

Spring, 1924. 

Grease-bands which encircle the 
trunks of my fruit-trees have gathered 
an ample and varied harvest of victims, 
including a few venturesome bees— prob- 
ably on their way to fertilise the peach 
blossom. All kinds of insects are repre- 
sented, with the exception of the parti- 
cular moth for the destruction of which 
the bands were provided last October. 

Tits are seeking an enforced change 
of diet since they have devoured all the 
plump buds of the currant and goose- 
berry bushes and the pear-trees. Con- 
fiding ornithologists who do not possess 
gardens affirm that the tits merely hunt 
for grubs ; this may be true, but from 
my experience they seem to prefer eat- 
ing the dainty trifle in the form of a 
sandwich of which the buds provide the 
outer sections. 

Grass on the lawns is answering the 
stirring call of the season by the up- 
ward thrusting of tender green shoots 
in those favoured spots where its exist- 
ence has been permitted by dandelions, 


daisies, prunella and moss — all of which 
were apparently destroyed last season, 
but to-day are more sturdy and obvious 
than ever. 

An energetic mole, with amazing in- 
genuity, has excavated a subterranean 
passage from one end to the other of a 
promising tow of peas, having kept as 
near to the surface as natural shyness 
permitted. 

Pinches, having discovered the shoots 
in another row of early peas sooner than 
I, have now rendered the provision of 
pea-guards an unnecessary precaution. 

Michael, my young Irish terrier, has 
exhumed a bone carefully and deeply 
hidden in a present tulip bed by some 
canine food-hoarder early in the Great 
War. 

Slugs, having evaded with extreme 
cunning the masses of soot and lime 
laid for their undoing, have removed 
the tops of the broad beans. I have an 
idea that such treatment is considered 
advantageous for this particular plant, 
but am of opinion that the operation in 
this instance has been performed too 
early. 

Babbits have obtained a secret entry 


into the garden and removed all that 
mattered from my few remaining spring 
cabbages, the unhealthy survivors of 
the recent cutting winds and severe 
frosts. 

A green woodpecker flits from tree to 
tree, laughing immoderately in chro- 
matics. Local tradition asserts that 
his laughter is indicative of approacliing 
rain. I however take it personally. 


Making it Easy for TTs. 

Prom an appreciation of the Prime 
Minister : — 

“ Without him at its head I do not think 
that the Labour Government could have 
carried on. And certainly it is on his Atlan- 
tean shoulders' that its weight is upborne. 
In homelier language, one would say that he 
carries the Government on his back,’^ 

Sunday JPa^ei', 

“ Sales of flour are steadily going up. 

What is the reason? We offer no prizs for 
correct answer because it is too obvious. It is 
‘ QuA'ITY.’ ” 

AdvL in East African Pamper, 
They might quite safely have offered a 
priz ” : we should never have guessed 
the solution. 
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A FLUHER IN CLUBLAND. 

*‘Akd let me tell you this, young 
fellow,” said the one young man to the 
other, “you must treat me with much 
more respect in future. I Ve just been 
elected to the St. Asaph's.” 

“No need to put on side about that. 
You Ve very much mistaken, my dear 
Eupert, if you think that consorting 
with a lot of mouldy generals and de- 
crepit civil servants is going to raise 
you in my estimation,” said the other. 

“Jealousy, Jack, jealousy. We am 
a pretty exclusive crowd, of course, but if 
you bought a new bowler and promised 
to behave nicely I might ask you to 
lunch there some day.” 

“ Thank you for nothing. Have 3’ou 
been there yet yourself ? ” 

“ No. I 'm delaying my dehit till 
Tuesday, when I hope old Bulpitt will 
be there to show me round.” 

“ Introduce you to the wine- waiter 
and show you how to distinguish the 
; secretary and the house-steward at a 
glance, I suppose ? Well, I can’t stop 
all day talking about your new social 
eminence. Cheer-o.” 

“ Cheer-o.” 

A day or two later the hall-porter of 
the St. Asaph’sleaped upon the stranger. 
It was twilight, and the Club was be- 
ginning to fill up with world’s workers. 
“ Got an appointment with a member, 
Sir? ” he inquired. 

“I am a member',” replied the new- 


nn 

IstLEMCEi 



“‘Waiter!^ cried the intruder in 

EINOING TONES, *A DRY MaRTINI. 

Quick! »» 

comer, with a certain air of hauteur. 
“My name is Eupert Smythe, and I 
have just been elected.” 

“ Oh, yes, Sir — ^just so, Sir; ” and the 
hall-porter impressed the new member’s 
name and features upon his memory for 
ever and a day. 

.-fin the library members were lapped 
in the luxury of the “ Silence ” which 


several notices enjoined. Elderly gen- 
tlemen lay asleep in armchairs, with 
the weekly papers draped across their 
slumbering forms. Other elderly gen- 
tlemen lay asleep on chesterfields with 
the monthly papers nestling unnoticed 
against their gout-stools. Faint crack- 
lings came from a corner where the; 
oldest mem her vras toying furtively with j 









“ ‘ Who ’s golng to come in ? * 

tea and a biscuit. The newest one en- 
tered, bold and undismayed. He rang 
a bell and flopped noisily into a chair, 
thereby wakening one of the elderly 
gentlemen. A waiter appeared. 

“ Waiter,” cried the'intruder in ring- 
ing tones, “ a dry Martini. Quick! ” 

' Three more elderly gentlemen 
wakened. Others stirred uneasily in 
their sleep. 

The waiter trod catlike across the 
room. 

“Sorry, Sir,” he said; “no drinks 
may be served in here. Sir.” 

“ What — no drinks? What is this, 
anyway ? A club or a mausoleum ? ” 

And, as elderly gentlemen emerged 
into outraged wakefulness in every part 
of the room, the seeker of cocktails 
flung through the door, which he had 
the bad taste to leave open. 

Stupefaction reigned in the library. 

It very soon spread to the dining- 
room, where the newcomer, in the 
course of ordering an elaborate dinner 
for four, referred to the resources of 
the Club cuisine and cellar in such con- 
tumelious terms as surely they had 
never suffered before. It is doubtful if 
the horrified steward will ever recover 
from the shock of hearing a beardless 
boy, on the first day of his membership, 
announce to the assembled staff that, 
as “ there was evidently nothing worth 
drinking in this third-rate caravanserai, 
he’d have something sent in from 
round the corner,” 

I The infatuated youth next invaded 


the card-room. His demeanour was 
normal until, taking his turn, he cut in 
with old Sir Denzil Flannigan as his 
I partner. The ensuing rubber was prob- 
ably the only one ever left unfinished 
in the long history of the Club. When 
Sir Denzil ventured to remonstrate 
with his partner for revoking, the 
partner’s retorts were so violent and the 
subsequent dispute so acrimonious that 
their opponents were willing to forgo 
the prospect of considerable winnings 
for the sake of peace. Sir Denzil 
pleaded indisposition and departed. 

“Who’s going to come in?” in- 
quired the author of the trouble. But 
there was no response from the scandal- 
ised onlookers, and with a muttered 
imprecation against this dead-and-alive 
hole he moved on to seek fresh trouble. 

This he found in the morning-room, 
where he disturbed the ancient solitary 
reign of a retired Admiral. This gallant 
old gentleman was engaged in penning 
his bi-weekly letter to The Times in 
favour of submarine tanks, when he 
was struck violently on the back (so he 
later described his experiences) by a 
grinning ape, who asked him, old bean, 
for a match . He had a beastly cigarette 
stuck in his filthy face. 

When the Ad miralrecovered b is breath 
and powers of speech, “ What do you 
mean, Sir ? ” he cried. “ How dare you 
strike me, Sir ? You can’t smoke here.” 

“ Ob, yes, I can,” was the reply, 



J|^ \ 






“ ‘ Damme, Sir, you mustn’t 1 ’ cried 
THE Adiural.” 

“and, as j^ou won’t give me a match, 
I ’d better use one of my own.” The 
youth had the effrontery to strike a 
match and light a cigarette. 

“ Damme, Sir, you mustn’t ! ” cried 
the Admiral. “I — I’Jl have you put 
out.” He rang the bell. 

“ Keep your hair on, old cock,” said 
the other. “ You can save yourself the 
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Little Girl {entering carriage toithli^r mother and being glowend at hy occxtfpants). “IMxiMMr, next stop it’ll be our TURisr to 

HATE ! ” 


trouble. I can see ifc 's not worth stay- 
ing behind in this moth-eaten shanty.” 

“Mad or drunk, or both,” was the 
general verdict from the crowd of Club 
servants who witnessed his departure. 
The rumour of a “row” had spread 
through every corner of the building. 
But the new member, quite unmoved, 
kept the even tenor of his way through 
the great “ Heart of Clubland,” 

He was even smiling. “This,” he 
was saying to himself, “will teach young 
Eupert not to be so uppish about his 
Clubs. I only wish I could be there 
when he announces himself to-morrow.” 


HUMOURS OF THE TAPE. 

The world is so taken up wuth wire- 
less in its various forms and with the 
wonders of tke film that it is in danger 
of overlooking one of the most bene- 
ficent instruments of modern education 
— ^the “ tape.” 

To me it is a constant source of de- 
light, whether it describes, as it did the 
other day, “ Devon motorists ”as “ demon 
motoriists,” or occasionally indulges in 


an explosion of incoherent letters and 
numerals just at the moment when 
some really thrilling piece of news 
comes along. But what impresses me 
most is the steady crescendo of interest 
which begins with the words “ testing, 
testing, only testing,” and then in the 
early morning hours supplies us with 
a stream of facts about prolific hens in 
an Essex village, or a plague of wasps 
at Moreton-in-the-Marsh, or the nesting 
of a wood-pigeon in a disused bath-chair, 
or the clancing of a nonagenarian at his 
great-grandson’s wedding. In this way 
we are prepared and fortified for the 
impact of telegrams announcing revolu- 
tions or earthquakes or the appear- 
ance of famous actresses in the Divorce 
Court. 

But it is with the tape as a humourist 
that I am concerned for the moment. 
A week ago it announced a rural tragedy 
under the heading, “ Foxes Eat Calves,” 
The tape is always strong in unnatural 
history, hut a finer example was forth- 
coming a few days later, when I read 
in the afternoon, sandwiched between 
paragraphs about Eeparations and the 


Euhr, the Oil Scandal in America and 
the Southampton Strike, this moment- 
ous and memorable announcement : — 
“LAMBS LAUGH IN AN EAENEST 
CANTATA.” 

I think it is Southey who tells us in 
liis Commonplace Book of an eccentric 
Belgian nobleman who used to give con- 
certs to his horses. There is also, of 
course, the classical record of the trans- 
lunar activity of a cow under the stimu- 
lating influence of a feline Paganini. 
But even so this illustration of the 
imedifying^ effect of high-class modern 
music on an audience of juvenile sheep 
wa^ perplexing and perturbing, and my 
anxiety was only relieved when I read 
in a late evening paper that the result 
of the Manton Two-year-old Plate at 
Newbury was : “ Lamb’s Laugh, 1 ; In 
Earnest, 2 ; Cantata, 3.” 


“People are apparently forgetting that the 
boat race was run in brilliant sunshine.” 

Daily Paper. 

Now we understand the failure of the 
experts to spot the winner — ^they were 
expecting the race to be rowed. 
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STOP IT WITH FLOWERS. 

the guest asked, you 
deal with your seiTants? I wish I 
knew the secret. Yours always seem 
to be so willing and cheerful, and yet 
you ask a gTeat deal of them, and those 
constant supper-parties must ruin their 
night's rest. How do you do it ? " 

‘‘I don't know," said the hostess, 
“except that I pay them well and am 
never too nice to them.” 

“Ob, it must be something more 
than that,” said the guest. “Anyway 
I know I ’m no good with servants, and 
neither is my husband. We were in 
Paris for Easter, and I 've never been 
so treated in my life as we were by the 
chauHeur we had. The hotel got him 
for us at I don’t know’ howr many francs 
a day, hundreds and hundreds, and he 
did just w’hat he liked w’ith us. 

“He w^as a tall, soigne, deferential 
man — his name was Francois — with 
perfect manners, and it w^as a duck of 
a car, with inlaid w’oodw’ork like a 
Brighton Pullman. I always wonder 
why they went to that expense — be- 
cause you don’t get to Brighton any 
quicker for it, do you ? — but I suppose 
people like it. Anyway it w'as a charm- 
ing car and Francois w^as a good driver 
— a perfect driver, if you shut your eyes 
when he was taking risks. But some- 
how there never seem to be accidents 
in Paris. Wliy , I can never understand, 
because Providence can’t really like the 
French, can It ? ” 

“ Then what %vas the matter with the 
man ? ” the hostess asked. 

“ Matter ? Simply this : he was never 
there when we wanted him. Always 
late. We ordered him for half-past ten 
the first morning; heanivedat a quarter- 
past eleven, smihng beantifully, holding 
his cap in his hand. It wasn’t his 
fault, he said — he was desolated — it was 
the fault of the engine, which had refused 
to start. And you can’t blame a man 
for that, can you ? At least we couldn’t. 

“ Well, we went for a drive and then 
to lunch, and it was clearly understood 
that he was to be outside the restaimant 
again at two. There could be no mis- 
take. Henry held up two fingers and 
I said ^Denx' several times. There 
can’t be any doubt about ‘ detix ’ ,* it 
doesn’t sound in the least like ' irois ’ or 
‘ qiiatre,' does it 7 Well, he arrived at 
half-past. Henry was furious ; he had 
wanted to see a certain race at Auteuil 
and we were too late. The worst of it 
was that Henry’s horse won. 

, “And then, coming away, we couldn’t 
find Francois anywhere ; his was almost 
the last ear — and you know what a 
muddle there always is — to disentangle 
itself and aixive at the gates. Some 
people hire those dreadful runners with 


tickets, but Henry wouldn’t. He said 
he hadn’t come to Paris to be swindled. 
Fancy that ! 

“ Well, we rode back to the hotel in 
absolute silence, Henry was so cross, 
first with Francois and then with me 
for not knowing the right French to 
abuse him with. 

“ At the hotel Henry complained to 
the manager, who said that he couldn’t 
understand it ; Francois was the best 
chauffeur on their list, with the best 
car : he would inquire. At what hour 
did we want him next *? 

“ We said at eight, and at half-past 
eight, by which time Henry was almost 
a maniac, he drove gaily up — we were 
outside waiting for him — smiling all 
over. What Henry would have done 
to him I can’t say, but just as he was 
springing forward PranQois revealed a 
bunch of flowers and offered it to me. 

‘ How sweet 1 ’ I said. I couldn’t help 
it ; and of course we could only get in 
the car, Henry growling like a dog, and 
say no more about it. They were those 
wretched French flowers, I admit, all 
squashed together too; but to receive 
flowers from a chauffeur at all was too 
much. How could I have repulsed 
them? Not even Napoleon or that 
fiery Mr. Maxton could do that. 

“ We had oim wretched late dinner 
and saw the end of some performance ; 
but of course we had to take a taxi 
home, for Fran(^ois was never seen more. 
Henry didn’t speak to me again that 
night, and he went to the manager in 
the morning and said we must have 
another driver. But the manager only 
shrugged his shoulders. Impossible, 
he said ; there wasn’t another free car 
in Paris. There had been some mis- 
take; Fi'angois had aFeady called to 
say that he had waited outside the 
theatre till midnight and must have 
missed us. At what time would we 
like him that morning ? 

“‘At eleven,’ said Henry, as we 
wished to shop. * x^t eleven he will be 
here,’ said the manager ; and at half- 
past, the picture of bland innocence and 
friendliness, he arrived, again with a 
dreadful disarming bouquet, which I 
had to thank him for. 

“From that moment we were lost. He 
did just as he liked with us; he stayed 
on and on in neighbouring caf4s with 
his friends ; he slept heavily inside the 
car at the races or sat there reading the 
paper and smoking the worst cigarettes ; 
he dined long; but we could do nothing 
because he always brought flowers, and 
did it in such a way as to suggest that 
he had spent the intervening hours in 
the search for them, so that they might 
be worthy of Madame. Henry he never 
looked at ; I was his prey, 

“ He was never punctual again, but j 


he never failed to bring an offering, 
and such is my cowardice I never 
failed to receive it with a smile. It 
poisoned our lives, for Henry used to 
say things in the car that I expected 
would blister the varnish and bring the 
inlay ofi: in strips. But as for having 
any pleasure in Paris this time, we 
had none at all. Even I was glad to 
find myself in the train for Calais, 
while Henry actually whistled. 

“Of course,” she continued, “most 
men-servants make worms of us, but 
why do chauffeurs excel at that occupa- 
tion ? Can yon, manage them, dear ? ” 

“Only if I start right,” said the 
hostess. “ That is the secret. But my 
husband hates them. ‘ Give me taxis 
every time ’ is his motto.” E. V. L. 


THE GREAT BEARD. 

My two days’ growth of stubble was 
hardly visible enough to justify Brown’s 
I opening phrase. 

“Talking of beards,” said he, “did 
I ever tell you about Thompson’s ? 
Thompson had a natural taste in beards 
and in his thirtieth year had abready 
an immense Persian - shaped growth. 
When, at thirty-five, his doctor sug- 
gested that a full beard would be some 
protection for bis rather weak chest he 
allowed his enthusiasm full licence, and 
, by forty-five any weakness which may 
have existed considerably lower than 
his chest was amply protected. 

! “At fifty-five he was thoroughly 
healthy and care-free, and so proud of 
his tremendous beard that he w^as able 
to face all the rigours of the late 
‘Beaver’ campaign with equanimity 
and, having no unnecessary worry as 
to the choice of neckties and their nice 
adjustment and being able to undo the 
top button of his trousers under cover 
of his beard after each meal, he ap- 
peared likely to live for ever. One day, 
however, he met Williams, whose chief 
mania is to diagnose people’s characters 
from observations of their everyday 
habits, and was immediately asked the 
question — a very ancient one — that 
sealed his fate. ‘ When you go to bed,’ 
said Williams, ‘ do you sleep with your 
beard inside the clothes, or outside ? ’ 

“‘Inside, of course,’ said Thompson. 
‘ No, outside,’ he corrected ; and then 
‘ Let me think.’ 

“ He thought for some time and was 
obliged to confess that he did not know. 
He would tell Williams tfee next day. 

“It rather worried Thompson that he 
could not remember the facts about a 
fixed habit, and but for the fear of de- 
ranging his housekeeper he would have 
immediately gone home and got to bed 
in order to settle the question. 

“He awaited impatiently his normal 




hour of retiring, and it was not until he 
was seated in bed that he felt happy. 
Now he would know. 

He left his beard otitside. But some- 
how he was not convinced that this was 
the normal procedm'e. It did not look 
right. It did not feel right. So he put 
it inside. 

Yes, that was correct. He turned 
round to switch olff the light, but un- 
fortunately his elbow w^as resting on 
his beard and he nearly pulled his face 
off. When he recovered he was sure 
that inside could not be right. Such 
an accident had never happened before. 
So out he brought the beard once more 
and again settled himself. But in pull- 


ing the eiderdown higher up he folded 
over the end of the great beard^ and 
filled his nose and eyes with tickling 
hair. Well, that could not be right. 

He sat up and thought. Try as he 
would he could not remember. Each 
of the only two possible arrangements 
seemed utterly m’ong. He had no sleep 
that night and avoided the Club all the 
next day for fear of meeting Williams. 

On the next night he had much the 
same experience and determined to con- 
sult his housekeeper. Miss Potts some- 
what indignantly denied any knowledge 
of his nocturnal habits. It might be, 
she said, a part of her duty to bring his 
morning cup of tea to the bedside, but 


it was certainly no part of her duty to 
take particular notice of a gentleman in 
his night attire. She had always per- 
formed her office with averted eyes. 
Her position as a spinster . , , 

< ‘ Thompson hastily murmured an apo- 
logy. The solution of his problem was 
as far off as ever. 

After a week he was becoming hag- 
gard with sleeplessness and in a fit of 
desperation went to a barber's and was 
clean-shaved. The next week he was 
stricken with bronchitis and died. 

So I should advise you, old chap,” 
added Brown, to arrest this growth of 
yours while it is yet in the burgeoning 
stage.” 
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AT THF PI AY ^oom, the Greek audience (who knew not only pinched his ideas on ^‘deter- 

A ry -n /o " ^ the plot by heart) w^as never tired of the mination and initiative ” straight out of 

A Peefect Pit (Shaftesbury). titiUating satisfaction of feeling that bis book, but also stolen the girl of his 
I RECOGNISE that the hero had an their intelligence was superior to that of heart, to wit, the tailor’s daughter 
elementary claim on my sym^iiathies ; the duped monarch. This was where whom Bassett has persuaded to become 
lor 1 too was once lodged over a tailor’s the fun came in : they were in the his secretary. I do the authors the 
shop. This arrangement I owed to my secret and he was deceived. But the credit of assuming that their cheeks 
collie authorities, W’hose forethought ambiguous phrases in which Bassett were bulging w-ith tongue when they 
estj^hshed me there in my first term so lavishly indulged at the social func- invited us to take this scene seriously, 
at Cambridge. But here our experi- tion to which his borrowed dress-clothes As Bassett, Mr. Francis Lister got 
ences diverged. In the matter of rent admitted him — phrases that mostly there by force of an admirably glib 
I dealt directly with my tutor, and was turned on the word suit,” as when he effrontery ; but it w^as perhaps after his 
therefoi^ under no moral obligation to remarked about auction-bridge, It is arrival that he was at his best, in his 
work ott my arrears (if any) by a course useless to do any calling unless you swift and efficient treatment of affairs 
of servitude in the shop below. Thus have the right suit” — served no such a little in the Du Maurier manner! 
1 was never tempted to appropriate pm'pose. Nobody on the stage was He was given so much to do that all 
Irom my landlord a suit of newly- interested in their more obvious mean- the others had to be content with minor 
pressed evening clothes, the property ing, and therefore they deceived nobody, characters. Of the enormous cast I 
ot a client, in order to penetrate, under They were just gratuitous flourishes of have only time to mention the excel- 
this disguise, into the exclusive society of rather easy word-play. lent performances of Messrs. Tom Eet- 

commercial magnates. , — i: nolds.MoetokSelton. 

Ernest Hendrie, Ar- 
thur Cleave, Ewart 
Scott and George El- 
^ ton; of Miss Isabel 
] J BANS, Miss Lydia Bil- 
brooke and Miss Dor- 
othy Tetley. But the 
w'hole company was 
always as good and 
natural as it was al- 
lowed to be. 

I would hate to seem 
ungrateful to the Man- 
agement, but my vision 
of a play when seen 
from a box is apt to be 
oblique. This may ac- 
count for any doubt 
that I may harbour as to 

nave secured tnat gen- w/ /• 7 7 . . Jw ^ 

Neman’s confidence if toliispcr from upstairs, to Jmshaiid toJio lias gone down to for aU its novel- 

Ha hfiR -nrsi- falcAlxr SHALL I TELEPHONE FOR THE POLICE, GeOEGE ? ’* of theme. I am tOO 

scribed himself a^ the [cafcMng sight of the burglar). “ No, lbab, the AarsuLANCE.” mature to complain of 

anknoyn benefactor who had saved the Up to a point the anthors-Messrs. I its love-interest 

lYlfl.fmnXA TVAm AV‘f;ovmTnQ.4:ion A T»mTTTT-p. TX7-r-* J TT Ti/r tt I -t'. . i,- .. vvaiJ-tU sil Jxi.Ul,ajl. 
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commercial magnates. ; i: , NorDs.MoPTnv 

This was wffiat Bohert 
Bassett did. And it 
seemed a venial offence 
compared with that of 
tliose merchant princes 
wdio at a preliminary 
stage have helped them- 
selves to other people’s 
tills, and brought off 
their coup in time to 
restore the loan without 
discovery. But neither 
this trick, nor the self- 
assm'ance with which 
he set out to persuade 
a certain company-pro- 
moter of the benefit be 
might derive from his 
{Bassett* s) initiative and 
gift for bustling, could 

tleman’s confidence if i? whisper from upstairs, to hiishand who has gone down to /«Cff*fforaUitsnoveI- 

hfl >inf? T>nf fnlool'D- ,1 a Shali, I TELEPHONE FOR THE POLICE, Gbobge ? ” uy of theme. I am too 

scribed himself a^ the {catching sight of the burglar). “No, dear, the ambulance.” mature to complain of 

unknown benefactor who had saved the Up to a point the authors-Messrs. its lovedaterestS^of^jf^^Sraf 
^gnate from extermination beneath Abthub Wimpkeis and Habrv M. Vee- But I question whether the chief chai 
the wheels of an omnibus NON-handled their massed east with acter is likely to appil to the Seat 

From this less pardonable ofienee he a very passable show of probability; heart of the fcitish public If bets to 
never recover^ m my estimation, even hough in these days, when a dance- be a popular figure, the devilry 3 you? 

of success, he hostess is lucky if she can recognise rogue-hero should be a li^e more 
could afford to make co^epion and re- half of her guests, perhaps a httle too robust than BassetVs 0 T 

ceived the unquahfied admu-ation of his much was made of the triumph of the ' 

master for the sound commercial ia- uninvited Bassett over the embarrass- ====== 

stinct which prompted the lie. ments of the situation. And then came MY MAEKET PEIOE, 

Another thing that rather tronbled one of those incredible scenes which so When I exnlain that lam het . fnnt - 

me was what I took to the aiijlior’s often betray the playwright who deals bailer or a Pekingese dog, you will un- 
idea of the iromo effect of a double with Society in bulk. Theflowerof Brit- derstand how thrilled I waJ to Sow 
whose full meanmg is appreoi- ish beauty and chivalry had gathered at that I actually had a money value and 

fb®®ffi®?softheCitymagnate(ofwhom that somebody had boS mrCm 
ence. When Glytemnestra, on the re- Bassett is now the right-hand man) to somebodv else ° 

turn of Agamemnon from the Trojan view a procession. Into their gay midst It was thij way. Our old family 

War, hints that the proper dispositions bmsts an assistant from the tailor’s doctorhas jusfc retired and sold his nrac^ 

I ^ (pj^iTily meaning shop, who happens (for taUors are great tioe to a new man. Now that practice 

that she has her axe ready), and the thinkers) to have composed in his Ipare includes me, as one of his pSents 
simple waiiioi, who ^as not had a bath moments a treatise on social problems. I ’m part of the goodwill as^t were’ 
for ten years, understands her to imply In a stream of eloquence which reduces Probfbly out of ® the S^e thL^d 
i company to helpless inertia pounds which changed hands my rSc- 

ater for him, and so proceeds to his he pours invective on thehero for having tory liver represente at least a guinea. 




You never know* Did the old doctor 
run down the list of names and, coming 
to mine, say, ** Now, there 's this one. 
It *s only a liver, with an occasional 
bad cold. Brings in about three guineas 
a year, and it 's right at the end of the 
district. I wouldn't worry about it, 
but it happens to be situated next-door 
to a very lucrative case of locomotor 
ataxia at The Elms. Shall we say five 
guineas?" 

“Pooh! "says the newcomer. “What 
is he — a writer ? He won*t suJBfer from 
liver long. He won't be able to afford 
to. Say half-a-crown.” 

“Oh, come," says the old medico, 
with pleasant memories of last year's 
influenza. “ He 's a forgetful sort of 
chap. Buns out to the post without his 
hat and all that kind of thing. Besides, 
I think one lung shows signs of too 
many cigarettes. Call it a guinea." 

Nor is this all. Only a month or so 
ago Lord Botheemere bought rhe from 
Sir Edward Hulton for a couple of 
ounds. I understand that the price 
e paid for the latter’s business worked 
out at about that figure per reader, and 


I happen to be a subscriber to one of 
the Hulton papers — which one I refuse 
to confess, even on oath. 

The fact is that each and every one 
of us is an asset on somebody’s balance- 
sheet. I like to picture Sir Edward 
saying, “It's a high price, Bother- 
mere, but you must realise that it 

includes " and here his voice drops 

to a whisper and he reverently breathes 
my name. At that the other man starts, 
automatically takes off his hat and 
signs the contract. 

I am not a hero to my valet. I am 
my own batman and I know myself 
too well. My landlord possibly con- 
siders me a drug in the market. I dare 
not estimate what my family thinks of 
me. But no doubt my butcher, when he 
retires to a peerage, will remember me 
kindly as the three chops and one rib 
of beef weekly at No. 10, and will 
assess me at, say, a fiver. Because I 
have a passion for parsnips my green- 
grocer will refuse to let me go under 
thirty shillings. I am a good client of 
the Post Office, and perhaps the re- 
tiring P.M.G. handed me on as a source 


of revenue to the incoming man. Even 
my dustman might sell me and the 
contents of my dustbin to another 
speculative municipal employee for a 
pint of beer. My tailor — but no. Nor 
yet my banker. They 'd probably give 
me away or pay somebody to take me. 

The thing I don't like about the 
business is that I never get any of the 
rnoney myself, and I think it is high 
time that we who help to form the 
goodwill of this country should get our 
rights. Taken on the whole, we may 
each of us be worth a hundred pounds 
or so to various business enterprises, 
and they never consult usin the matter. 

Anyway, I am going to emancipate 
myself. I 'm open for offers from a 
good dentist during next week, and 
another morning newspaper. 


Our Illuminating Contemporaries. 

“ Pronunciation of ‘ Wind ’ in Hodebn 
Poetry. — Can you inform me if the pronun- 
ciation of ‘ wind ’ as ‘ wind ’ in poetry is now 
adhered to? — L. J. S,,’ Bristol. 

[Modern poets have, for the most part, 
given up the old poetical pronunciation of 
‘ wind ' as * wind.’] — Weelcly Pa2m\ 
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pedlar of shells, Child of the Sun,” 
gentleman and saint, soldier and paci- 
fist — a figui ’0 who deserves an epic to 
himself. Then the ill-starred Men- 
doza, in whose train came HxjIiDEeico 
ScHATiDEL, a German soldier of fortune 
and the conquest’s best annalist after 
Nunez. With Ieala, Chaves, Gaeay 
and half-a-dozen more the country 
passes into the settlement stage, and 
the book ends with a letter home from 
one of the wives in the garrison of 
Asuncion. The part played by women 
is extraordinary ; and those who think 
that St. Teeesa (whose brother sailed 
with Mendoza) was the only strong- 
woman of her age and race must make 
the acquaintance of Lucia de Huetado, 
martyr of wifely faith, and “La Mal- 
DONADA,” midwife to a lioness, besides 
that of the bravest of all Indian beauties, 
“La Bella Lieopeya.’* 


'iji l ^ j'l l|l Theover-hearty folk of Montana were 

M II think they could take liberties 

‘ I ' ‘ ll I TheNervom Wrech (Sampson Low) 

L' jj ilrillil because of his Pittsburgh ways, his 
build, his apologetic air and his 
spectacles. But in a tussle cer- 
I = '[Pi ll j ' tainly not conducted under Quebns- 
beeey rules he made mincemeat of a 
r handsome cattle-hand whq^was a little 
too “fresh** with Sally, daughter of the 
ranch where he was taking his rather 
restless rest-cure. And when, having 
himself in the “flivver** (which I 
general run of theevidence 

^ Pord) in which he had cheer- 

' fully volunteered to drive Sally across 

~ uncharted country the sixty odd miles 

mi . “Anyhow, shbeing^s believing, ain’t it?” . to the station, he encountered the sump- 

™ “■ oar of a New York miUionaire and 

■ - ^ ■ ' ■ • was refused the loan of some petrol, 

instead of arguing he just held up the outfit in the traditional 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. manner and helped himself, thus bringing on his trail the 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) sheriff, who happened to be more or less Sally's young man. 

I THINE it is a gain all round that Mr. B. B. Cunninghame Mr. E. J. Bath tells his little romance VTith a good deal of 
Geaham should have chosen to present the history of The quiet humom’ and no undue emphasis of its sentimental 
Conquest of the Biver Plate (Heinbmann) as a sort of heroic aspects. Certainly an original hero, and you feel that the 
companion piece to*PEESCOTT. His theme deserved some admirable Sally will do well with him. 

such treatment ; the interest of the average English reader ’ — 

demanded it, and the writer’s own intimate knowledge of I think you will agree with me that Miss Geeteude 
the country and its chronicles (a knowledge fused and Spinny begins her first novel in a very enjoyable vein of 
rendered malleable by personal enthusiasm and skilled fantasy. She starts out with a dreamy young Scot, 
literary craftsmanship) ensured the wide and generous aim Patersoji, who from his youth upwards has made a habit of 
from any possibility of miscarriage. The story of this escaping from the world into a visionary citadel he calls The 
particular conquest is unique. El Bio was not Mexico or Painted Castle (Aenold). This is really a typical Erench 
Peru. There were no cities to be conquered, no govern- chateau of the eighteenth century, and on becoming 
ments to be cajoled, by a Cobtez or a Pizakeo. There was a secondhand bookseller’s assistant in London, finds several 
a wide yellow river, unlimited gi*ass, “a furious plague” of similar buildings depicted among the stock-in-trade. Some 
pumas, jaguars and wild cats (especially inlthe neighbourhood of these he exhibits to Adela Carton, a high-born but cold- 
of Buenos Aires) ; there were capibaras, tapirs, alligators and hearted damsel who is bent on contracting a marriage of con- 
vampire bats and innumerable scattered tribes of Indians venience among irreproachably Louis Sei^e surroundings, 
all widely different in capacity and temper. The conquista- Adela of course is the ideal chatelaine of Jimmy's imaginary 
dores differed too, though their outfits — hawk-bells, looking- castle ; and I took it very kindly in Miss Spinny that she 
glasses, red cloth and the two swords, spiritual and tern- should entice both young people over ' to Normandy and 
poral — seem to have been much the same. First came allow them to discover the original building together. From 
"Solis in 1515. Then in 1526 (misprinted as “ 1580 ” on this point, however, I feel we lose ground. The owner of 
p. 16) our own underpaid Cabot. Then Nunez, conqueror, the castle, a married roue, turns out to be a cousin of 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





Mela's. ^ Not only this, but he was her loyer in a former Weekmann would have us believe, in the malignity 'pf his 
incarnation, Adela herself was the beautiful but erring enemies and the treachery of his professed friend, Admiral 
Mariamie, and Jimmij was her deluded husband. Given von Horthy. Indeed I think that Baron von WeRkmann 
this hypothesis and its recognition by all concerned, it is is unjust to the Admiral who .as Eegent„of Hungary 
obviously Jimmy's task to prevent his wife that was from brought his country out of Bolshevist chaos into compara- 
using her second lease of life as badly as she did her first tive order and peace. Hoethy may surely be pardoned for 
one. And this he does, though I will* not spoil sjDort by having thought that the immediate restoration to power of 
disclosing his method. Thereincarnationmachinery and the a weak young King would not best serve the true interests 
passions of Adela ,and her Marquis are, I suggest, too hack- of Hungary. Baron von Weekmann pays a high tribute 
neyed and too realistic for the' idyllic status of the castle, to the com'tesy and hospitality shown by the Swiss Govern- 
But the American Marquise — who is quite capable by her- ment to the Emperor, but he does not explain the ingratitude 
self of tethering her fantastic house-party securely to earth and lack of honour displayed in return by Charles. A 
— is an attractive study of unsophisticated character. word of praise is due to Mr. Lockhart for his admirable 
translation of an interesting book. 

When reading Baron Charles von Werkmann’s Tlie 

Tragedy of Ghades of Habsbiirg (Philip Allan) I remem- Mr. G. B. Burgin has the reputation of an industrious 
bered what was once said to me by an Austrian who had novelist, and among the seventy-odd titles displayed opposite 
been on terms of friendship with his Emperor: ‘‘Charles the opening page of The Spending of the Pile (Hutchinson) 
was born to be an Archduke but, unfprtunately for himself are some which are known to most students of fiction. I fear 
and his Empire, the accident of a murder placed him on the familiarity with the game must have bred a certain care- 
throne.” Charming, quick in comprehension, easy of access lessness, for Mr. Burgin's earlier works 'were surely better 
toallwhosought his presence, desiring to be popular with- than this. The author takes a beautiful and extremely 
out openly courting popularity, Charles, in the ornamental lively American girl, Millicent P. Etibbs, who has come into 
subordinate position of an Archduke, would have lived a the “ pile ” and is oppressed by a curious desire to get rid 
happy useful life. Eate decreed otherwise, and at the age of the hideous responsibilities of wealth as soon as possible, 
of twenty-nine he found himself called upon to direct the She meets, and adopts as her secretary-companion, Irene 
Danubian Empire through the gravest crisis in its history. Mainwaring, an even more beautiful girl than herself, but 
Baron von Webkmann recalls that Louis XYI. spoke of English, and the most ingenuous of English at that, humor- 
“ le malheur de devenir roij and the expression might have ously incapable of understanding even the simplest American 
been used with equal appropriateness by Charles. It is a slang. Then, of course, the two must needs change places, 
great misfortune for the world’s peace that so many men presumably because in novels where one has all the money 
who have ^eatness thrust upon them are incapable of hv- and the other has none they generally do, in order to defeat 
ing up to it. In his inability to fill a great office greatly possible fortune-hunters. A spiteful but ridiculous old 
lay the real tragedy of Charles, and not, as Baron von woman, Lady Melchester, is engaged to introduce the two 
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girls into the best English society. J\lr. Borgtn then for no innocent and the ximyary are warned of the frightful dangers 
obvious reason transports his girls and their two lovers and lying in wait for them. For example, the temptation to reply 
a comic servant and the comic mother of Miss Hubbs (who in person to an advertisement in which a comely widow ” 
has suddenly appeared as the wife of a Colonial Bishop desires to meet a gentleman of means “ with a view to 
with claims to the pile *’) to British Columbia, where he joining fortunes,” should be resisted, lest the gentleman of 
contrives somehow or other to clap a lame conclusion on to means be chloroformed and slain with an axe by the lady, 
his story. The author reminds me of an old-time music- Masters of ships, again, should beware of cargo consisting 
hall entertainer who has acquired in the passage of years a of heavy cases from which issues a faint ticking sound, 
healthy contempt for his audience. You should see me in because they may contain dynamite and a clock-work 
my Canada Act,” he says. “Awful rot; but they simply arrangement for exploding the ship in mid-ocean. But, alas! 
eat it.” And perhaps he may find some who appreciate his even the varied knowledge of wickedness which Mr. Stevens 
determined facetiousness. I | ^ ^ | imparts is but an incom- 

can only regi'et that I am !'i;| j- ^ ‘ i-' f'/l '■ li/il protection; for most 

not among the number. I| i;. ■' .|i Ti people are naturally trust- 

■: ;no: figriiP 


Card Castle (Grant Eich- 
AEDs) would have escaped 
all danger of toppling to the 
ground if Mr. Alec Waugh 
had paid more attention to 
Boland 'Wkatehj as a busi- 
ness man and less to him 
as a lover. Boland, still a 
young man, was a partner in 
his father-in-law’s firm, the 
Marston and Marston Var- 
nish Company; and Mr. 
Waugh with considerable 
clearness and skill has shown 
us how ambition and the 
necessity to make more 
money drove him on to 
schemes and stratagems 
I that were wide open to criti- 
cism. I think that if ambi- 
tion alone had inveigled him 
into these devious courses 
we should have been given 
a more agreeable story. 
Unfortunately Boland is 
plunged into an intrigue with 
a married woman, and it is 
due to the extravagances 
caused by this liaison that 
he finds himself hardpressed 
for money. I fear that 1 
cannot honestly commend 
Mr.WAUGHfor the discretion 
with which he describes his 
hero’s erotic adventures. 

Mr. C. L. McClure Ste- 
vens handles his Famous 
Grimes and Criminals 




If 



The Bride. “Just think oh it, deabest. Tweistty-five years 

FEOH THE DAY BEFORE YESTERDAY WILL BE OUR SILVER WEDDING.” 


imparts is but an incom- 
plete protection; for most 
people are naturally trust- 
ful, not to say credulous ; 
and the more good people 
there are about the better 
for the rogue. How grate- 
ful we ought all to be to 
Scotland Yard I 

Mrs. Lilian Arnold has 
not made Courtney Blake, 
the hero of her latest novel, 
exactly a matinde idol in ap- 
pearance ; in fact his hands, 
with “ pink streaks and 
patches that somehow sug- 
gested the hands of a wash- 
erwoman,” sound a little 
repulsive, but his forlorn 
position will win him the re- 
gard of every tender-hearted 
reader. He has been tried for 
poisoning his drug-taking 
first wife, and the experi- 
ence has left him, though 
acquitted, broken in spirit 
and exasperated in temper. 
The story is concerned with 
The Second Wife (Thornton 
Butterworth), who mar- 
ries him full of the best in- | 
tentions for his healing and | 
comfort, and finds that the 
impossibility of establishing 
his innocence is rather too 
much for her. Alison is a 
nice natural girl, if a trifle 
impulsive ; she confessed 
lier love at their third meet- 
ing, the other two having 
taken place respectively in 
a Harley Street waiting- 


(Stanley Paul) with^ an admirable discretion, so politely room and a chemist’s shop, spots in which my own ex- 
narrating the most heinous atrocities that even the young perience is that you do not easily achieve much intimacy 
person may read of them without what the novelists with your kind. That she should doubt, and equally that 
call changing colour. These horrid annals should indeed she should resolve to stifle doubt and make CourUiey happy, 
serve as sign-posts marked Danger. The aspirant who was quite natural in her circumstances, and woMd have been 
thinks of “commencing” criminal may learn that the male- even if she had taken many more than three meetings to 
factor usually — though not always — suffers retribution, get into them. But Mrs. Arnold has convinced me that 
The araateur in nefarious practices may perceive that the Courtney was innocent, and I find it a little exasperating 
professional will snrely outwit him ; as in the case of the not to be able to share my knowledge with Alison. This 
man who was persuaded to insure his life by a plausible is quite a nice homely story in spite of the murder, and so 
acquaintance, the idea being that the plausible acquaintance staged and told as to be sure to please many readers. 

should produce a dead body, and that the resultant insurance ' — - 

money should be shared by Mm with the insured man. The The' chief characteristic of loharkovski’s ■ Elegy from Serenade ’ 
aoquamtance did mdeed produce the requisite corpse, but it ■'^as the mutiny of the instruments,”— Proiincini Papr}-. ' 

was the corpse of the insured man himself. Similarly, the Can you wonder ? ' 
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Signor !Mussolini has been presented 
with the Freedom of Eome. It is a bit 
of a surprise to us to learn that he 
needed to be presented with the freedom 
of anywliere. 

Miss BELiiE Harding says that bad 
dancers miss all the fun. But surely 
we*re not supposed to enjoy modem 
dancing, are we ? 

Mr. Chuechidd recently assisted the 
Fire Brigade to put out a gorse fire at 
Westerham. No doubt he has now 
added a brass helmet to his collection 
of head-gear. 

Mr, W. L. George says that he be- 
came an author by ac- 
cident. Now perhaps 
the papers will include 
this risk under their in- 
surance schemes. 

He 

* 

A white Leghorn hen 
belonging to a farmer at 
Hitchin is reported to 
be laying every other 
day an egg with a bright 
blue shell. Someone 
ought to tell the bkd 
that Easter is over. 

We are informed by 
the Press thatanunder- 
wi’iter is wanted for a 
Dempsey fight in Eng- 
land .-Gan this be a mis- 
print for undertaker ? 

The West of England 
Chess Festival was held 
last week- at Weston- 
super-Mare. The police 
report a total absence of rowdyism. 

Hi 

We have just heard of a man who 
has never been on strike in his life. He 
attributes this record to the fact that he 
never started work. 

A magistrate has referred to the per- 
nicious influence of billiards. It is not 
known who has been potting his white. 

Jls 

According to Mr. John Harris, M.P., 
some of the finest men he ever met 
were cannibals. We suppose it is a 
question of diet and regular meals. 

Miss Mary Pickford says she likes 
to start work at eight o'clock in the 
morning. It is certainly a beautiful 
idea. 

“Beer,” says the Scientific Correspon- 
dent of a morning paper, “ has ceased to 


be the product of ancestral rites at the 
mercy of such extrinsic influences as 
thunder, the tricks of fairies or magical 
charms.” Still even in the old super- 
stitious days brewers used to put hops 
into it. ... ,j. 

The Order of Henpecked Husbands 
met last week at Halifax. We presume 
that is where their wives told them to go. 

"a * 

Now that the British Empire Ex- 
hibition is open there is some talk of 
the rest of the world being closed at 
six o'clock each evening. 

An actress who has recently arrived 
from abroad is reported as saying that 
she loves the greyness and sadness of 
London. It is believed that her remark 


is receiving the consideration of an 
Emergency Committee of the Brighter 
London Society, 

' si; 

The police at Blois have arrested a 
girl of eleven for burglary. It may 
seem young, but they all have to make 
a start. ^ ... 

According to a Colonial Office report 
the people of Caicos Islands had to im- 
port water last year. They never do 
things like that in Scotland. 

A party of English explorers bound 
for the Antarctic have been presented by 
well-wishers with sixteen gramophones, 
six bagpipes and two saxophones. That 
ought to teach them to explore. 

We are asked to correct our state- 
ment that “Do Shrimps Make Good 
Mothers ? ” is from the pen of the author 


of “ Yes, we have no Bananas.” It ap- 
pears to have been composed by some- 
body else and written by his mother. 

The site of a bear-garden has been 
discovered near London Bridge. For 
several reasons Westminster has lat- 
terly been found more convenient. 

England has recognised the Greek 
Kepublic. It it said, hovrever, that the 
Greeks themselves wouldn’t have recog- 
nised it if they hadn’t been told. 

The latest craze in Yienna is to dance 
without music. But ^ve 've been doing 
that in London for years. 

Miss Olga Nethersole says that tlie 
first warm months of the year seem to 
favour the creation of 
works of genius. Cer- 
tainly we always get 
our income-tax forais 
early in April. 

A scientist says that 
150,000 germs can live 
on a pound note for 
years. Germs seem to 
be cleverer than we are. 
We can hardly do it for 
a day. 

A contemporary, dis- 
cussing tennis pros - 
pects, heads a para- 
graph, “ Spring in the 
Air.” We have often 
seen this idea illustrated 
in the Photographic 
Press. 

:i< 

A medical writer sug- 
gests that motorists 
should take eye exer- 
cises to- quicken the vision. There is 
always the danger, it seems, of slow- 
sighted motorists missing a pedestrian. 

An African mangabey called “ Freck- 
les,” which has arrived at the Zoo, is 
described as queer-looking. We can 
only say that, with the probability of a 
large influx of foreign visitors for the 
Wembley Exhibition, whose standards 
of beauty may differ widely from our 
own, these personalities are ill-judged. 


More Broadcasting at Wembley. 

“ The Commonwealth of Nations stands at 
attention. The Royal Standard bellows 
hearily out from the masthead.” 

Daily Paper, 

Our Candid Journalists. 

A propos of the Lib.-Lab. quarrel : — 

“Unless we are unusually misinformed, 
certain pourparlers in this sense have already' 
been mooted .” — Sunday Paper, 



Delegate frmn the Soviet Academy of Moscow (to the Ciiancelloxi of the 
Exchequer), *‘Bah! A thoboughly boubgeois pboduction. Why not put 

SOME COLOUB INTO IT?” 
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THE OPENINC OF THE CRICKET SEASON. 

The menace of summer is upon us. 
Journalists are already predicting which 
county will be second to Yorkshire in 
the Championship. Kennington Gas- 
works are being repainted. Photo-; 
graphs showing Mr. Hendren of Mid- i 
dlesex in the act of coaching schoolboys 
two feet taller than himself are appear- 
ing in the pictux*e-papers. Mr. TjOvat 
1 Fraser’s trenchant article, “How I 
I Should Beat the South Africans,” is 
I already in italics. 

i Meanwhile we in Littde Wiiinbury 
j await the season with quiet confidence. 

I Our club colours will be the same as 
j last year’s — ^^vhite flannel trousers with 
I dark waistcoats, and the single brown 
I pad (as heretofore) wifl be worn. The 
dear Yicar will lead us again, and will 
open the bowling from the cowshed 
end, though it is to be hoped that he 
will not, as so frequently occurred last 
season, be above the heads of his 
congregation of batsman, wicket-keeper 
and three long-stops. You may tell 
me that Strudwick has never employed 
threelong-stops. That is quite true. Nor 
do we the w^hole season through. - After 
haymaking we manage with a couple. 

Yesterday, between hailstorms, we 
inspected the wdeket and found it all 
in order. There they were — the dear 
familiar landmarks ! Reverently we 
view^ed them all : the cover-point sali- 
ent, scene of a thousand sitters dropped ; 
the casual water at long-off ; the elm- 
tree atmid-on,behindwhichourskipper, ! 
after the manner of Armstrong’s leg- ; 
trap, conceals his reserve fieldsmen; 
and the sandpit, artfully masked by a 
forest of stinging-nettles, which inspired 
the late Lord Tennvson (after an after- 
noon of anguish at deep square-leg) to 
pen the poignant line : — 

“ I hate the dreadful hollow behind the little 

. \YOOd 1 ” 

Since last September there has been 
a railing round the pitch, but its func- 
tion has been pmrely symbolic. It has 
not kept the cattle off. Why should it ? 
If cattle had never been aflowed on the 
pitch you would not find that hoof-mark 
two feet in front of the popping-crease 
which is affectionately blown as Os- 
wald’s Spot.” ’Tis not so deep as a 
well nor so wide as a church-door, but 
’tis enough, ’twill serve the fellpmrposes 
of Osw’ald Greensitt, our second bowler, 
who can pitch them there five balls out 
of six. 

Once Oswald has pitched one on the 
spot your little "hour is ended. The 
two-eyed stance wiU avail you naught; 

, indeed I doubt whether Argus himself 
could have invented a stance capable of 
dealing with the celebrated Greensitt 


shooter. If you assert that only over 
your dead body will he reach your 
wicket, Oswald will take you at your 
word. Whether you elect to figure in 
the scoring-book as (simply) : — 

. . b. Greensitt 0 

or (more sympathetically) — 

. . retired hurt 0 

or (with a hint of cowardice) — 

. . . absent, ill 0 

it is all the same to Oswald. 

The ball no question makes of eyes or nose, 
But right or left strikes — and the player goes ; 

And he that tossed it down into the field, 
He knows about it all — ^he knows — he knows ! 

Oswald kno'vvs. It is, as they say, 
all St. John’s Wood Eoad to a Sorbo 
bouncer that he knows. He was a 
regimental bomb-tlirower in Prance for 
four years. 

Yes, I think we shall have a very 
sriccessful season. 


UNDERSTUDIES FOR THE FILMS. 

He slipped smilingly into the vacant 
seat beside mine in the Regent Cinema 
— a tall athletic man with a general 
air upon him that suggested the “ Pro- 
fession.” 

“ Are you,” he began without apology, 

an admirer of the famous Denis Dare 
— ‘ Daredevil ^ Dere ? ” 

“Yes,” I admitted, opening a pro- 
gramme wherein the great Dere was 
starred in the thrilling film, Do and Die, 

“Abl then it may interest you to 
know that I am Denis Dere.” 

I looked at him nervously, but there 
was nothing in his appearance to excite 
alarm. 

“ That is to say,” he amended, “ I 
am one of his understudies.” 

“But,” I began with astonishment, 
“ I had no idea that screen actors em- 
ployed understudies. Do you seriously 
mean that ” 

‘‘Most decidedly,” interrupted the 
stranger. “ In the past, as perhaps you 
remember, there was an absurd idea in 
vogue that a leading actor must be able 
to do anything.” 

“ And, in fact, ” I prompted him, “ they 
do practically 

“ Nothing ! And you will readily per- 
ceive that this greatly facilitates the 
production of colossal masterpieces. 
Take the film that is now in course of 
production. One of Dere’s most thrill- 
ing scenes takes place on the Brighton 
I front, where to-morrow morning he 
will be filmed rescuing the heroine from 
[ a watery grave. As a matter of fact he 
can’t swim a stroke, so for that episode 
I am to be the eminent Dere.” 

“ And the heroine, Ruby Nix,” I sug- 
gested — “ doesn’t she take her part ? ” 

“ What — and ruin her Marcel wave ? 
No, her dresser takes that Act. Again, 


there is a most tremendous scene where 
he drops from a ten-storey building. 
Audiences like that sort of thing; it 
always fetches a laugh . Bub what does 
the great Dare know of falling? No- 
thing. It isn’t his work. His place is 
in London — being interviewed and,” be 
added bitterly, “signing autograph 
albums. No, a friend of mine is under- 
studying that Act.” 

“And the marvellous feats of horse- 
manship ? ” I queried. “ That wonder- 
ful ride to Salisbury, and ” 

“Undtotudy,” he interjected briefly. 
“ Dere has never been for a ride in his 
life, except once, I believe, on a donkey 
at Pjalm Beach. In fact there are about 
three-dozen understudies just now 
taking his place in another produc- 
tion, The Whirlpool^ where he shoots 
Niagara in an orange-box — or rather,” 
he corrected, “ I do.” 

“And that thrilling aeroplane inci- 
dent in the tenth episode of Do and 
Die ? ” I persisted. 

“Ha-ha! we used a dummy there. 
Clever, wasn’t it ? Dere was in Harro- 
gate at that time taking a cure. 
Owing to this system the company are 
enabled to produce a new film, featur- 
ing Dere, of course, every week. His 
salary, I believe, is enormous.” 

“Perhaps you would tell me,” I man- 
aged sadly, “what exactly ate the 
scenes in which he himself is featured ? 
Does he come in at all ? ” 

“He has hitherto,” the understudy 
replied, “ but he hopes to procure a few 
real doubles shortly^ , It would save so 
much time. Then he would simply have 
I to devote his dayS to being interviewed 
I and investing his salary, while the com- 
pany could produce three colossal mas- 
terpieces every week. ^ What an im- 
provement . on the old days, when a 
world-famous star had .to do the 
whole thing himself — introductory, 
thrills and close-up — without any as- 
sistance! Why, you might say that 
we, the understudies,, are the backbone 

of the cinema indus ” 

“One might, indeed/’ I asserited, 
staggered at this iconoclasm. “But 
there must be compensations. The enor- 
mous salary, for instance — Dere shares 
that with his collaborators, of course ? ” 
“ Would yoK, ? ” he snapped with un- 
necessary violence as he proceeded to 
applaud his own performance as under- 
study in the first episode of Do and Die. 

si; ili ili 

Quite between ourselves, I am trans- 
ferring my allegiance to Felix — the oat, 
you know. Felix has no understudy. 

“ 6-cyl., chassis, late 19290 

model, bulbous back, painted cream with 
black wings.” — Advt. in Motoj^ng Tamper. 

The oar of destiny ! 
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LAST AID. 


Pebsident Ooolidgb (to H2t?-0i?ffi). “AS SOON AS YOU HAVE EXTRICATED YOURSELE PROM 
THE MORASS IN WHICH YOU ARE NOW WALLOWING, I SHALL BE HAPPY, MADAM, 
TO SUMMON ASSISTANCE.” 

[The American President recently announced that “when a definite settlement of German reparations had been finally 
established’* he would favour the calling of a new world-conference.] 
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ANOTHER GUMPSE OF THE OBVIOUS. 

Jones {returning frotti the Citi/). “GrEEAT heavens! What’s happened?” 
Fire 7 mn ; ^fYouE ^ouse is on piee.” 


NEW ENDIKCS TO OLD TALES. 

V. — Abachne. 

Arachne^s skill in needlework bad 
long been a trial to ber husband. She 
had been elected president of the local 
iLrts and Crafts Guild, which held an 
exhibition every Spring, and she had 
induced him to be present at the open- 
ing of one of these functions. He had 
been virtually compelled to buy clay- 
dolls and wrought-iron coffers which 
he did not require; he had paid five 
drachmae for the privilege of guessing 
the weight of a cake, and he had pur- 
chased tickets for two raffles. Unfor- 
tunately he had won both the prizes 
offered. The first was a green cloak 
embroidered with yellow suns, which 
lie had been obliged to wear because 
Aracbne herself had designed the gar- 
ment; and the second was a colossal 
statue of Pallas Athene, a goddess in 
whom he took no interest whatever. 
Broken up it would have served to 
mend the roads, which were in very 
bad condition ; but there were the feel- 
ings of the divinity to be considered, 
and Araclme's husband, whose name, 


by the way was Eurycles, thought it 
safer to present the statue to the near- 
est temple dedicated to the daughter 
of^ Zeus. This happened to be thirty 
miles distant, and the cost of trans- 
port was very heavy. Still, in the course 
of superintending the removal, he was 
able to drop the green cloak while 
crossing a stream. 

The following year he contrived to 
have business in Athens, which he only 
concluded after the closing of the exhi- 
bition. He had not been home an hour 
and was still in his bath, washing off 
the dust of the journey, when a slave 
came to fetch him. 

Please, Sir, an oracle to see you.” 

Ask him what he wants,” shouted 
Eurycles. 

'‘He won’t say, Sir.” 

"Very well. Tell him to wait. It ’s 
a funny thing,” he grumbled, "that I 
can never be allowed a moment’s peace. 
All oracle indeed I More likely to be a 
man selling lutes on the hire system, 
or collecting subscriptions- for a home 
for decayed MaBnads.’* 

But he was impressed in spite of 
himself by the venerable appearance 


of the white-bearded old gentleman ! 
whom he found sunning himself on the 
bench by the house-door. 

" Sorry to have kept you ” he 

began. 

"Woe!” said the old gentleman^ 
loudly. 

" Oh, dear me, I hope not,” said 
Eurycles anxiously, for he was now as- 
sured of the genuineness of his visitor’s 
claim to be an oracle ; oracular conversa- 
tion befog always of a depressing char- 
acter. " Is it anything I can put right ? 

I know I half-promised Zeus a bull 
last year, but I ’ve had a good many 
I expenses ” 

" Woe 1 ” repeated the oracle. 

" May I ask whom you represent ? ” 
inquired Eurycles. "There are so 
many ” 

" Too many,” agreed the otiher. "The 
competition is keen, very keen. But I 
have "no instructions from Zeus. I 
come from the temple of Pallas. The 
goddess was pleased with the statue of 
her you presented to the. temple some 
time ago. That is, she does not regard 
it as a good likeness, bufc it was a well- 
meant effort, and as a reward she has 
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sent me to break some bad news to you 
as gently as possible/* 

** Ob,** said Eurycles. 

The oracle coughed. “It’s rather 
a delicate matter/’ he said, and coughed 
again. “ Have you seen your good lady 
since your return ? ” 

“ I have not,'* said Eurycles. 

“ Are you sure ? ’* 

Eurycles was surprised. “ Of course 
I am sure. Do you think I don’t know 
my own wife when I see her? ’* 

“Pallas was one of the entrants in 
the needlework competition of your 
Arts and Crafts Guild,” said the oracle. 
“The judges awarded her the first prize, 
which was prudent of them, but Arachne 
was heard to make some derogatory 
remarks and to compare the stitches 
unfavourably with those of her own 
exhibit. Pallas was annoyed by her 
presumption and, to make a long story 
short, she has changed your wife into 
a spider.” 

“ Good gracious 1 ” said Eurycles. 
“Now you mention it I remember I 
noticed one on the bathroom wall. I 
tried to reach it, but it ran up to the 
ceiling. This puts me in an exceedingly 
awkward position,” 

“Most distressing,” said the oracle. 
He lowered his voice confidentially. 
“Between you and me I don*t mind 
saying that the gods interfere too much. 
We have a good many complaints from 
various sources. Family wage earners, 
useful members of society, turned into 
peacocks and laurel bushes. Young 
persons crossed in love are afraid to 
show their feelings in case they should 
be changed into brooks or fountains by 
sympathetic deities.” 

But Eurycles was not listening. 
“The servants,” he said, “may not 
mind if it is properly explained to them . 
But I shall have to get a housekeeper,” 
he said. “You can*t expect them to 
take their orders from a spider, even if 
it — she, I mean — is able to make her- 
self understood. It is most upsetting.” 

“ Of course it is,” said the oracle 
kindly. “I think that if Paitas had 
realised at the time that the offender 
was your wife she might have dealt 
with her more leniently. Shall I try 
to persuade her to restore Arachne to 
her original form ? ’* 

“No, no,” said Eurycles. He red- 
dened slightly. “ At least — what I 
mean is — don’t let us do anything in a 
hurry. You have confused me. Imust 
have time ** 

“Quite, quite,” said the oracle in 
his most soothing manner. “ You may 
rely on me to do my best for you. Good 
afternoon.” 

He kept his word. When Pallas 
paid her next visit to the temple he 
pleaded the cause of the bereaved 



REJECTED. 

Urchin, “Oo, lumme — ^lookI There's water — ^ait* somepink settik’ 011 A cloud 

— A LmY WHAT 'S *AD HER CLOTHES PINCHED — YER NEVER SEE SUCH A SIG-HT 1 ” 


Eurycles with so much fervour that the 
goddess was touched. 

“ I never reverse my judgments. That 
would be against my principles,” she 
said. “ But I tell you what T will do 
for them. She may not return to him, 
but he shall join her. It comes to the 
same thing practically.” 

“1 *m afraid I don’t quite ” began 

the oracle. 

“ I have done it,” she announced. 

“ Done what, O Goddess ? ” faltered 
the old gentleman. He wished she was 
not quite so impulsive. 

She laughed good-naturedly. “ Why, 
turned the poor little man into a spider 


too. Now they’ll be q^ute comfy to- 
gether again.” 

And if the oracle wondered how 
much the goddess knew of natural his- 
tory — whether she was aware of the 
female spider's habit of eating her hus- 
band after the honeymoon — he thought 
it best to keep his own doubts to him- 
self. - 

“Eeferriiig to the question of debts to be 
discussed at the London Conference, M. 
Trotsky said : * In 1917 we decided not to 
pay debts. This decision will be honestly 
kept.' ” — Daily Pa^ar, 

Who said the Bolshevists had no sense 
of humour ? 






PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

IX. — Afeica. 

The two dx*ums (male and female) on 
winch the tone language of the Ashanti 
tribes is beaten with hooked sticks are 
made of elephant’s ear stretched over 
some k^d of palm-wood with a name 
which I know but may not tell. If you 
have learnt Ashanti and are something 
of a drummer you can talk on these 
drums. If not, not. Into the drums when 
they are beaten come the spirit of the 
elephant and the spirit of the palm-tree ; 
and they are very sacred drums. They 
are kept in a special house ; no woman 
may come near them ; and sacrifices'are 
made to them — sacrifices of eggs, which 
are broken against their sides, and sacri- 
fices of fowls. 

There is on the Wembley Gold Coast 
an officer who is also an anthropolo- 
gist (a combination not insisted upon 
by K.B.), and by dint of I don’t know 
how many years of practice he can talk 
a little on the spealong-drums. When 
he had made a fe^w self-chosen remarks 
tous, he handed the drumsticks over to 
an Ashanti prince wearing -what until 
lately was the usual native costume of 
Wembley West Africans — a Balaclava 
helmet and a heavy overcoat. The 
prince then spoke. I think he sum- 
moned the Ashanti tribes to war. Any- 
how, I have seldom heard a more effec- 
tive little oration. Nothing, of course, 
could deter the Illustrator from trying 
his hand on the Ashanti drums, in spite 
of the fact that he did not know the tone 
language and is at home with no musical 
instrument except the ocarina. The 


THE TALKIXG-DEUMS. 

effect was terrible, for all the West 
I Africans present flung down the sacks of 
I cocoa-nibs which they were carrying and 
I prostrated themselves on the ground. 





THE LONG AHB THE SHORT. 


l/2rre!>th^ 


It appears that they thought the spirit 
•of the elephant and the spirit of the 
palm-tree wk’e sick with pains and about 
to die. 

‘‘How far does the sound of these 
drums carry?” I asked the Anthro- 
pologist. 

“About four miles,” he told me, 

“ through the forests.” 

“And how long have these people 
been using them ? ” 

“ Oh, for centuries.” 

“ Good heavens ! ” I said, “ and we 
have only just got to 2L.O.” 

He pointed out truly, however, that 
the radio programme \vas voluntarj^ 
whereas you were obliged to listen-in 
to the speaking drums, unless you used 
cotton-wool, and also too, owing to i 
taboo, one would not be able to listen 
to Mary Pickford on them. 

“That is so,” I agreed. “On the 
other hand there have been times when 
I' have felt so much awed by the spirit 
of somebody or other which has come 
into a loud-speaker that I have longed ■ 
to break eggs against its sides. Do give 
these poor people another of yoiw bed- 
time stories, please.” 

He did so, and, being restored to com- 
parative calm, the terror-stricken natives 
were able to continue their labour. 

The affairs of the Gold Coast are 
largely superintended by two English 
ladies, who, even if they are not per- 
mitted to broad-cast on the speaking- 
drums, give a very charming welcome to 
prospectors somewhat dazed by the im- 
mense ranches of Canada and Australia 
or the limitless vistas of the veldt and 
Wembley. I doubt whether the Illus- 
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ta-ator had ever before felt so kindly dis- 
posed towards the world’s cocoa supply, 
about seventy per cent, of which I gather 
comes from West Africa. But there 
were other exhibits — ^leather shoes and 
inlay work and fabrics and raw palm-oil, 
the West x\frican variety of which, un- 
like that used in English hotels, appears 
to be a pinkish fluid enclosed in glass 
jars and makes no crackling sound. 

Then the Anthropologist asked us 
whether we would like to see the W'est 
African village, now' in complete occu- 
pation ; and of course we would. We 
went into the little circle of wattle- 
roofed huts, and we received a guard’s 
salute from an Ashanti w'arrior, over 
six foot high, wuth a cross cut on either 
cheek (his tribal mark). This man was 
standing stiffly upright outside the door 
of his home, and he could have easily 
stood stiffly upright inside it if the floor 
had been a little lower. 

“ He fought for us in 1914,'* said our 
guide, “ against German West ; ” and he 
spoke a fewr words to the warrior in 
the tone language, getting the reply (so 
I understood) that it is a long, long 
way to Wembley, but the hearts of the 
Ashanti people are right there. 

We were then introduced to a prin- 
cess. It is the first time (for I have 
lived a secluded life) that I have ever 
had a princess tiotted out of a hut for 
my critical appraisement, and I did not 
know exactly what to do. She stood 
there, and I stood there. The Illus- 
trator smiled and she smiled. I thought 
it was time to say something at last, 
so I pulled myself together. 

She has our gracious approval,” I 
announced. The lady was carrying a 
black doll decorated with tw'o bead 
necklaces. 

*‘She prays to that doll,” said the 
Anthropologist, “ and has given it those 
necklaces as an offering, in order that 
when she marries she may have 
children.” 

I know very little of Court etiquette, 
but it did not seem to me to be quite 
the thing to discuss the day-dreams of 
a princess publicly before her face, and 
I was rather glad wdien our attention 
was diverted to a rough post surmounted 
by a kind of w'ooden cap, 

*^That is an altar to the sky-god,” 
said the Anthropologist. ** The supreme 
Ashanti god.” 

“ A sort of sun-god ? ” I hazarded. 

“ Oh, no,” he said. “ There is no 
sun-god in West Africa. The sky-god 
is the rain-god, who gives fertility and 
makes the rivers flow.” 

And they were worshipping that all 
through a Wembley April? ” 

“ They %vere.” 

‘‘They must have been vastly sus- 
tained in the faith,” I said. 


But it seemed that the cold winds had 
troubled them a great deal, and that 
some of them thought the sky-god had 
been angry with them for coming so far 
overseas. To which of the gods they 



attributed the merciful dispensation by 
wliicb electric radiators had been in- 
stalled in their huts I did not discover. 

‘‘Wasn't it rather a strange ex- 
perience ? ” I asked the Anthropologist 



OFB DUTY. 


as w'e left the village, “ for all these 
people to transplant themselves like 
this ? ” 

“ Not so strange,” he said, “ as they 
found it before we settled them here. I 


had them with me in a Bloomsbury 
boarding-house for a fortnight — the 
w’hole twenty-seven of them,you know.” 

“ You what ? ” I said. 

He repeated it. 

“And how did you — how did they 
enjoy that ? ” 

“Well, the first day they threw' all 
their food off the table on to the floor.” 

“ That is not exactly customary, is 
it ? ” I said, for, never having been in a 
Bloomsbury boarding-house, I did not 
know. 

“ It occasioned some remark amongst 
the guests,” he admitted. '‘And of 
course they did not know how to get into 
bed, never having been under blankets 
before. And then there was the gas.” 

“ What happened about the gas ? ” 

“ They understood how to work elec- 
tric light, because they bad seen it on 
the ship, so tliey did the same thing 
to the gas. It troubled them, of course, 
a good deal that no light appeared, but it 
naturally didn’t occur to them to turn ifc 
off again. They merely thought that some 
evil spirit was annoyed with them.” 

“Amongst the deeds that won the 
Empire,” I said to the Anthropologist, 
“ I count yours not the least. I shall 
always see you in my mind’s eye ex- 
plaining the therm-god to the Ashanti 
warriors on the speaking-drums.” 

Evoe. 

0\ir Erudite Contemporaries.- 

“[The ancient Greeks] mourned for their 
dead, believing dolorous Plutarch enchained 
them in the regions of darkness.” 

Smiday Pa^er. 

It seems that the biographer who 
“added a new terror to death” was 
anticipated by Pltjt.iech. 

“Noetjii V. South at Golf. 

Time to Search for Slcnoif the Beaten Track.” 

Emning Paxm\ 
And get them back on to the fairway. 

“ ‘ It is the unspankod generation wc have 

on our hands to-day,’ says Dr. 

Canadian Paj^er, 

When we ought, of course, to have 
them across our knees. 


“ I am glad to be able to-chroniclcthe form- 
ation of a new angling club. It will make its 
public ddbut on Easter Monday by holding a 
trout-ffsbing competition. Tight lies and good 
fortune to the new club .” — Ulster Pajgcr, 

We trust the fortune was so good that 
the “ tight lies ” were not required. 

“ He [Mr. Lloyd George] afterwards took a 
seat in front of the stand, which commanded 
a fine view of the Welsh mountains, with 
Snowden in the far distance .” — Daily Pajper, 

This seems to confirm the rumours of 
a widening gulf between Liberals and 
Labour, but would not “ Mr. Snowden ” 
have been more respectful to the Ohan- 

CELLOE OP THE EXCHEQUER ? 
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PARLIAMANNERS. 

It. 

{Being some further points m the Far- 
liaman System of Training for Young 
Politicians^) 

But it must not be. supposed that 
the Paiiiaman ” System is solely cori’ 
cerned Tilth the manners of politics. 
We provide as well the material and 
indeed the mental equipment of the 
young statesman, arguments, jokes, 

! gestures and all. The student has 
! onfy to name his choice, and we will 
j turn him out a convinced Free Trader, 

I Pi*otectionist, Rationaliser, Individual 
, Enteip)riser, Prohibitionist or Anti- 
Yaccinationist. 

We are particularly proud of our 
: Fanatical Section 
, where the really 
I woolly - headed and 
I successful politicians 
i are made. Over the 
* door of the Fanatical 
i Building are carved 
I in stone the glowing 
I words of the veteran 
' Free Trader, Slugg, 
when invited to com- 
promise on the ques- 
tion of child-labour in 
factories : — 

*^Co7npromi$e! Who 
[ asks me to cmipro- 
mise? Eas not this 
Laiid'f this England, 
grotcn up to greatness 
under the Free Elastic 
Play of Economic 
Forces? To Buy in 
the Cheapest Market, 
to Sell in the Dearest, 
u'hether it he Goods 
or whether it be La- 
bourers, is not this the 
mmemorial Tradition 
of 02 ir Bace ? If these Children be the 
Cheapest Labour to our hand, tJmi who 
am I that I should hold a single Infant 
from the Looms and Benches which are 
their Natural Destiny ? Blast your 
Broad-mindedness ! Let 'em Sweat, 
Ebenezeb Slugg, 

Ob. 1869." 

And such is the constant mind and 
temper, which we strive to implant in 
our pupils. From the very first we 
teach them that the whole scale of 
moral values must be changed by those 
embarking on public life. For what 
would be called Pig-headedness in pri- 
vate life becomes in politics Attachment 
TO Principle ; while the mere Mule 
becomes a’ Well - meaning Fanatic. 
To yield to the reasoned persuasion of 
another, however admirable it may be 
considered in private life, is in politics 
either the sign of Weakness or Insin- 


cerity, while definitely to change your 
mind with changing circumstances is 
an action so rare and so obnoxious that 
it is rewarded wuch terms of obloquy 
ranging from “ Turn-coat ” and ‘‘Place- 
hunter ” to the odious epithet of “Eat.” 

For this is the vilest tiling that a 
public man can do. He may change his 
religion or his wife with impunity, but 
let him change his mind concerning the 
imposition of an imj)ort duty and he is, 
a dead man. Witness the boyish eager- 
ness with which all parties j)ursue the 
game of mud-raking in Hansard for 
quotations indicating that their honour- 
able opponents no longer think as they 
thought in 1910. On the other hand, 
infinite respect and applause can be 
won by tlie simple statement that your 



Indignant Charlady {just admitted after standing in 2>ourmg rain). “ Why 
didn’t you LET ME IN BEFORE? I ’VB BEEN RINGIN’ AN’ RINGIN’ I ’* 

ffoiisemaid, ‘^You kep’ on so regular, I thought it was only the telephone,” 


opinions have not changed by a hair’s- 
breadth during the past twenty-five 
years. Indeed, this is perhaps the only 
walk of life in which this is regarded as 
the supreme evidence of merit in a man. 
See Flick’s Lives of the Fanatics : — 

“ I stand where Cobden stood.” 

Slugg. 

“ I stand where Lord Eldon stood.” 

Sir John Blow. 

“ I have nothing to add to what I 
said at Manchester in 1892.” 

Nathaniel Wind. 

“ There is nothing about Daylight 
Saving in the Book pf Genesis.” 

Harriet Wicks. 

“ My grandfather knew what he was 
talking about.” 

Th§ Earl of Bumble. 

“Ro man shall persuade me.” 

Lord Bilberry— passim. 


“We remain the same as we were on 
the night of October 25tb, 1917.” 

Tbotsky — in a recent speech. 

* ^ * 

The root of the matter, as the veteran 
Slugg so clearly saw, is Principle — 
which, as the Dictionary has it, is “ A 
General Law as a Guide to Action,” 

Students taking the Fanatics’ Course 
receive a thorough grounding in the best- 
Imown modern Principles, including: — 

The Off Theory. 

Keep to the Left. 

The Earth is Flat. 

Eat Less Meat. 

Eat More Meat. 

Never go to Sea on a Friday. 

Never fall in Love with a feed- 
haired Girl. 

President Kruger, 
it may be remembered, 
believed till the day 
of his death that the 
earth was flat, even 
when confronted with 
a man who had just 
sailed round the world . 
This is perhaps the 
most stimulating ex- 
ample of devotion to 
principle on record. 

In this connection 
we may refer to the 
well-known circum- 
stances in which the 
veteran Slugg met his 
end. On a visit to 
Paris in his seventy- 
eighth year, the tena- 
cious old statesman 
insisted on driving on 
the left-hand side of 
the road, asserting re- 
peatedly and loudly 
that he had traversed 
the streets of Man- 
chester for thirty-five 
years in that fashion, and that he did 
not propose to palter with principle at 
his time of life ; that if: was clearly laid 

down in the Acts of the Apostles 

But at this point a fire-engine, reck- 
lessly deriding the old man’s faith, ter- 
minated at one blow the statesman and 
the sentence. 

The late George Waters, too, will long 
be remembered for the admirable con- 
sistency witlr which, for thirty-five 
years, as Captain of the Gumshire Cricket 
Eleven, he stood by the off-theory, which 
his father had employed to such effect 
before him. Himself a bowler, what- 
ever the state of the game, the weather 
or the wicket, he bowled over after over 
some two feet wide of the off-stump, 
and sternly discouraged such hot-heads 
among, his team as elected to bowl at 
fche wicket ; and, though it cannot be 
said that the Gumshire G. 0. often won 
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Artist (wJio lias proposed to red-headed young woman), ‘‘The only ojbouble is that the coi^xje-scheme op my house doesn’t 

60 "WTTH YOUB HAIR. , QUESTION IS — ^WECICH SHALL WB SCRAP ? ** 


a match, the number of matches drawn 
in the year 1903 was said for many 
years to constitute a record. George 
Waters was a teetotaler, vegetarian 
and member of the Free Trade Union. 
He died of indigestion. 

* * * 

Such examples, however, in the 
ordinary citizen are rare, for in private 
life there are few of us so confident in 
our own genius that in this shifting 
and uncertain world we are prepared to 
lay down a rule of action which shall 
be true for all time, all circumstances 
and all places. Such proud boasts as 
Mr. Asquith’s, Mr. CHUECHiiiL’s and 
others — am a life-long Free Trader” 
— are seldom heard in the homes of 
lesser men, though there was the un- 
fortunate case of a Mr. Pritt, of Ken- 
nington, who, having disposed of his 
fortime to a designing woman, declined 
to many her on the ground that he 
was a life-long bachelor. 

^ ^ 

Two months at our College, however, 
and any young man should readily pick 
up a Principle or two. Once acquired, 
it will be found that they make his life 
a simple thing ; he will take no action, 


he will form no opinion, except by log- 
ical reference to his Principles.. The 
Clydeside Members, for example (who, 
next to the Free Traders are perhaps 
the most glorious exponents of the 
value of Principle), were anxious re- 
cently to reach their constituencies 
during a partial railway strike, but, 
since it was against their Principles to 
travel in a train during a railway strike, 
they elected instead to travel uncom- 
fortably by sea, and were thus unable 
to discharge their pressing duties to 
their constituents till some days later. 
Principle, however, scored a victory. 
Mr. Maxton, again, in a recent debate 
announced that large numbers of “ the 
workers ” would not take part in the 
next war, some because they thought 
war was wrong, and others ^‘because 
they would never fight for a capitalist 
country” — ^war, of course, being a right 
and proper thing only if conducted by a 
Socialist State and according to Social- 
ist Principles. 

This kind of rugged constancy we do 
our best to implant in our pupils. Mem- 
bers of the Free Trade Class are trained 
to refuse all food which may be sus- 
pected of any taint of Imperial Prefer- 


ence. The Collectivist Class has in- 
structions to travel in the municipal 
trams, but not in a private company’s 
omnibus. The Communists are taught 
yelling. 

The chief Communist principles or 
yells are the following : — 

“ You began it ! ” 

What about yoit"^ ” 

Mud is quicker than water.” 

‘‘Peace! Frateraity! Let’s have a 
strike ! ” 

“All men are Brothers — ^but Cap- 
italists are illegitimate.” 

A. P. H. 


Piction and Physiology. 

“His blue pupils were needle points of 
frosty fire ,” — 'Recent novel, 

“ The most arresting thing about him was 
his eyes, bright brown pupils set in very white 
irises .” — Magazine story. 


At the opening of the Wembley 
Exhibition ; — 

“ Easily, after a sweltering journey in a 
packed railway carriage, we made our way, 
the whole hundred thousand of us, to our ap- 
pointed places .” — Evening Paper, 

“ Packed,” in the circumstances, seems 
an inadequate epithet. 
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; dak bungalows. 

. **Dak BuxaALO'^B ? ” said Jobson, “Dak Bungalows!” 
1 said he ; 

I hit the trail for the Gorgeous East in 1893 , 

; And I Ve w'andered thirty years from Ch atrapur to Comorin 
i Till there ’s not a rest-house on the road but I Ve cast 
! anchor in. 

Diik Bungalows ! Don’t speak of ’em to me. 

, “ You get 'em walled with native mud and roofed with 
rotting thatch, 

Where the bats hang up in hundreds and the baby cobras 
; hatch ; 

Y’ou get ’em built of Gov’meiit brick, topped off with 
Mission tiles, 

Where the rain comes through and weeps on you and the 
sun looks in and smiles ; 

! But there ’s precious few that you could call a catch. 

You get ’em cocked up on a hiU or settled by the Bay, 

Or buried in some jungle glade where the bamboos creak 
! and sway ; 

I You get 'em miles from anywhere or plumb in the bazaar 
; Where the pi-dogs howl and the drums beat up and the 
! native voices jar ; 

j You get 'em different day by weary day. 

i You get em new and ‘ t^’pe-design ’ with the doors and 
I windows plumb, 

; With the varnish sticky on the chairs and a smell of paint 
1 and gum ; 

[ And aU. along the Grand Trunk Hoad you get ’em old 
1 and odd, 

With tombstones in the compoimd and an air of 
‘ Icbabod ' ; 

Yes, you ’ve simply got to take ’em as they come. 

“ By railway, river and canal, by road and bullock-track, 
You do your stage and stay jmur night and write your 
name and pack ; 

Come hill or dale, come hot or cold, come lightning, 
thunder, rain, 

You wander on from house to house and wander out 
again — 

And Imow 3^011 ’re never likelj" to be back. 

“ You get 'em good, 3’ou get ’em bad, you get ’em worse 
and worst, 

But always there ’s a likeness odd betwixt the last and first ; 
Because of those who all these \"ears from house to 
house have plied 

And laughed and joked and jollified or ailed and wept 
and died ; 

And the ghosts come back that blessed the place — or cursed. 

“And often on a stuffy night, mid the pi-dogs’ maddening din, 
When the breeze is dead and it’s ninety-odd and the 
poochies * bite like sin, 

I read the names in the Bungalow Book and wonder why 
and how 

They came along and where they went and what they ’re 
doing now — 

And I sometimes see their faces looking in. 

Familiar faces — ^IMagistrate, Policeman, Engineer, 

Forest and Salt and all the rest, who humped their battered 
gear 

From bungalow to bungalow and paid twelve annas rent 
And spread their kit and packed again and did their 
work and went, 

But somehow left behind an atmosphere. 

Insects. 


“Dak Bungalows! A funny life — arrive, unpack and 
flit ; 

But my name is in a hundred Books and you may learn 
from it 

That a certain friendless fellow — one Jobson, it appears — 

Made his home in these same houses for a spell of thirby 
j^ears, 

And groused a lot , . . But oh 1 he ’s loath to quit.” 

— H. B. 

A DESIEABLB DISTEICT. 

Since visiting Townman in his flat in one of those streets 
off the north side of Piccadilly, I cannot help feeling that 
Majffair, as a residential neighbourhood, compares very 
favourably even with Tootleham, which is one of the best 
of our suburbs. 

It must be very pleasant to walk along Piccadilly in the 
knowledge that your home is just round the corner, instead 
of fifty minutes away (always supposing that you catch your 
train at Victoria). Another advantage of living here is the 
saving effected in the matter of season-tickets. Furbher, the 
breakfast hour could be suitably adjusted ; I cannot think 
that the best people would breakfast at eight, as we have to 
do at Tootleham. 

Sometimes in Tootleham one receives an invitation to 
dinner, which one cannot very well decline, from a house 
on the other side of London, necessitating a very tiresome 
expedition. For Mayfair, however, there is no “ other side ” 
to London. Peckham, Ilford, Kentish Town, Golder’s 
Green, Chiswick, Battersea, Balham — all are one to Mayfair. 
By the way, I am afraid that evening dress worn in the 
streets of Mayfair does not attract such attention as it does 
in Cowslip Avenue, Tootleham; but that is one of the 
sacrifices one would be called upon to make. 

On glancing through the Directory I find that the neigh- 
bours one would have in Mayfair are really quite nice people. 
It must be confessed that in this respect Tootleham, though 
still presenting a high standard on the whole, is not what 
it was. 

The idea of living among shops would, of course, need 
getting used to. Neither Ethel nor I have l 3 een accustomed 
to this kind of thing. Yet something is to be said for it. 
If one happens to want a jade bowl or a couple of Old 
Masters or a basket of winter strawberries, it is convenient 
to be able to slip downstairs and across the street for them. 
Still, this proximity of shops would be a difficulty. Ethel 
would not be truly comfortable in a home next door to a 
tobacconist’s ; while I should not wish my wife to live over 
a milliner’s establishment. Cowslip Avenue is quite untar- 
nished by anything of this sort. So perhaps after all we 
had better remain in Tootleham. 


Anotlier Impending Apology. 

“In the course of the afternoon the Prime Minister and Miss Mac- 
Donald visited Browne's Hospital, where they were conducted on a 
tour of inspection by the caretaker. The Premier, who did not in- 
dulge freely in conversation, was especially interested in the beautiful 
widows .” — Local Paper. 


From a concert notice : — 

“ ‘ When the Key came hame ’ (Old Scotch ).’^ — Local Paper. 

The triumph-song, we presume, of a strayed reveller who 
has successfully' grappled with tlie lock of his house-door. 

' From a book review : — 

“The DeviPs Bridge at Aberystwyth, where Auld Reekie was 
cheated.*^-^Bm;ii7ig^7iam Paper, 

For the Scots the moral of this legend is, “ Don’t let your 
capital leave the country.” 
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WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUKC. 

XXIL — The Three Foxes. 

Once upon a time there were three little foxes 
Who didn’t wear stockings and they didn’t wear sockses, 
But they all had handWchiefs to blow their noses, 
And they kept their handkerchiefs in cardboard boxes. 

They lived in the forest in three little houses, 

And they didn’t wear coats and they didn’t wear trousies ; 

They ran through the woods on their little bare toeses 
And they played “ Touch last ” with a' family of mouses. 

They didn’t go shopping in the High Street shopses, 
They caught what they wanted in the woods and copses ; 

They all went fishing, and they caught three wormses ,* 
They went out hunting, and they caught three wopses. 

They went to a Fair and they all won prizes — 

Three plum-puddingses and three mince-pieses ; 

They rode on elephants and swang on swingses 
And hit three cocoanuts at cocoanut-shieses. 

That ’s all that I know of the three little foxes 
Who kept their handkerchiefs in cardboard boxes. 

They lived in the forest in three little houses, 

But they didn’t wear stockings and they didn’t wear 
sockses. A. A. M. 
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A NEO-CEORGIAN NIGHTMARE. 

x^ubrey flung the latest violet-backed 
volume of verse — Horizons and Dead 
Ends — ^to the otlier end of the low couch 
piled with polychromatic cushions. 

“How it would shock them, those 
dear old-fashioned parents of ours ! *’ he 
said tolerantly. “ Tliey are all dead 
ends, both of them. They have no 
horizons. Just because Olive smokes 
thirty gaspers a day and swears a little; 
because she dances all night with me, 
although we "re not engaged; because 
she rides a motor-bike in breeches and 
leggings, and shingles her hair and 
wears no petticoats, they grow virtuous. 
I thought Victorianism was dead. Dash 
it all, one must move with the times ! 

He contemplated his image in the 
mirror. That cigarette- 
holder was really a 
peach — a f oot-and-a- 
half long if it was an 
inch. 

His personal satis- 
faction was neverthe- 
less clouded by the faint 
shadow of his elders’ 
disapproval. “ If one 
could bridge the gap ! ” 
lie thought, knowing all 
the time that the bridge 
would have to be thrown 
from the parental side. 

He and Olive were the 
younger generation ; 
they threw no bridges 
iiackward. 

He wandered uneas- 
ily into the inner room. 

The score of Psskcff’s 
new “ Corporal Sym- 
phony"’ was open on 
the piano. It showed 


reflection in the mirror. She too had 
aged, but in spite of her obvious years 
there was a shining brightness in her 
eyes as though she were still keeping 
the flag flying. 

He liked her frock. It was daring 
at both ends. His Georgian taste, de- 
veloped and hardened, saw no incon- 
gruity between her daintily-powdered 
nose and her almost shaven head. Her 
hair was shorter than his. 

“ Give me a fag, old bean,” she said. 
“The children have hidden mine.’" 

She inhaled deeply of the gasper. 

“I had an adventure to-day,” she 
went on; “Anne actually consented to 
go with me to the movies. They were 
featuring Bill Hunk in WJm^e ’s Your 
Father^ — that’s thQ Hamlet film, you 
know.” “ 



Grateful reci'pient (to Vicar^s wife who always gives him her cast-off boots for 
his tcife)* “Thauk te, Mdm. It’s very good op yer. My missus 'as such 

LONG PEET, an’ YOURS ARE THE ONLY BOOTS I CAN GET TO PIT ’BB WITH 
ANY COMPORT.” 


no bars, no key signatures, no time signa- 
tures : over the first chord was written, 
“ With a hint of self-consciousness.” He 
played this first chord by sitting down 
deftly on the keys, ranging over some 
three octaves. A painful dissonance sang 
through the room. He played a few 
lines, normal save for the introduction 
of the Chinese scale, and then leaned 
over to pluck at the strings harp-wise. 

“ It takes the moderns to mdte real 
music,” he murmured, following the 
plucked notes with an “ elbow cluster.” 
Even this failed to calm him, and' he 
returned to his restless contemplation 
of the mirror. 

After a while a strange thing hap- 
pened. His cigarette-holder seemed to 
lengthen, the lines about his mouth 
deepened, his hair thinned rapidly and 
whitened. He was looking at some- 
thing like a caricature of Ms present 
self as he'lnight appear thirty years on. 

He was not surprised to see Olivo’s j 


“ What did she say ? ” 

“ I think she was quietly amused, but 
all she said was, ‘ Mother dear, don’t 
you find it just a little bit vulgar ? ’ ” 

“I suppose she prefers Shake- 
SPEABE,” he said satirically. “ She 
would.” 

“I felt quite ashamed of her,” Olive 
continued. “There were very few of 
the younger generation there, of course. 
You know how she refuses to lip-stick 
or to wear short skirts. She looked 
almost effeminate I ” 

“This craze for womanliness has gone 
too far,” he said angrily. “Where is 
she now ? ” 

As he spoke the door opened and his 
eldest daughter, Anne, appeared, fol- 
lowed by her brother John: 

“Ohin-chin, children I” said Olive 
brightly. 

Anne smiled indulgently, but a faint 
expression of disgust crossed John’s 
face. 


“ What about a dance? ” said Olive 
with facile enthusiasm. “ New York is 
relaying the Tibetan Slouch music to- 
night as part of the Parents" Corner.” 

John groaned softly. 

“ You know I can’t dance that anti- 
quated jazz in a modern frock,” said 
Anne, shaking out the graceful folds of 
her full skirt. 

“Not dignified enough for you?” 
began Aubrey. 

“It’s not that so much,” said Anne, 
“but those old dances are so ugly.” 

“I’ve no patience with you,” her 
father answered. “You look down on 
everything we do# You despise all the 
standards of the taste we fought to 
establish.’ I suspect all you so-called 
moderns of being little better than 
Victorians. Your insensate worship of 
mere Beauty and Sanity 
is positively antique.” 

' His son John looked 
annoyed. 

“I wish you could 
understand a little. 
Dad,” he said. “Loud- 
speaker music, aborigi- 
nal dances, strident art 
and jazz manners are 
quite impossible now- 
a-days. You say ‘ Vic- 
torian ’ and think it is 
a criticism. Can’t you 
see that when we say 
‘ Georgian’ it is equally 
a criticism and a more 
damaging one ? The 
jazz period was merely 
an aberration, a some- 
what silly throw-back 
to Primitivism, We’ve 
had to alter all that.” 

The pair passed on to 
the inner room, their 


sanctum. A few minutes later the soft 
tones of the piano were heard. The 
clear harmonies and delicate rhythm of 
a Mozart sonata filled the room. 

Aubrey opened the door and looked 
in. Anne was seated at the piano, John 
stood on her right, turning over the pages 
for her. The room was mellow with the 
soft warm light of candles ; the atmo- 
sphere was serene and very gracious. 

As the lonely parents watched, the 
movement came to an end. They heard 
Anne say : — 

“It’s quite hopeless, really, John. 
They dj-e old-fashioned and we must 
simply humour them. They are both 
dears, but quite impossibly out of date.” 

In her smile they caught the intoler- 
able tolerance of youth. 

JK >!i * 

The vision faded. Aubrey, finding 
himself once more alone, passed a damp 
hand across a damp cold forehead. The 
reality of the present, of the room; of 




liiraself, of bis cigarette-holder came 
back to him. With a shudder of horror 
he buried his face in his hands. “ If it 
were true ! ” he groaned. How awful ! 
How unspeakably awful ! ” 


THE HOTEL PROBLEM SOLVED. 


My friend Milan is a Chief of Police 
in the Balkans. He once visited London 
and formed very distinct notions of the 
traditional coiu'tesy of the Enghsh 
policeman. He was not a Chief OMcer 
in those days, but the kindness of one 
of oiu constables stirred him deeply. 

Milan wanted to find the British 
Museum. Someone referred him to a 
policeman. It amazed Milan. Why,*’ 
he remarked to me, “at home the 
stranger only goes to the police when 
he wants to get into trouble, not out of 
it.” It is a previously um:ecorded fact 
that the charm of manner of a single 
London bobby was not only destined 
to determine the policy of a remote 
constabulary, but to add to the amenity 
of a foreigner’s life in a Balkan city. 

I wull relate how. 

When I heard Milan had been pro- 
moted to the position he still occupies 
I felt that he would resort to his native 
methods. The people of his country are 
not lawless, but they have ideas of their 
own. The police methods of the State 


are a little direct, or, as Milan put it, 
“ they shoot first and talk afterwards.” 

All the hotels of the city, which owes 
its tranquillity to Milan, were full when 
I arrived late one night. It was rain- 
ing, and as I did not favour the idea 
of spending the night in the cheerless 
waiting-room of the station I natm'ally 
turned to my old friend. He was in 
bed when I eaUed at Police Head- 
quarters, but cheerfully greeted me. 
“ All the hotels full, eh ? ” he said with 
a chuckle of glee. “Both of them,” I 
replied. “ We shall see about that,” he 
added, and, accompanied by two mem- 
bers of the Porce, Milan came with me 
to one of the hotels. 

Milan is an imposing figure in uni- 
form. He carries two revolvers and a 
sword. His men were, I think, issued 
with bayonets in lieu of razors. When 
the tlmee in unison demanded a room 
the terror on the face of a miserable 
Swiss night porter w^as pathetic to 


men a man whose hands were chained 
together passed down the stairs. I was 
then shown to a room which had lately 
been vacated. 

When, prior to my departure in the 
morniug, I called to bid Milan good- 
bye, a man I had seen before was being 
hterally kicked out of the police-station. 
He had spent a night in the cells. 

I thanked Milan for what he had 
done. “ Eemember that policeman in 
London?” he asked. “I shall never 
forget the lesson he taught me of kind- 


ness to strangers.” 


“But the man you arrested — what 
had he done ? ” 

“ Never mind,” said Milan ; “ we have 


told him not to do it again.” 


Milan was not satisfied despite fervent 
assurance that the hotel was full. He 
demanded the visitors’ Hst, and after a 
hasty glance at it issued orders I did 
not understand to his men, who pro- 
ceeded up the stairs. 

Milan asked me to sit down and await 
events. It was not long before I heard 
shouting, and then between t^vo police- 


Another Wireless Wonder. 

“ ‘ IMy 1 It ’s good to be back in England,’ 
said Mary Pickford from the London Broad- 
cast Station to the British Isles last night a 
few hours before she and her husband, Douglas 
Fairbanks, arrived from New York.” 

Sxmday Pajpe7\ 


A projpos of the Byron celebrations ; — 


<‘Itwas proposed to name a town outside 
Athens after the poet, and to give the streets 
the names of some of his friends. ^Shelley 
Street, Byron, Italy,* will thus become an 
official ad3.ress .” — Daily Pajger. 
Correspondents who do not wish their 
letters to go astray will be wise to stick 
to “ Greece.” 
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THE LABOUE BIED AND THE LIBERAL WOE! 

The Worm. “IF YOU KEEP ON SWALLOWING ME LIKE THIS I SHATT rpTn 
The Bird. “ WELL, AND THEN?” ^ ^ SHALL TU] 

The Worm. “I SHALL DISAGEEE WITH YOU” n- .7 

I' jj. iwu. iTIie Bird carries on. 
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THE YOUNG DICTATOR. 

Considerable sympathy has been 
expressed in influential circles with 
Miss Shepherd, the secretary of Miss 
Mary Pickford, who has latel}^ given a 
vivid account of her arduous task in 
coping with the mountainous corre- 
spondence of her illustrious employer. 
Miss Shepherd, however, has at least 
this consolation — that she is not the 
only victim of conscientious loyalty. 
It is the common lot of all who serve 
' our modern monarchs in a confidential 
I capacity. 

I It was the good fortune and privilege 
I of Mr. Punch quite recently to meet 
i Mr. Abner Stoot, the chief of the sec- 
1 retarial staff of Willie Wogan, the won- 
i derful child satrap of the Screen, who 
i is now visiting London in the course of 
I his world campaign, undertaken for the 
; purpose of regenerating the Capitals 
I of Europe in accordance with the 
I principles of frugality and simplicity 
; laid down by the eider Cato. 
i Wiihe Wogan, it should be noted at 
; fche outset, is in the receipt of an in- 
' come estimated at two hundred thou- 
sand pounds a year. Mr. Abner Stoot 
gave some interesting particulars as to 
his staff and suite. It comprises be- 
sides himself three secretaries, a Byzan- 
tine logothete, four typists and a do- 
mestic chaplain, a head valet with four 
assistants, three chauffeurs, a tonsorial 
artist and a doctor. 

** Miss Shepherd,” he went on, 
*' speaks of Mary Piokfoed's mail run- 
ning to hundreds of letters daily. I 
and my colleagues have seldom less 
than a thousand to deal with, and as 
they come from all quarters of the 
globe the strain on our linguistic equip- 
ment is considerable. This morning, 
for example^ there was a long com- 
munication from the Dalai Laivia, 
another from Mr. Gandhi and a third 
from Madame Montessori. These 
however were among the less important 
letters.” 

“ I suppose,” we asked somewhat 
irrelevantly, that you receive a great 
many autograph albums with requests 
for signatures.” 

“Millions,” was the rejoinder; “but 
these are the imponderables, the negli- 
gibles of my master’s daily budget. 
Why, within the last week we have 
received a proposal from a Continental 
State offering Willie the crown on his 
own conditions ; an urgent appeal from 
a Liberal leader that he would en- 
deavour to restore conditions of ad- 
hesive affection bety^een the Liberal 
and the Labour Parties ; and an epistle 
from a prominent Anglo-Catholic en- 
deavouring to enlist his support in 
the effort to allay the suspicions of 
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AFTER LUNCH. 

Golfer , “ We 've got this foe a possible half, partner —rather a forgoni 

HOPE, EH? ” 

Fartner , ‘‘My dear chap, aren’t you thinezng of a forlorn conclusion?” 


the Evangelical section of the English 
Church.” 

“ Your office must he no sinecure,” 
we observed. 

“It is not. But think of the priv- 
ileges of assisting in deliberations which 
may alter the entire course of the 
world’s history. The power of the' 
modern Boy Film Edng is greater than 
that of any potentate of past ages. His 
realm is not confined by any boundaries ; 
it is conterminous with the world. His 
fame on the screen entitles him to 
reverence and respect on whatever sub- 
ject he may pronounce an opinion, from 
Mah-Jongg to Eelativity. It is one of 
the most encouraging signs of the times 


that the impact of a fresh though un- 
tutored mind should have wider reper- 
cussions than all the accumulated 
sagacity of a long life spent in study or 
public sendee. The child is not only 
the father but the master of the man. 
As Willie said to me only this morning, 
'I like things to happen, and when they 
don’t hapx:)en I like to make them 
happen ;’ and he does and wiU.” 

“And what do Mr. Coolidgb and 
Mr. Ford think of this Infant Phenom- 
enon ? ” 

“Sir,” was^ the impressive reply, 
“they may think, what they like ; but 
thinking is a poor substitute for acting, 
and WiHie acts all the time.” 
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THE LITTLE BROTHERS OF THE POOR. 

It was on a walking holiday many 
[ years ago that we came to a certain 
inn, in a small Berkshire town, and 
: made it onr home for two nights instead 
of one. The reasons for such a long 
stay were the flavour of the ham and 
the friendliness of the host and hostess, 
added to the fact that the place occu- 
pied a key position for the Berkshire 
Downs, which we were proposing to 
investigate. 

The inn — ^the ''Bed Lion ’’ we will call 
it — ^v’as old and spreading, with a front 
half timber and whitewash, several 
thatched roofs, stable-yard, yeUow-and- 
white spaniel, fantails, and a large 
empty room at the back. Behind all 
this a garden. A rookery not far away. 
The landlord had been a footman and 
his wife a cook in the same family and 
they had but just taken over the licence. 
Other houses in the place were how- 
ever still most in favour, as the previous 
tenant of the “Bed Lion” had been 
famous for short measure — ^the unpar- 
donable sin in a Boniface — and the 
landlord confided to us his anxiety as 
to whether or not he woidd be able to 


hold on. It was a free house, you see, 
without any brewery-backing. 

We were in the neighbourhood of 
Tom Hughes’ “White Horse” the next 
day, eating our lunch in a shelter from 
; the wind, when Dick Struthers suddenly 
said, “ I have it. I know how to help 
the ‘Eed Lion.’ We ’ll stock a museum 
for him. People love curiosities and 
that 11 give him a pull over the other 
inns.” 

“But won’t it cost an awful lot? ” 
Tommy Eidley asked. 

“ Awful lot your grandmother 1 ” said 
Dick. “We’ve all got half-a-dozen 
things we would part with cheerfully, 
and the rest can be begged or picked up 
for next to nothing.” 

“Then you don’t mean real curi- 
osities ? ” Tommy asked in wonder. 

“ They ’ll be real enough for the pur- 
pose when they ’ve got their labels on 
them,” said Dick. “I know this is a 
good scheme,” he continued. “ I know 
quite half-a-dozen inns with museums, 
and they ’re always popular. Now,” he 
went on — ^he was in his element — ^“in 
forming a collection of curiosities to 
act as a lure to licensed premises we 
have to ask ourselves, ‘ What does the 


public want ? Does it want instruction 
or entertainment ? ’ The answer is ' En- 
tertainment, with a suggestion of in- 
struction to flatter it.’ * Does it want 
generalities or personalities? ’ The an- 
swer is ‘ Personalities.’ We then ask our- 
selves, ‘Are the persons likely to be more 
popular or le ss popular according to their 
depravity?’ ‘More popular.’ ‘And if you 
ran short of picturesque depravity what 
other class of souvenirs would best act 
as a magnet ? ’ The answer is, ‘ Those 
appertaining to royalty.’ Very well, 
then, we know how to proceed. In 
your researches for relics you will con- 
centrate on those that belonged or might 
have belonged either to criminals or 
kings.” 

That evening Dick explained the pro- 
ject to the landlord, but without em- 
phasising the element of deception. 
“If you’ll go to the expense of some 
glass-cases in that big empty room,” 
he said, “ we ’ll undertake to fill them 
for you with the right stuff. 

“ Under your sign-board,” said Dick, 
“you will have the inviting words, 

* visit om: old curiosity museum. Eree.’ 
If you don’t add * Eree * they won’t 
come in, because they ’ll think it ’s a 
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' shop. Once they come in they 11 stop, 
get thirsty, and'when they go away 
they 11 tell their friends about it, and 
some of them very likely will send you 
things of their own for it. Everyone ’s 
got something that might suit. Is it 
a bargain ? ” 

I The landlord said that he couldn’t 
j well say No. It was all very sudden, 
i but we seemed to be clever gentlemen, 

' and he was a sporting kind of feUow 
, himself. Yes. 

; And so we went ahead and for some 
: weeks had the most amusing time in 
searching our owm homes and our 
friends and relations’ homes, and Lon- 
; don’s junk shops, for odds and ends 
i that might cany a seducing inscription. 

! I don’t suppose that we spent a fiver 
all told, but among the articles thus 
accumulated W’ere some astonishing 
rarities. 

We spent some uproarious evenings 
; in fixing their significance and writing 
labels. 

‘‘Here’s an old wedding-ring,” I 
said. “ Whose is it ? ” 

“Are there any hall-marks ? ” Dick 
asked. 

“ No,” I said ; “ they ’ve been worn 
away.” 

“ Then it ’s one of Henby the 
Eighth’s, of course. Write a label, 
‘One of Henry the Eighth’s wedding- i 
rings.’ ” I 

“ But would it be enough of a rarity ? i 
He had so many wedding-rings.” 

“Thenmakeit Henrythe Seventh’s,” 
said Dick, being a quick thinker. 

“Here’s a jerfimy,” said Tommy 
Ridley. “Whose is it — J ack Shep- 
pard’s, I presume ? ” .. 

“ No,” said Dick ; “ too far back — 
Charles Peace’s. We’ll give Jack 
Sheppard one of those old pistols. 

‘ From the Trenchard Collection.’ The 
name of a collection is very convinc- 
ing.” 

“Here’s a piece of wire from one of 
the Duke of Wellington’s field tele- 
phones,” said Tommy proudly. 

“ Don’t be silly,” said Dick. “ ‘ Fanci- 
ful but not impossible ' must be our 
motto.” 

“Then what shall I do with it?” 
Tommy asked. 

“ Don’t waste it,” said Dick. “ Call 
it ‘ Wire from first Atlantic cable.’ ” 

And so we went through the list. 

We had some of Mary, Queen of 
Scots’ hair (Dick’s sister’s — and they 
had an awful row over it too, he told 
us) cut on the scaffold ; some of Lady 
Jane Grey’s (from the same source) *, 
one of Charles the First’s handker- 
chiefs (“From the Hewlett Collec- 
tiion”); an hour-glass that used to 
stand on the ledge of John ILnox’s 
pulpit ; a flag from the Victory (“ From 



William. “New Government do ^eem to be muddlin’ through, Jarge.^’ 

Jarge. “ Well, let ’em, sez I. Same as t’ others muddled through an’ all.” 


the Hamilton Collection ”) ; a hare’s 
foot that had been Garrick’s ; a make- 
up stick that had been Sir Henry Ir- 
ving’s (Dick knew several actors); some 
grains of gunpowder from one of Guy 
Fawkes’s tubs (“ From the Monteagle 
Collection”); a piece of concrete, a 
relic of the Wainwright murder ; a 
cricket-ball used in a famous Test Match ; 
a piece of gold lace from a coat worn 
by Charles II.; a neckerchief that 
was Nell Gwynn’s; a chip of wood 
from a tree cut down by Mr. Glad- 
stone ; a shoe worn by Hermit when 
he won the Derby in a snowstorm; 
a threepenny - bit with the Lord’s 
Prayer on it ; a series of finger-prints 
by famous malefactors (I made these) ; 
the favourite glass from which Robert 
Burns used to drink his toddy (“ From 
the John Anderson Collection”); the 


pen with which Dickens wrote Pick- 
ivich ; one of Sweeney Todd’s razors, 
and so forth. It was a marvellously 
catholic assemblage, chosen with great 
knowledge of the narrow range of the 
ordinary tripper’s interests and his- 
torical and literary knowledge. 

That was years ago, when the land- 
lord was simple and slim. To-day he has 
retired, lives at Bournemouth, weighs 
eighteen stone and has a son at Oxford. 

■_ E.V.L. 

flibemoriam. 

We learn with deep regret of the 
death of Lady Burnand, widow of the 
late Editor of Punch. Of her gentle- 
ness and true kindness of heart his 
colleagues cherish many proofs. We 
beg to offer to her family our very sin- 
cere sympathies. 
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many a time she took him to task, only themselves in the whin bushes on the 
THE COHVERSIQN OF WULLIE ANGUS. to be met with good-humoured promises roadside, the agents of conversion hurled 
Mr. William Angus, of the farm of of improvement and, as often as not, the pieces of turf at their unconscious re- 
Easter Brae, situate in one of the more production of some gift from the grand lative in older to hasten the crucial 
fertile Scots counties, was a person of shops of Inverdee. moment of the “ cure.” 

considerable local importance. Eightly, “ What can a body dae wi’ a man like Eventually Wullie stirred, yawned, 
indeed, was he so esteemed, for he was yon?” she asked herbrothers on one occa- rubbed his eyes and — stared. For a full 
a man of modest wealth honestly ac- sion. John, who, incidentally, disliked minute he sat thus, and then the ansi- 
quired, a good fellow, a good neighbour, the boasting about the mare, opined that ous watchers heard him speak. “ Quid 
and a veritable friend in need to all “ there vras naething sae likely tae cure sakes 1” said he. She ’s jumped it ! 

deserving objects. Nevertheless he had him as a guid scare,” and, as fear was a — .. . .. 

two failings. The one was an inordinate mode of conversion which had hitherto imvcctmcmt QTnrvo 

pride in his horses and cattle, and the not been tried, ways and means were iNVESTmENT STOCKS, 

other his habit of driving every Friday, discussed, and the execution of the “ Joan,” I said to my eight-year-old, 
in his smart trap drawn hy a bonny plan left to John and Andrew. “your grandpa has given you sixteen 

mare, to the market shillings for your birth- 

town some eight miles i// ‘ <3ay. 

distant. t)ut I Ve got a 

Now there is nothing ^ 'A paint-box from 

in driving to market ^ ' . ' . y Grandpa,” said Joan. 


which can with justice Wj ‘ '/ 

the wise old companion ^ ^ fat W 

of his many falls from “ ‘ sakes I ’ said he. ‘ She ’s jumped it I ’ ” d^ends. 

grace would quietly and in her own time The following Friday night there- If you strike it lucky in Mines or the 

take him safely to the iron gates leading fore found them about ten o’clock wait- Oil Market, it grows like a beanstalk, 
to his modernised farmhouse or, if they ing outside the gates leading to their On the other hand, if you select Otfeo- 
chaneed to be open, right up to his door, brother-in-law’s house. Before long man Bonds, it grows verv slowly — ^per- 
Now of Wullie’s first failing, his pride they could see a vehicle slowly approach- haps downwards, like a cow’s tail,” 
in his horses and cattle. Manyafantas- ing along the moonlit road. It was “ Supposing I just kept it in a bag 
tic wager had he lost over this mare, for Brae Princess with her usual Friday under my pillow, how would it grow 
he publicly claimed for » Brae Princess” load, and as she arrived at the high then?” 

^e combined virtues and qualities of a and massive gates she was noiselessly “It would grow mouldy. No, Joanna, 
Derby and Grand National winner and, stopped by the two conspirators, un- if you want to get rich quick, you must 
moreover, was always ready to put his yoked and led inside the gates by John, have a dip in Oil ” 
money down in support of his most wild while Andrew supported the shafts of Joan made a face. “ I don’t think I 
claims— ^eatly to the content of neigh- the trap. The gates were then closed, should like that,** she said decidedly. 

?? reason why he and quietly and gently the trap with The oil she knows best is castor, 
shouldnt pay for his opmions. This, its snoring burden was drawn towards “Well, try a gold-mine, orsomerub- 
however, caused uttle Mrs. Angus less them, the shafts put through the orna- ber. I tell you what, we’ll have a look 
eoncernthan the weeMy disgmce which mental ironwork and Brae Princess re- through the Stock Exchange news and 
was a heavy load to bear. Many and yoked inside the gates. Concealing make a few selections.” 


given mo six- 
llings too? 




found Inverdee a hos- ' ' | A 

pitable spot, and as I / 

“weehauif” succeeded 
“wee hauf” and “dram” ! /^//k 

succeeded “dram” even 
liis strong head had in 
I the end to admit defeat. 

It was then the rout- 
ine, established by long 
custom, for his mare to 

Wullie hoisted aboard, 
the reins tied at his 
right hand and the mare 
sent on her road home, 

Before this, as often 

as not, Wullie wotdd ' 

be sound asleep, and ' 

the wise old companion " ' “ ” 

of his many falls from 

grace would quietly and in her own time 






Guid sakes I ’ said he. ‘ She ’s jumped it r ” 





We routed out the morning paper 
and J oan came and sat on my kneer 

** Now,” I said, *‘in backing our fancy 
we will follow the method largely used 
by Turf experts — such as Mummy — 
that is, we will choosethenieest names.” 
And I turned to the Mining Market. 

“ Here we are at once. What about 
Nundydroogs ? Here we go gathering 
Nundydroogs, Nundydroogs, Nundy- 
droogs ! Shall we go in for a packet 
of those ? ” 

Joan smiled like “ Mona Lisa.” She 
always regards me with a certain polite 
suspicion on these occasions, not with- 
out justification. 

“ What are they like ? ” she inquired 
cautiously. 

“I*m not absolutely certain, but I 
think they 're tiny little round things, 
all different colours, like those sweets 
called Hundreds and Thousands. Shall 
' we have some ? ” 

We thought we would, just to try 
them. Then we passed on. Joan's 
next fancy was Doom Doomas, She 
pressed this with great determination. 

“Well,” I said, “if you insist on 
Doom Doomas, we must have one. 
But I decline to take any responsibility, 
A Doom Dooma is an awkward thing 
to have about a house. Probably 
you'll want a licence for it. Also, I 


believe they chase chickens. How- 
ever, it 's your funeral.” 

“I expect he could have Towser's 
old muzzle, couldn't he?” suggested 
Joan; and I could have sworn that one 
of her eyelids flickered. 

We passed on again, and I read out 
some more likely names. Joan called 
a halt at Broken Hill Props., but we 
I discovered that these were something 
like twenty-six shillings per prop. I 
doubted whether they would sell us a 
piece out of the middle, but after some 
discussion we decided to order a pound 
and a-half of prime cut and chance it. 
Then we moved on to Eubber. 

kU m 

•'O •'I* '4' 

It was about half an hour later that 
Mummy came in from her shopping, 
and by then we had completed our 
selection. It was as follows : — 
Nundydroogs (sample bag).- 
One Doom Dooma (with collar 
and chain). 

Broken Hill Prop. (IJ ib. prime 
cut). 

Gula Kalumpong (in syrup), 

}<•»*“•»)■ 

B.A.G.S. (one pair). 

Brokerage (|th). 

“ This,” I said to Mummy, “ is our 
considered selection. It might be de- 


i scribed as a Nursery Trust. Will you 
I kindly hand over the money ? ” 

I She dived into her bag and brought 
out a little blue-paper book. 

“I'm afraid,” she said, “I have 
already selected an investment.” 

“What's that?” I inquired. “A 
Contango ? ” 

“No, it 's a Savings Certificate.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “ Well,” 
I said to Joan, “ you may have a ring 
on your finger some day, but you'll 
never be a Noise on Wall Street, not 
with a mother like that.” 


Commercial Candour. 

“TSY KEXT TIME, 

You Might do Better.” 

Advt. in Flower-Shoio Programme. 

“BOK’r LET OTHERS ROB YOU, OOME TO US. 

& Son.” 

Advt* in Another Flo%oe7'-Shoio Programme. 

“Young Couple (Eton and Sandhurst), ovyn- 
ing a lovely place too large for them, one hour 
from London, with 700 acres, would he Avilliiig 
to take two or three Guns who would undertake 
to share exi>enses of putting down pheasants 
and keepers’ wages.” — Advt* in Daily Pa^er. 
We should like to meet a young couple 
who have been at Eton and Sandhurst, 
but it seems doubtful whether their 
plan of using Guns for putting down 
keepers’ wages would meet the approval 
of the present Government. 
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THE BULL-DOG BREED. 

“Do yon see that man? ” asked my 
friend Charles. “That is the famous 
Henry Tybalt. C. S. A./’ and he indicated 
a venerable bent figure which moved 
lialfeingly along Pali Mall. “ Twenty- 
two years ago he was a fairly suc- 
cessful business man and led a quiet' 
life; he was fond of vicarious travel 
and used to pore a lot over maps, mark- 
ing routes with a pencil. On one occa- 
sion he set about planning a journey 
in Africa, starting in the Myombo 
country and crossing the TJmamtakali 
near Myesmaduiio — yon know the 
region, I expect ? 

“ Quite,” I replied hastily. 

“Well, Tybalt wrote to the Africa 
Office for a map of that country and 
received the following : — 

General Dept., Africa Office, 

10th October, '01* 

Sib, — I beg to inform you that the 
map you require is reported to be 
available in this Office, price 2/-; 
cloth, 2/9. Any further communi- 
, cations on this subject should be 
addressed to the Public Dept. 

I am, Sir, 

Your obedient Servant, etc. 

“ So Tybalt addressed the Public De- 
partment, with this result ; — 

Public Dept, Africa Office, ' 

9th December, '01. 

Sib, — ^Replying to your inquiry of 
11th October, ’01, 1 am to acquaint 
you that your letter has been for- 
warded to the Librarian’s Dept, for 
disposal, 

I am, Sir, 

Your obedient Servant, etc. 

“ So Tybalt made a personal call on 
the Librarian. 

“ ‘ It is useless,* said the Librarian, 

‘ for visitors’ to come to any special 
department. This Ofiice is one and 
indivisible — ^it has no parts. In your 
case I advise you to communicate by 
letter with the Publications Depart- 
ment.’ 

“ Tybalt did so, with the following 
result : — 

Publications Dept., Africa Office, 

7th Ilarcli, '0:2. 

Sir, — With reference to your letter 
of 11th December, *01, I am to in- 
vite your attention to Eesolution 
XD 21517, whereby it is enjoined 
that certain publications are issued 
only with the permission of the 
Judicial Dept. 

I am, Sir, 

Your obedient Servant, etc. . 

“ Tybalt now set his teeth. He aban- 
doned his business, gave up his house 
and took a little flat near Whitehall, He 


spent his days in the Africa Office and 
his evenings in drafting letters to it. 
The Political Department, somewhere 
about 1905, pointed out that the re- 
quired map covered a portion of the 
domains of the Chief of Ulii, and that 
if maps were sold broadcast that poten- 
tate might raise an objection which 
might result in international complica- 
tions. However steps were being taken 
to obtain the Chief’s permission for the 
sale of one map. 

“Meanwhile Tybalt besieged the Legal 
Department, which was oflering objec- 
tions of a different character. They 
doubted whether the sale of maps by a 
Government Department was not an 
interfe3:ence with legitimate private en- 
terprise, and were unable to decide under 
what head the purchase sum, when 
paid, should be credited. The Account- 
ant-General’s Department naturally 
took a hand in this, and in time the 
Eevenue Department became involved. 

“ By 1910 Tybalt was a familiar figure 
all over the building. The messengers 
saluted him as he entered each day with 
his portfolio. He knew all the officials 
from top to bottom and could find his 
way without a guide from Eecord 
Boom E in the basement to the Secre- 
tary of State’s rest-room in the turret 
overlooking St. James’s Park. 

“In 1911 the State of Ulu was ‘ab- 
sorbed ’ and thus the political objec- 
tion was removed; but Tybalt bad yet 
to secure his map. , He was informed 
by an official in the Audit Department 
that he must await the termination of 
a correspondence with the Board of 
Inland Eevenue on the question of 
Eevenues (D) Unbudgeted-for. 

“In 1913 some doubt arose in the 
Supply Department as to whether the 
map itself was available, even if sanc- 
i tion should eventually be accorded to 
the sale. Also the Survey Department 
objected to the sale of obsolete maps, 
though their new ones were not likely 
to be complete for some years to come. 

“ Tlie "War somewhat slackened the 
I pace of Tybalt’s progress, so that 1921 
saw him still mapless but undefeated. 
However, his efforts had resulted in the 
appointment of a Eoyal Commission 
to inquire into the whole question of 
the sale of maps to private persons. 
The Commission has already been sit- 
ting for two years, and its report may 
issue any time duriug 1927. , 

“ Tybald was now an old man, worn 
out with his efforts but respected by 
I all. Last year he was decorated with 
i the Order of the Commander of the 
Star of Africa, amid the acclamation 
of the Popular Press, which loudly in- 
sisted on what he as a single citizen 
had achieved in promoting the efficiency 
of Government offices. 


“ Now you see him,” concluded j 
Charles, “ enjoying a well-earned retire- i 
ment.” 

“Certaioly an encouraging story for 
the young,” I remarked; “but did he 
ever get the map ? ” 

“ Yes, but not from the Africa Office. 
He bought it, without trouble, as long 
ago as 1902, at a railway bookstall. 
So you see he was a disinterested 
champion,” 

SONGS OF IMPUDENCE. 

IL — To Delta (Quick-Ch.vnge 
Quatrains). 

Whbnas my Delia takes the air 
The wild-rose hides its blushing face, 
Confessing as beyond compare 
The radiant glories of her face. 

For the colour of her hair is ginger 
And the colour of her eyes is green, 
And the mry brightest new brich is 
duller than the rubric 
Upon her lips habitually seen. 

When Delia speaks the grove is mute. 
The nightingales their plainings hush ; 
The blackbird stills his golden flute 
And silent is the speckled thrush. 

For the accents of her voice arepiercimj, 
And its quality so harsh and shrill 
That it pierces io the marroiv like a 
vitriolic arroio 

Or a 2oe7tetrating dentist's drill. 

When Delia mingles in the dance 
Her paramountcy is complete ; 
Spell-bound and glazed as in a trance 
All eyes are fixed upon her feet. 

For she *s agile as a young opossum 
And as graceful as an old emu, 

And her genius for conUn'tion suggests a 
double portion 

Of the spirit of a boxing kangaroo. 

When Delia into fiction strays 
A new star swdms into our ken, 

And critics rapturously praise 
The sprightly runnings of her pen. 

For she 's very, very “ stark " in her 
“ awareness " ; 

Her reticence is absolutely nil ; 

And she drains the muddy chalices of 
psychical analysis 

With a gusto that can never quaff its 
fill. 

In fine, -wherever Delia goes 
New marvels burst upon the sight, 
The whole horizon gleams and glows 
Apparelled in celestial light. 

For never in the wide loorld's annals 
Has woman Hie eternal and supreme. 
In the Ark or in the Argo, from Medea 
doion to Mabgot, 

Evolved a more electrifying “ scream." 
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poster, having for her own convenience actor; yet he didn’t seem the kind of 
AT THE PLAY, styled herself the relict of one General man to worry much about that. 

“To Have the Honour” James Bulger, C.B.) and led for years But it was still more important that 
(Wykdha:\i’s). a life of exotic adventure — the plot we should entertain no doubts as to the 

!Mr. Alan ^^Iilne is his own most begins. Now plots demand a certain reason why Michael had left Jennifer] 
dangerous rival. He should not write clarity and cohesion, and Mr. Milne’s and the explanation given — that the 
such good First Acts, Once again he genius, you would say, was not built for War had left him a bit on edge — seemed 
has given us a brilliant beginning and such responsibilities. Yet he made a rather inadequate. Of course we all 
once again in what followed he seemed veiy entertaining thing of it, even if wanted two such charming people to be 
to suffer by comparison with himself, it might have been a shade more plan- reconciled, but vre should have liked to 
So at least the first-night audience sible. ^ he shown a little more convincingly 

thought, if one might judge by their Briefly, Michael had invited himself how it was that, with so many gifts in 
apparent decline from their earlier en- with the hope of seeing Jennifer again common — that of imposture, for one — 
thusiasm. But I went again on the (having heard very nice things of her they ever came to separate, 
third night and came to tlie conclusion from the loyal Angela in the South of But the sparkling dialogue made 
that the dialogue of the Third Act was as France) and is re-conquered by her generous amends for any inadequacy 
good as that of the First. Was it that charm. however, sus]Dects him of plot or revealed motive. Beally 

the cocktails provided for the [ ^ TT^TT! ! ... . 7^ T” | excellent sport was got out of 


Prince's party had got into the 
lieads of thefirst-niglit audience, 
or spoilt their palates for the 
good wine that was to come 
after ? Fmst-niglit audiences are 
strangely susceptible. Or was it 
simply that by the third night 
a certain very popular actor had 
become better acquainted with 
his vrords ? 

In the opening Act Mr. Milne 
seized all his chances with the 
various types that were “to 
have the honom:” of dining 
with Prince Michael of Neo- 
Slavonia ” : — the casual host, 
Sinwn Battershy, and the still 
more casual hostess, his daugh- 
ter Angela; the stolid Captain 
Holtf British to the core and 
perfectly satisfied with his vague 
knowledge of the nature of buffer 
States ; his banale wife, drenched 
with bromides ; Mrs, Faiihfull, 
a pattern of genteel snobbery, 
and her ingenue daughter (not 
quite so simple as she looked) for 
whom she had designs ; the local 
doctor, with a republican con- 
tempt for Comets and conven- 






Fond Father {ceasing 7iis miateur plumbing operations). 
“Let Daddy pull that tooth out with his pincers. 
You don’t want to go to a cruel dentist, do you?” 


excellent sport was got out of 
Prince MichaeVs success not 
merely in imposing his imagin- 
ary buffer State on a public 
which is content to take foreign 
Princes at their own value, but 
in persuading literary critics 
to accept his estimate of the 
claims of Neo- Slavonia’s greatest 
author, “Tushkin” — a purely 
fabulous person. The fact that ' 
the Foreign Office had never 
heard' of the place proved no- 
thing. And it was a genuine 
stroke of humour when at the 
very end Michael is made to learn 
from a well-informed Press that 
a revolution had just occurred 
there. (This delightful incident 
had disappeared by the thhd 
night — I can’t imagine why.) 

Sir Gerald du Maurier 
showed a nice discrimination of 
manner in the treatment of his 
two characters, the assumed and 
the real; and an easy adapt- 
ability to every turn of the situa- 
tion. In Miss Madge Tither- 
ADGE [Jennifer) he found a kin- 
dred spirit, swift in response 
and subtle in suggestion. She | 


tions; and the incomparable of philandering after her dear friend has the artist’s right horrorof italics and 

very free lance. Their respective atti- Angela (she could not have known makes her best remarks more piquant 
tudes toward the Great Event were much of that insensitive young lady if by letting ns feel that our intelligence 
treated with a most engaging freshness, she feared any danger for her from such has had a share in their success. Miss 
The only flaw that one could reason- advances), and threatens to expose him Grace Lane’s toady, Mrs. Faithfull — 
ably find lay in the excessively dilatory if he does not go ofl‘ by noon of the the last word in provincial refinement — 
methods of (Miss Faith Oelli). next day. was a finished performance. As her 

She should have got into her dinner- At this stage MichaeVs motive be- daughter, Miss Joan Clement Scott 
dress much sooner. It seemed most un- comes a little obscure. It was not clear gave a very natural picture of hero- 
likely that even so unceremonious a flap- — even at the second time of seeing the worship, frank and even shameless. As 
per would have received and entertained play — ^why he should have taken as Miss Faith Celli did the busi- 

her earlier guests in her dressing-gown, much pains as he did to forestall this ness (largely without words) of striding 
I may offend themore confirmed Cellists, exposure by a further feat of creative about in n^gligd, smoking and cock- 
hut I confess to have gTOwn a little art, designed to explain his imposture tail-drinking, as one who knows well 
weary^ of her repeated and protracted away. For, if he subsequently succeeded the ways of the masculine moderns ; but 
apparitions in that informal garment, in his purpose of recapturing Je7mifer's I liked her best when she took a feminine 
With the revelation (to the audience) affections, he could hardly continue his interest in forwarding the reunion of 
of Prince Michael as an impostor — ^he career as a Prince, and, if he failed, that Michael 2 JidL Jennifer; and she was really 
turns out to be a plain Englishman of career was equally at an end. Perhaps delightful when she listened to the as- 
j ^ i^ename of Brown, who has separated he wanted to leave the Court of Neo- founding inventions and prevarications 
his wife Jennifer (herself an im- Slavonia without a stain on his char- of Michael without turning a bobbed 
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hair. Her final, ‘‘Game on, children,” 
in the gently .patronising tone of a 
woman of the world, showed that she 
differed from Mr. Milne’s opinion, ex- 
pressed earlier in the play, that there 
is nothing quite so innocently youthful 
as the advanced flapper. Lastly Mr. 
Nicholson (as Simon Batter shy) and 
Mr. Eeic Stanley (as Doctor AinsUe), 
both treated the stage as if it were their 
own private apartment, which takes 
more doing than you might think. 

There is a tale told of a lion which 
missed his man through springing too 
high in the air, and was found later on 
in a retired glade quietly practising low 
jumps. The case of this animal is not on 
all fours with that of Mr. Milne, though 
there may be clever people who will tell 
you that he aimed too high last time 
and is well advised to confine himself 
to lower flights. Eor myself I cherish 
the belief that he will one day give us 
a great play of serious quality. It may 
he merely a question of years and ex- 
perience. Meanwhile I am more than 
content to know that he is as young as 
ever, and can delight us with a return 
to the manner by which his reputation 
was made. Jn that manner he here 
excels himself. A -more mature judg- 


ment has discarded certain elements — 
adopted or home-made — which weak- 
ened his art; and, with this, he still 
retains the spontaneous freshness and 
irresponsible gaiety that charmed us 
from the first, 0. S. 

The Diehard Spirit. 

“A bayoneted patrol stopped us on a swing- 
bridge over a rocky gorge about ten o’clock, 
and meticulously examined our papers.” 

Mdncliester Pa^cr, 

Plucky of the patrol to stick it after 
being stuck. 

From an article on the bicentenary 
of Kant : — 

‘ ‘ In metaphysics and ethics and anaesthetics, 
he emancipated the human mind and gave it 
wings wherewith to soar.” 

Birmingham Pajoer, 

J list like our dentist when he gives us gas. 

From the report of a motoring case : — 

“From the evidence it appeared that de- 
fendant put his foot on the accelerator think- 
ing it was the brake. He was forced to take a 
wide s-weep at the corner by the Canal Bridge, 

and in doing so he collided with Mr. , who 

was pushing a sweep’s truck.” — MidlandPaper, 

The Bench, disapproving this method 
of taking the sweep, fined him a guinea. 


NIGHT-SCENTED STOCK. 

They say the ghosts of garden lovers 
crept 

Down the long borders where the flowers 
all slept. 

To see if it was well 
With petal, bud and bell, 

If blooms they had befriended 
Were well and gently tended. 

And one of them, a little lady's ghost, 
Sorrow^ed because the flowers tliat she 
loved most 

Were all so sound asleep 
That she could never peep 
Into the hearts of roses 
Or gather scented posies. 

No blossom in the night would raise 
its head 

In fragrant welcome to the loving dead, 
Until some little stocks 
'Neath slumbering hollyhocks, 
Hearing the faintest sigh, 

Guessed she was drifting by, 

Missing and longiu g for the scents of day, 
So wafted fragrance to console her way. 
And now each summer night 
Their petals mauve and white 
Unfurl in scented hosts 
To cheer all garden ghosts. 
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which we can ill afford to lose. Personally I always wonder 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. these novelists do it— how they manage to get their 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) atmosphere. I marvel at Mr. Wetman’s intimacy with the 

I THixE I should have guessed, even if Miss Clemence France olTheHmseofthe Wolf or U^er the Bed Bobe, 

Dane had not given me dates, that TFa7tdm‘7ig' Stars (Heine- with the England of SArews toy or Gh^tnge, and again 

siANxl took time to write. It has the unmistakable cachet here, in The Traveller m the Fur Cloak (Hutchinson), with 
SStion. In theme, and still more in sti-ucture, it is middle Emope in the days of Napoueon s supremacy 
almost wantonly original. Yet so sure and delicate is its The story is fi^ of real excitement as well as the clevemst 
handling that you do not realize until the last page how contrivance. Young Franks OartwgAt meets with the 
strange and devious is the path vou have followed. The best of his adventures while trying ^to trace the where- 

Lok apparently faUs into tw’o — H diplo- 

uuuis. o j - matio chief, Perceval Elks, 

disconnected pai s, and it is v . 

not until you are naii-wa^ ' ^ 

through the second and titular H fl I P fromyiennawithmostim- 

story that you discover that portant despatches on the 

these dovetail. The first tale, UA termmation of the British 

“The Lover,” is on the face of 1 ikX secret rmssion to the Court 

it a fantastic idyll of a ruined V. ' \ K f f Austria. Before he succeeds 

and restored marriage. It is . ^^l m ^ L ' '' L '’S he hassomeunpleasantex- 

reaUytheplotofaplay. And ^ periences, you naay be sme. I 

the play was written by Grey- M \ ^‘ hketheseeneintheGrand- 

doii Hart, a venal dramatist, ^ castle of Yerbst, where 

at the prompting of Lamaris 11 m ^ he escapes from Danmi s un- 

Pay 7 ie,Qieactreslleadinglady s welcome attentions by_ mas- 

of“ Wandering Stars.” Mart's Ai|fcA\<0l\V iiil} -j queradmg as a Book in the 

view of the case was simple. iAp Grand Duke s afternoon game 

He was hard up, financiaUy o* chess played _ with hving 

andinteUectuaUy.andhemade pieces. And again the scene 

a play out of a hoydenish ^^’liere he extracts a safe-con- 

yoiingactress’s haphazard sug- f W / 1 duct from Daiiowt himseH m 

gestimi. Damans saw it other- iKi ...mitli ' Wmm '/M/ order to go and unravel the 

wise. To her the play was V i, ,1 „ liii/ W mystery of FlBss disappear- 

not only her supreme profes- ance. Then the fin^struggle 

sional chance; it was (what ml USl^ f^J with the villainous Waechters, 

she valued more) her unique Vf I' if J\ '^'^ere busy abducting the 

opportunity of speaking her Ig \ M ''' ' English governess of the Zerbst 

passionate mind to Mart. rl///m/mm\W/// ill' h family, and the rescue when 

Hitherto he had only seen her ## ^ ,) J Eero is on the point of 

in the ^dZ<?5 of other women; 
now he had written her, and 
she would play herself for 
him. EarVs success and his 
collaborator’s failmre are re- 
counted nine years afterwards 
*to the dramatist himself by an 
obscure, embittered and pathe- 
tic dwarf named Cairns^ who 
loves Ddmayis and has wit- 
nessed (as he says) the birth 
and death of her soul. The 
dwarf, the actress and the 
dramatist, their relations and 
interactions, are all Miss Dane 
sees fit to give us. Their set- 
ting is only indicated, and 
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being hurled into the foul 
cellar where the bones of his 
chief already lie — all these 
make excellent reading for 
those who are not ashamed 
of a little sensation artfully 
contrived by good sound 
joinery work. 




‘ ' :■ Inwriting the history of his 

1-p i ' !■■;!": I r ®/ ^ regiment, Princess Patricia's 

-,j' i'llij' |jll'lil Canadian Light Infantry 

’ ‘ ^ (Hodder and Stoughton) 

NervcnisPunter{w7ioliasphinqedotvt7iefavoimte),^^TH:EB.-B^s Lieut E HoDDEE-WlLDIAMS 
some™ OTJB BOOKm I don’t like.” ^ g 

Friend. “What — ^ms face?” ., 

Nervous Flints. “No, ms hunnino-shoes.” compfie auother sectional war 


has done more than merely 
compile another sectional war 
record; he has established a 


their colleagues and rivals are little more than shadows, link between the gloomy horrors of a campaign as conducted 
When any of these for a moment materialize, their solidity in the twentieth century and the gay irresponsible wayfaring 
is almost felt as an impertinence. The book stands or falls that passes for war in the chronicles of the age of chivalry, 
by GaimSy Damaris and Hart, But I cannot imagine it Whether it is because the author deliberately willed it so 
falling with any reader of discernment. or because he simply could not help it, the impression he 

creates is that the regiment was recruited, not from plain 

Mr. Stanley Weyman is still our premier novelist of the men of the days of T.N.T. and gas-masks, but from those 
historical-romantic school. I can call to mind no other who followed, lance and coat-armomr and all, in the train 
successful writer ^ who of his own initiative decided to of the Black Prince and Du Guesclin. For one thing the 
abandon the fascinating game of fiction while still in the author has at his command such an intimate knowledge of 
fulness of his powers. Fortunately Mi\ Weyman relented, the details of raids, reconnaissances and patrols as makes 
though he was silent for ten or a dozen years after the these exploits stand out as personal adventures, the equiva- 
pubhcatiopL of Wild Geese in 1908. I hope he does not lents of the single combat before the battle. More than 
xnean t^etire again. For his is a variety of the novel that, he is happy in Wng able to weave into the very fabric 
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VARNISHING DAY CHEZ THE PRE-CAVEMEN SOCIETY. 

*‘Hl! WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO MY PICTURE, YOU SCOUNDREL? ’’ 

“A THOUSAND PARDONS. I MADE SURE IT WAS MINE.” 


of his narrative the history of the Eegiment’s Colour, 
their Princess Patricia’s Colour, worked by their lady herself 
for the regiment, and by the regiment carried safe through 
the main crash of ten set battles, to be brought back finally, 
battle-scarred but triumphant, home to the giver. It is 
said that no other unit carried a banner — officially it was 
only a camp-eolour-~right into the firing-line, and the author 
is by no means disposed to miss the picturesque values 
attending the distinction. After all, when a unit can main- 
tain, through four years of European war and a five times 
repeated casualty list approaching absolute annihilation, 
the individuality and reputation that by common consent 
distinguished the “ Patricias ” from beginning to end, there 
must have been that in the men themselves that might 
drive any writer to use the language of romance. 

Needles and Pins (Fisher Unwin) is a novel of grievances. 
So if you like to see typical post-war troubles fictitiously 
ventilated you will enjoy it. And if you don’t you won’t. 
This is not to say that Mr. Oliver Madox Hueffer cannot 
project his sympathies into something more exhilarating 
than the sighs of ex-servicemen and the groans of wedded 
incompatibles. He can and he does. But muddles and 
miseries, and the characters and circumstances that make 
for them — these are his strongest suit. His hero, Peter 
Trefiisis, has been married young to a conventional wife 
and inducted young into a Beal Estate agency ; the former 
by the exertions and the latter at the expense of a certain ; 
hectoring Arhiitlinot. Peter wears his triple yoke with j 
sufficient grace until the War lifts it ; but once out of the^ 
Army he neglects his business, flouts Mrs. Arhithnot and' 
philanders innocently but tactlessly with Bacliel Liston, a ! 


mannequin. Bacliel is also unhappily married, her hus- 
band,^ a ‘temporary gentleman,” having ruined an excellent 
baker’s business in an attempt to retain his war-time caste. 
The adventures of Peter and Bacliel in search of a couple of 
divorces, complicated by Peter's pseudo-quixotic entangle- 
ment with a third and still younger lady, are the peg on 
which hang the plaidoiries aforesaid. Peter's own case for 
himself, the loudest and most insistent of these, is very 
prettily demolished by three highly dissimilar mentors — a 
straightforward landlady, an honest old parson and a benevo- 
lent but eccentric etcher. ^ The last-named finally succeeds 
in shipping Peter to Mexico, where genuine work and an 
absence of petticoat patronage and thwarting speedily bring 
about his rehabilitation. I am not at all sure that Peter 
deserved this last rose-coloured chapter; but I am quite 
certain I did. And I hope Mr. Hueffer, whose sincerity 
of observation and comment does all it can to mitigate 
the dreariness of his main theme, will arrive at El Dorado 
a little earlier in his next volume. 

When young Mark Conicay was invalided out of the 
army with a maimed hand in the middle of the War, he 
went over to Stockholm to a sister who had married a 
prominent business man and Eiksdag member, and spilt 
his coffee over the ankles of The Sivedish Woman (Cape), 
who with great presence of mind told him that he was 
part of her fate, Bigne Ankarshold, a beautiful blonde 
whose husband is difll and in America, loses her easily lost 
heart, while Mark, victim of first love, loses both heart and 
head. Very cleverly does Mr. Egbert Crozier Long 
show you glimpse by glimpse the character of this stran^ye 
seductive woman and only gi'adually lets you into the secmt 
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that she is essentially rather a fraud. She becomes Marh s 
mistress for a time, hotly professing the world well lost, but 
steering a very prudent course ; and when the tedious^ busi- 
ness of the divorce on tactful grounds of incompatibility 
comes up for settlement and A^ikctrslcdld is sticky about it 
she finds it easier to throw over poor Marh. Never surely 
in all fiction has heroine so risked her beauty by shedding 
such abundant tears. Signe is always crying or wiping 
away the results of a good cry just completed, and I can t 
help thinking that this would have palled on Ma7% and that 
perhaps he is w^ell out of it at the price of a temporary broken 
lieart, though oiu author makes you quite understand how 
deep he fell into it. Few vuiters have Mr. Long’s powder of 
making his settings so objectively real. I feel as if I had 
been on a pleasant tour in and about Stockholm, and that, if 
I went there I shouldn't be a complete sti*anger among its 
friendly folk. A very attractive piece of work. 

How many people, I wonder, though they are acquainted 
with the little poem about Timbuctoo — or Timbuktu — written 
for the encouragement ~~ ^ 

of missionaries, know 
where on the earth’s 


First American {mahing motoV’-toitr of our ^^LittU Island ”), ‘*Say — can’t 
YOU KNOCK A FEW MOEE ODTEE HEE, BO?” 

Second American , “Well, I might, but we ^eb gettin* a bit neae 

THE EDGE.” 


surface that mysterious 
city may be found ? In- 
spired perhaps with the 
resolve to end the agon- 
ising uncertainty once 
for all, Lady Doeothy 
MxlIjS actually went to 
Timbuktu all by her- 
self, and (if I am to 
believe the frontispiece) 
armed with a rifle. In 
The Boad to Timbuhiu 
(Duokwoeth) Lady 
Dorothy describes her 
expedition in a pleasant 
gossiping style happily 
free from the solemn 
affectation of the pro- 
fessional traveller, who 
is apt to imagine that 
the exact hour at which 
lie awoke in the morn- 
ing, what he had for 
breakfast, how blue the mountains w^ere, and what time he 
went to bed, are matters of enduring interest. But Lady 
Dorothy is your real traveller, who loves travelling for its 
own sake, and is persuaded that to journey is a far, far better 
thing than to arrive ; and that, having arrived, the best thing 
for you is to depart. She pursues no important scientific quest, 
delights in perpetual movement andrevels in new experiences, 
no matter what hardships she suffers in their acquisition. 
Intense heat, flies, dirt, bad food, a voyage up a tropical river 
in an iron steamer, iUness, the candid habits of primitive men 
and ,the insatiable curiosity of primitive women — ^these 
miseries and more also ^vere all in the day’s work for Lady 
Dorothy Minns. Pluck, endurance and determination 
brought her to Timbuktu. Lady Dorothy was the first 
Englishw’oman to enter that mud-walled, incense-perfumed, 
immemorial city, islanded in the desert of grey sand, onee 
the centre of Mohammedan learning, trade and pleasure, 
now crumbling into decay, garrisoned by the French, in- 
habited by Sonhrais, visited by Touaregs and Berbers, 
Belahs and Targuis, and scorched by a pitiless sun. On 
the whole, I have decided not to journey to Timbuktu my- 
self, but to be content with my vicarious visit in Lady 
Dorothy’s agreeable company. 


Perissa (Grant Bioharbs) is Mr. S. P. B. Mais’s twenty- 
first book, but although in a sense he may be said to have 
come of age I do not think that he has yet reached years of 
complete discretion. In this story he again chooses as his 
hero a young man to whom women rush with **both arms 
extended.” As a caresser Mian DetMch was not perhaps 
as active as some of the young men to whom Mr. MAishas 
introduced us, but no one could say that he was irresponsive 
to the advances of these infatuated ladies. Pauline (married) 
Qjid Felicity (unmarried) succumbed to charms, and 

part of my trouble lay in the fact that I failed to see why 
they should fall in love with him. I should imagine that 
Mr. Perrin and Mr, Traill were never far from Mr. Mais’s 
mind while he was writing the account of Golden Friars, 
We are told that there is no such school as Golden Friars, 
a statement which I find no difficulty whatever in accepting. 
But if I cannot believe either in Julian as a schoolmaster 
or in the school where he taught the boys to love him, I 
was pitiably impressed by a master called Westhrooh 
This poor man, incompetent and miserable, represents a 

“ tragedy not uncommon 
in school life, and I find 
him grimly real and 
pathetic. For the rest 
Mr. Mats writes with 
enthusiasm of country 
life, and much can 
be forgiven in a man 
who rejoices so exuber- 
antly over exercise and 
fresh air. 



Miss Magdalene 
Horsfall has ample 
justification both for 
going on her travels 
and for writing about 
them. She sets out 
with the firm intention 
of enjoying herself, and 
she meets inconven- 
iences with laughter. 
In Vagabond Fortmm 
(Methue^ — its sub- 
title is “Wayfaring in 
Provence ’ ’ — she suc- 
ceeds in communicating a considerable amoimt of her en- 
joyment to her readers. Possibly her humour is sometimes 
a little obvious, but in the main she writes with real 
appreciation of what she hears and sees. And it is a more 
than ordinary blessing to find a traveller who uses her ears 
as frequently as she uses her eyes. Vienne, Avignon, Arles, 
Nlmes were among the towns which this happy party of 
four ladies visited, and I can recommend Miss Horsfall’s 
account of the “ fulfilment of a day-dream ” to anyone who 
goes a-holidaying in Provence, She makes no attempt to be 
vastly instructive, but she does not neglect the history^ of 
these ancient towns, and she is always alive to their beauties. 
Personally, I cannot read suchnames as Camargue, Tarascon, 
Vaucluse, Les Baux without wanting to be up and going. 


Our Publicity-Shunning Manufacturers. 

“No View at the British Empire Exhibition, 

Stand No. 

Advt, in Weekly Paper, 


“Another contest at the light-weight limit between Fred Bretonnel, 
the French light-weight champion, and Paul Fritsch will he brought 
off in Paris during the first month in May .” — Sporting Paper, 

We are apparently in for a prolonged spring, if ever it begins. 
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CHARIVARJA miles an hour. Scottish, has taken out United States 

/ "Viscount Quezon suggests that its naturalisation papers. It is believed, 

Mlle Jjenglen may, afte all, come licence should be suspended for at least however, that numbers of people are 
^ Her revised six months. ... well aware that they are Scottish but 

attitude is understood to be the out- ^ * are doing nothing whatever about it. 

come of a long interchange of notes A resident of Westerham writes to a 


attitude is understood to be the out- 
come of a long interchange of notes 


3,nd contemporary sayingthat he has written The problem of getting recruits for 

m. iroiNCAEB, seventeen letters to the Income Tax yachting has been discussed in The 

^ authorities asking for an explanation of Times, We suggest a revival of the 
A monster mouth-organ contest is to a certain matter in connection with his press-gang. . , 
take place in Philadelphia next month, demand note. If he could only tell them 

Thereis some talk of the League of Na- what it means the authorities would At a meeting of the Actors’ Associa- 
tions onering us services as mediator, pass the information on to him. tion last week it was alleged that there 


It is estimated that one 
American in every forty now 
visiting London brings a saxo- 
phone with him. No wonder 
Peesident Coolidge is in fa- 
vour of another Conference on 
disarmament. 




Judge Keityon refused to be — ^ =ri 

Secretary of the United States 
Navy because he had no quali- ...lijilli! I ’ 
fications for the job. Things ■ 

seem to have reached a pretty f 

pass in America' if officials = f 

have to be qualified for Gov- I 

ernment posts. ^ 

America has no Poet Lau- \ 

reate. Great Britain has, but | 

you wouldn’t notice it. - 

According to Sir Arthue 
Ejsith, man’s jaw has dropped =f & 
half an inch since prehistoric 
days.- Not much of a drop, ylfm 

considering the Budgets he has 
had to put up with. 

A man who' can speak six ||||||^^& 
languages has just married a 
woman who can speak three. 

That seems to be about the 

right handicap. in H 



Id At a meeting of the Actors’ Associa- 
‘ tion last week it was alleged that there 
are people who pay to get on 
stage. It is sometimes 
suspected too that there are 
who. actually pay to get 
into the stalls. 

(t * sj- )!c 






Miss Pauline Frederick 
says that modem husbands do 
not drag their wes home by J^nes attracted BXTI LIITLE AIlENiiON WITH ^ “^wr 
the hair® That comes of wear- nmst lead. 

ing shingled hair ; but is it ^ 1 A writer in The Daily Mail 

worth while? ^ With so many artistic posters adver- says that the Sandy Vark is the most 

" tising seaside resorts it is surprising that repnlsive creature in the world. But 

We understand that the builder who some artist has not given us a picture have you ever cau^^ht sight of the ex- 
fell frona a scaffolding into the. mud of the pathetic moment when a boarder pression on the faces of the people who 
of the river IrweU at Manchester is pays his bill and kisses his landlady sit opposite you in the Tube ? ^ 
smelling as well as can be expected in before tearing himself away, 

the circumstances. A doctor says that a man may be 

“ I went outside to look at a funeral,” dmnk through suffering a severe shock. 
The latest malady is a slight deaf- complained a woman at the Willesden So that you need not even drink the 
ness known as wireless ear.” On the police court, and while I was away whisky. It ’s sufficient to pay for it. 

other hand the wearing of headphones my husband deserted me.” - A bad c^se ' ^ ^ 

tends to improve the appearance of of the quick taking advantage of the -Debts Bought, any distance (except Scot- 
those whose ears flap m the breeze. ' dead. ^ land). Best price given, cash down.’’ 

^ Trade Taper, 

During the gales last week it is esti- A noted opera singer, having dis- We protesb against this implied slur 
mated that on more than one occasion covered, to her surprise, that she was upon Scotsmen. 


A picture in this year’s Acad- 
emy was painted by a grocer. 
In advanced Chelsea circles the 
opinion is that it would be much 
more remarkable if the Academy 
exhibited a picture painted by 
an artist. a. ', 1 . 

Complaint is . made that 
too many important cricket 
matches at Lord’s have been 
fixed for May. Still, experi- 
ence has'provedthalj even later 
in the summer the weather is 
not always fit for sleeping in 
the open air. ,,, 

'jls 

With reference to the straw- i 
berry reported by ^ a contem- I 
porary to be blooming at Vent- 
nor, it has now been declared 
to be wild. Annoyed, we im- 
agine, by the publicity it has 
received. ,j. 

According to a film expert 
there are many cinema artistes 
who never indulge in divorce. 
Yet we all go about our busi- 
ness without giving a thought 
to the drab lives these people 
must lead. ... ,,, 


VOI.. CLXVI. 
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THE GREAT RECONCILIATION. 

The Liberai^ Leader to the Labour Le^vder. 

Now let the note of turtles matched 
Eeplace the dog’s suspicious growl, 

As by the cheek he lately scratched 
Your Herbert lays his loving jowl ; 

For, 0 my Eamsay, I had wronged you ; 

But hear me now while I rehearse 
A blessing, in the fomd of song, due 
From lips that came to curse. 

For some long while I deemed that you 
Were sniffing at me with your nose, 

But that I erred in such a view 

Your Free-Trade Budget clearly shows ; 

How could I still be peeved or pettish 
When with a heau geste you concede 
High tribute to the holiest fetish 
Of all our Liberal creed ? 

It lightens too the burden laid 
On cups that temperately cheer ; 

It brings relief to lemonade 
But none to whisky or to beer ; 

Y^our jealous Unionist may judge it 
A work of mere’ strategic art ; 

For me, this breakfast-table Budget 
Thrills my responsive heart. 

As for the late Imperial pact 

So loosely pledged in England’s name 
By Tories who Suppressed the fact 
That Eussia had a' prior claim — 

If -those who -join to-day’s assembly 
Of favoured' British hoped' to touch 
More Preference than they’ve got at Wembley, 
They want a deal too much. 

And, though your Budget has no beans 
To offer to the unemployed ; 

Though Coventi,y may say it means 
More idle hands and bellies void ; 

Why heed a hungry people’s strictures 
So long as you and I agree ? 

Keep ’em amused with cheaper pictiues 1 
Swill 'em with cheaper tea ! 0. S. 

SANDWICH-NIEN. 

I WONDER how many men ever willingly take sandwiches 
with' them on a railway journey. Very few, I suspect. 
Men otherwise upright and hojiestin practically every walk 
of life will descend to- the meanest and most despicable 
shifts in order to get out of the house without them. They 
will put them Into the pocket of the wrong coat, or leave 
them, if they are not closely watched, on the hall-table. 
They will tell lies and recklessly invent dining-cars to be 
rid of them. They will scornfully deprecate the suggestion 
that they “ might be glad of them ” ; they will ‘‘ get some- 
thing” if they want it. And their jaws set in firm, hard, 
adventurous linos as they say it. Men who live for weeks 
in the desert without food have jaws that set in lines like 
that; I don’t know why. 

On the other hand, ninety-nine wives out of a hundred 
consider that their husbands are inadequately fortifiied 
against the hazards of travel without sandwiches. That is 
one' of the numerous little things unprovided for in the 
marriage service. 

I do a good deal of travelling in trains and I have become 


pretty good at avoiding the insidious packet of sandwiches. 
It is usually sufficient for me to point out to Angela that 
the train has a dining-car and that a meal helps wonder- 
fully to pass the time on a journey. But once or twice it 
has happened that 1 have failed to notice a '** or a or 
a § or something mixed up with the column of figures, and 
I have been forced to admit, when subjected to sufficient 
pressure, that perhaps a packet, a small packet, of sand- 
wiches might be ... . 

Then with a glad little cry Angela dashes away to the 
kitchen, to reappear a few minutes later with a neat little 

psi'i'cel. . . , 

I know that there are eight little sandwiches in it; I 
know that they are carefully wrapped up in a clean table- 
napkin (returnable); I know that the crusts are cut off; I 
know that affection has been lavished upon their pre- 
paration. It would be impossibly churlish not to be 
grateful. 

Once in the train, I discover my mistake. There is a 
dining-car. 

I face the situation with a brave little smile. Here, I tell 
myself,' is an opportunity for the practice of a little economy. 
As offhandedly as possible I say to myself, “I may as well 
just eat my sandwiches now that I ’ve got them,” And 
then, as soon as the dining-car attendant comes along the 
train with the announcement of the first lunch, I rise and 
follow him like a lamb. 

After a spoonful of wildly wobbling soup, an underdone 
fragment of a disillusioned halibut, an over- cooked portion 
of mutton (with d Ico London and North South 

Railway), a dash of fruit' salad once removed from the 
tin, and a minute cube of synthetic cheese, triumphantly 
garnished with a stick of soft celery, I stagger a him-, 
dred oscillating yards back to my compartmeot. Then 
of course th^re arises the problem of disposing of the 
sandwiches. 

I can’t throw them out of the window. That would be 
waste, besides being unkind to Angela. I do not for a mo- 
ment suggest that they would come in the category of things 
likely to hurt men working on the line. 

It is almost equally impossible to give them away. If 
you offer them to a fellow-passenger it practically amounts 
to telling him that you don’t think he looks able to afford 
a lunch in the dining-car. On the only occasion when 1 
tried to do this I was so overcome with natural embarrass- 
ment that I inadvertently offered them to a man who 
had just been sharing a table with me. For a moment it 
looked as though he was going to solve my difficulty by 
throwing my sandwiches out of the window and me after 
them. ... 

To return home with the packet unopened is out of the 
question. Any husband knows why. 

Up to last week I was of the opinion that a packet of 
sandwiches is about as easy to get rid of as a dead body.. 
But I know better now. 

I had just left my table in the dining-car to go back to my 
compartment, and I was, already struggling mentally with 
the question of what to do with the packet of sandwiches 
which was in my pocket. A touch of indigestion gave the 
problem point. 

And then, as I passed the door of the little kitchen, a 
brilliant solution of my difficulty presented itself. For 
there, in the doorway, stood the chef, a lean and hungry* 
man (like Gasoa), and I suddenly realised that it was incon- 
ceivable that the man who had cooked that lunch should! 
ever eat any of it. Before me stood probably the bne really 
ravenously hungry man on the train. I put my hand in 
my pocket .... ^ 

He took them. L. du G. 
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THE MOEE EAYOUEED NATION. 

MEjaco {to Bussia, who has just been saluted by Mr. MacDonald). “ I DON’T RTilP, WHY I SHOULDN’T 
BE EEOOGNISBD BY HIM IE YOU AEB. IT’S TEUE I DON’T OWE ENGLAND SO MUCH 
MONEY AS YOU DO, BUT I OWE HER QUITE ENOUGH.” 




DIARY OF A IWONDAINE. 

Mayfair Mansions. 
Back from quite a snappy Easter at 
Midshire Oastle. June Smiley and Solo 
Sombrero, the (at present) wedded film- 
stars, are still the Duke's tenants, and 
they invited him and Anne down for 
Easter and asked them to bring as 
many of their friends as they liked. 
Everyone was simply crazy to go. Not 
only did the invited ones, like myself, 
turn up, but ever and ever so many 
who hadn't been asked — ^Pixie Dash- 
more first and foremost of them. “Anne, 
you wretch ! she said on arriving ; 
“ you didn't ask me, but here I am. 
Put me up anywhere, in a bathroom 
or a passage or any old corner — I don't 
care, so long as I 'm in the same build- 
ing as darling Solo Sombrero ! " 

And all the women, yes, even includ- 
ing myself, were almost as bad as Pixie. 
But of that more hereafter. 

We 'd a perfectly nice time, dancing 
and ragging and playing hide-and-seek 
in the grounds after dinner, with electric 
torches avec discretion, and so on and 
so forth. 

[ The Midshires' stately old butler is 
sliill at the Castle, and Anne said to him 


one day, “Well, Bateson, how d'you like 
these new times ? Any complaints ? ” 

“I make allowances, your Grace, I 
make allowances,” answered Bateson. 
“One doesn't expect much from such 
as them, but their money 's good, and 
certainly Miss June Smiley is a dear 
little woman. My most serious trouble, 
your Grace, is that I don't 'ardly get 
any time for'writing my memmors''‘ 

Bateson's opinion of June seemed to 
be shared by most of the men, and the 
Midshires' third boy, Geoffrey, was so 
eperdxmnent epy’is of her that his mother 
was quite worried about it. “ For, even 
if June were free,” Anne said to me, 
“ Geoffrey wouldn't have any chance.” 
June herself, however, didn't cut him off* 
from all hope. “ When Solo and I con- 
clude to go back to the States and get 
a divorce,” she told him, “111 bear 
you in mind, boy.” 

“ S’pose I 'd have to queue up with 
dozens of others,” grumbled Geoffrey ; 
“ and my people are sending me to the 
other end of nowhere to grow rubber or 
pepper or salt or something, and I'll 
lose my place in the queue.” 

“Well, you must get a messenger- 
boy to keep it for you,” said June with 
her million-dollar smile. 


“ And see here, sonny,” she went on, 
reverting to the language of her pro- 
fession, “you mustn't worry me; you 
must keep more at long-shot and not be 
a close-up for evermore ; and you mustn't 
register jealousy whenever I give a w’ord 
or a smile to other boys.” 

And now for the sensational happen- 
ing caused by the fatal fascination of. 
our dear Solo Sombrero. Among his 
many charms is his perfect dancing. 
Of course we all wanted him for a part-' 
ner at the after-dinner dances at the 
Castle ; indeed the other men scarcely 
got a look-in. And I must say Pixie 
Dashmore was selfishness itself in the 
way she took possession of him. We 
all felt it; but most especially Delia 
Easthampton, who 's as mad about him 
as Pixie. The climax came one evening 
when Pixie and the too-charming Solo 
were sitting out in a cosy nook during 
the dancing. Delia bm^st in on them in 
a white fury. 

“Don't you think you 've monopolised 
him long enough?” she demanded of 
Pixie. 

“ Oh, no — ^hot nearly long enough ! ” 
answered Pixie coolly. 

“The next dance is mine and I ’ve 
come to claim it,” said Delia. 
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can’t spare him/’ Pixie told lier. 
‘‘Indeed and indeed, dearest, you must 
find another partner ; you dance 
^vell enou^li for him, though he’s too 
j sweet and kind to say so.” 

‘"You know you're engaged to me 
for the next dance, don’t you ? *’ cried 
Deha, turning upon poor dear Solo, 
who, feehng dreffully foolish, hesitated i 
and said he w'asn’t sure. ! 

“ There, run away, Deha,” said Pixie, 
who seemed determined to push things 
to extremes; “you’re interrupting a 
most enthralling talk.” 

“You shall pay for tliis, Lady Dash- 1 
more ! ” whispered Deha in a good old 
melodramatic hiss. “Meet me in the 
shnibbery to-morrow moiming at seven, 
if you ’re not afraid.” 

“Good-oh!” was Pixie's answer. 
“I’m not afraid of anyone, least of all 
of you. Lady Easthampton.” 

And they did meet in the shrubbery 
next morning and took a shot at each 
other with their httle to}^ pistols ; and 
Pixie got off untouched, but Delia got a 
little toy buhet in her shoulder and was 
1 rushed up to town the same day and 
had the buUet taken out. 

We tried to hush it up, but there was 
a leakage somewhere (Bateson, we all 
thought). The dailies were very decent 
about it and said: “The Countess of 
Easthampton arrived in town yesterday 
and was operated on for appendicitis 
at Easthampton House last night. She 
is progressing quite favourably.” But 
that drefful West-Mid Whispei's printed, 
in the place of honour and in the very 
biggest type : — 

“RECIPE FOR THE BIG EASTER EGG 
SUPPLIED TO THE HoUSE-PaRTY 
AT Blankshire Castle, Blankshire. 

Ingredients . — Two Society Matrons and a 
famous and fascinating Pilm-Sfcar. 

3\Iix well together and add plenty of dancing, 
ragging and Flirting, with a big * F.' Season 
to taste with furious jealousy and finish off 
with a meeting in Blank Park of two Society 
Matrons and two pretty little jewelled pistols : 
one Society !Matroii wounded and the other 
S.M. just escaping arrest ! 

Besult — an Easter Egg of quite extraordin- 
ary size and succulence.” 

Of com'se West-End Whispers ought to 
be punished, but no one ’s brave enough 
to do it. 

Ean over to Paris tlie other day to 
see those wonderful creatrmes, 

Dubois and Adrienne Lepage, in their 
marvellous new play, Henri et Lucile. 
The theatre was packed, and there 
were evidently lots of my dear com- 
patriots present — there was so much 
laughter in the wrong places. But 
what a play! And what players I What 
pouvoir, what savoir, what ilan, what 
technique I Oh, when, when, when shall 
we be able to show anything like it in! 
the lil old village on the Thames 1 


Henri and Lucile are a devoted young 
couple, who have the profound apergu 
that their marriage would be still 
happier and they would appreciate each 
other even more if they each eloped 
with some one else. Through the First 
koi Lucile is aiTanging to run away from 
her adored Henri with Louis, to whom 
she is quite indifferent. Through the 
Second Act Henri is arranging to run 
away from his idolised Lucile with 
Simone, whom he rather dislikes than 
otherwise. Through the Third Act they 
discuss the matter together in all its 
bearings and from every possible angle, 
with a psycho-analysis, an intuition, an 
instinct, a connaissance, that leave one 
breathless. They have come to no 


definite conclusion when Lucile raises 
one eyebrow, Henri shrugs one sboulder 
— and the curtain falls ! 

Such applause I’ve seldom heard, 
especially from the English present, 
who haven’t understood much of what 
went before, but have been told to watch 
for the eyebrow and the shoulder. 

Smith Minor’s French translation : — 
Rose, ^mue, r4pondit . . .* 

‘ The pink emu laid another egg.^ ” 

There was a kind Curate of Kew 

Who kept a large cat in a pew, 
Where he taught it each week 
Alphabetical Greek, 

But it never got further than fxv. 




“A BAWLING CROWD OF BELLIGEREKT PROGRAMME-SELLERS.” 

^r- r^niininr- mdustiial oxhibits roally populap with ‘‘I showed them the way to the 

PIONEERS OF EIVIPIRE. the island people woiild be to put bar- Queen's Dolls' House/' I said. 

X. — Oli> Visitors and New. riers and turnstiles in front of them thought that would be as much as’mere 

Strang-e ior the old pioneer wlio has and charge half-a-crown for admission, weak women and children could manage 

walked right in wherever a piece of the [Besides, my whole family is here, and in one day.” 


paling-happened to be down, who 
has roamed through uninhabited 
prairies littered with plaster limbs 
and heads of the lion, the moose 
and the dragon, who has known 
the Never-Start Eailway long be- 
fore it started never-starting, and 
the lake when it vras the only dry 
spot in the Exhibition, to see a 
Wembley guarded by jabbering 
janitors behind impregnable turn- ^ 
stiles, through which filters con- ^ 
tinually a meek and admiring 
crowd. ... 

There is nothing to- which the 
English public will not submit U 
when it desires to see a show — A|f|| 
children through one gate, adults \|n 
through another, no change given, 
and a bawling crowd of belliger- ^1 
ent programme-sellers and guides. 

But I suppose it might be worse. 

There is no turnstile at Wembley 1 
through which one is compelled 
to enter on all-fours, or at which , 
one has to pay the entrancemoney 
in cowrie shells* One is also al- 
lowed to take one's umbrella in- 
side, except of course in the Palace i 
of Imperial Art, where feeling nat- ^ 

urally runs high. 

I told the Illustrator that the J 
time had come for us to tackle the ^ 
Palace of Industry. 

“Why that?” he asked, look- 
ing a little sad, for his heart had 
been set upon tigers and dancing-giils. 

“Look at these swarming mobs,” I 




m 


w<^\ 


' Bather pleasing — ^what ? ^ 


“ Lead on to your Industries, 
then,” he muttered, relinquishing 
the East with a sigli. 

The feeling of conscious superi- 
ority that fills the heart of the old 
pioneer is due in a great measure 
to the fact that he knows who is re- 
sponsible for some of those amaz- 
ing architectural feats with w'hich 
the Wembley Exhibition abounds. 
He has rubbed shoulders with the 
en^neers; he has seen the builders 
eating buns. Instead of gasp- 
ing, for instance, at a Colonial 
pavilion or a romantic bridge, he 
speaks quite lightly and casually 
of “ Ayrton’s pavilion,” or “ Ayr- 
ton’s bridge,” or “Williams’ struc- 
tural work,” or “Weaver’s har- 
monious tout ensemble/' almost as 
if he had been present during the 
Olympian consultations and given 
a few pieces of valuable advice. 
And so in the Palace of Industry 
itself, whilst the ordinary sight- 
seer, staggering under the aesthe- 
tic impact of tall gilt pillars sur- 
mounted by lions and elephants 
or the contents of a cornucopia 
rearranged to resemble a bird, 
your pioneer ^observes airily, “Ah, 
yes 1 Williams -Ellis’ columns. 
Bather pleasing— what ? ” And he 
knows who made the temples of 


ing a iittie sad, tor his heart had ^ ^ v, tobacco and boots and 

been set upon tigers and dancing-girls, bits of another, and I don’t want to biscuits and linoleum so beautiful that 
“Look at these swarming mobs,” I meet them before I must. They are so it would be a shame to consider them 
replied. “In great industrial exhibi- young and terrible. Two of them are undertheheadingof Utility rather than 
tions I have always noticed that the boys wearing minus eights.” that of Art. 

one place where you can get a little “I don’t supposeyou ’ll ever see them Butif Industry can be rendered lovely 
cahnis in the section devoted to indus- again,” said the Illustrator. “What to the eye it still remains Industry. 


In fact, the only way to make the | did you tell them to do? ” 


I After haK-an-hour or so of Industry fche 
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back aches, the knees bend, the tongue industries there. We have seen the 
hangs out, the handkerchief wipes the mere mechanical side of printing al- 
weary brow. It was so with the Illus- read5^” 

trator and myself. We became indig- ‘‘I rather like the chairs here,” he 
nant when we looked at the fresh smiling said a little later, 
faces of the young men 


mmvm 
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Ami Australia.” 

‘‘ And s/ic liked Australia best, because 
I the kangaroo 's her favourite animal.” 

! “Next but foiu* to my favourite 
! animal, you mean.” 

“And South Africa; 

, and the ostriches were 
all having their tea, and 
their heads went up and 
down like choppers.” 
“I took them twice 
III in a motor-boat round 
the lake, and they 
wanted to go again.” 

; * * And we saw Burma, 

j and I liked that best 
because the wind rang 
the bells and the people 
were all smily. And I 
liked Oannida best too, 
1 and there was a man 


and women at the stands 
whose life "was rendered 
so easy for them by 
theii* smoothly-running 
machines. 

wm J-T— r p I JPU 

“ It could have been our helixes r 

done, too, quite easily,” I added, “if “So do I,” I agreed. “What about “Felices, fellces,” I corrected with 
Sir Laueence Weavee had had the having another ? ” pain. “ I don’t wonder that your Latin 

sense to connect up the Palace of En- We must have spent some time over report ” 

gineering with the Palace of Industry the exhibits in this place, for on look- “ I ’ve shown them the Palace of Art 
and make the one drive the other ing at my w^atch I discovered suddenly and we walked through India and East 
backwards and forwards or round and that it was time to meet the Dolls’ Africa ” 

round.” House party on. the central bridge. “ But she wouldn’t take us down the 

We had seen wool and cotton, we had “ Well, did you get there ? ” I asked coal-mine. Can’t we go down the coal- 
seen mannequins, we had walked inside them in the patronisingtones of a world’s mine now ? ' ’ 

a safe large enough to contain the worker talking to social butterflies. “ No, no — ^not the coal-mine. I want 

I American Debt or the new to go on the lake again. I 

Budget, we had dabbled our ” 

hands in the deceptive har- 
bour of Belfast, which ap- 
pears to be made of blue best.” 

glass, wehaddroopedamongst nobody but me savr 

dressed leather and limped ||mW snail.” 

through loaves of bread, we “Well, well,” I said when 

had fainted amongst the per- the torrent had slightly 

fume of flowers. We now ^ abated; “I’m glad you’ve 

»stood before a grim Gothic had a jolly time. Whilst you 

castle with a raised portcullis, ' been amusing your- 

whose only guard seemed to ^ ^ selves the Illustrator and I 

be a beefeater; and this sight, ''' ^ ’ * have been busy— very busy 

for some reason or other, evolution of a choco^te (t^ chocolate is indicated indeed.” 

seemed to give the Illustrator * ” What I can’t make out is 

a sudden idea. “ Did wo get where ? ” where you got to.- When we’d done 

“There is a sort of club somewhere “To the Dolls’ House?” I said. the Palace of Engineering we walked 

in this buildmg,” he said, “for the “Ages and ages ago we did.” through the Palace of Industry, hut w^o 

Press.” “ And I saw the lift and the garage.” couldn’t And you anywhere.” 

“It would be a great pity,” I told “And I saw the snail.” “ Suppose,” I said, “that we all go 

him earnestly, “not to inspect the “ And we ’ve seen Caimida.” and have some tea.” Evoe. 




to go on the lake again. I 
liked the lake best.” 

“ And I liked Burma best.” 
“And I liked the engines 


The evolution of a chocolate (the chocolate is indicated 
BY the AEEOW). 

I “ Did \Y0 get where ? ” j where ; 
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BRIGHTER TIME-TABLES. 

Among all our modern changes and 
reconstructions one publication has re- 
mained stationary for at least thirty 
years — ^the Eailvi’ay Time-table. I do 
not mean that the times of the trains 
have not changed, for it is obvious that 
they have. But the “ lay-out ” of the 
Time-table has remained the same ; its 
story is told in the same old monotonous 
manner, month after month, year after 
year.^ 

This seems, in these days of adver- 
tising, a remarkable omission. The 
Eailway Companies have here a great 
instrument for publicity ; why do they 
not play upon it ? The Company with 
the most attractive Time-table would 
certainly carry off the goods — or, at any 
iute, the passengers. 

I have given much thought to the 
best method of brightening the Time- 
table. My first idea was to write it up 
as an exciting story : — 

‘‘ How was Lancelot to be at Mud- 
dleboro’ in time to rescue Nora from 
Vernon's foul clutches ? He knew that 
the 8,30 ran only on Mondays, and 
I that the 9.20 was a slow train, stop- 
i ping at . . . etc., etc. 

I But this method is a little difiScult, 

I and I have a far better one. The Com- 
I panies are employing eminent artists to 
i design their posters. Why not employ 
I eminent poets to enliven their Time- 
tables ? 

I am aware, o£ course, that our poets 
have already done much to help the 
railways. Mr. Noyes has exhorted us 
to “Gome down to Kew in lilac-time ” ; 
Mr. Bbuloo has hinted that “ They sell 
good beer at Haslemere.*' But much 
more than that might be done through 
the Time-tables. 

The note of the Great Western Eail- 
way Time-table, for instance, should be 
one of peace, of rest from toil. The first 
two towns mentioned in my G.W.E. 
Time-table (an old one, of course, but it 
will serve) are Abbeydore and Abbots- 
bury,^ and we might start like this, in 
a vein almost reminiscent of Long- 
fellow : — / ' ’ 

Are^yoii vroi’kworii, are you very 
* ' Weary of the City’s roar ? 

Go you then to Ahbotsbury 
Or to gentle Abbeydore ; 

Paddin^on 's the terminus that 
Calms the sohl and rests the eye, 

Free from all the fume and fuss that 
lilar the other termini. 

It may not be good manners thus 
obviously to disparage the other man's 
goods, but we cannot afford to-day to be 
too sqii^mish.- 

Then we come to the Southern Eail- 
way. I foresee some trouble here over 
^ Sussex, because certainly several of our 
poets will’ claim the right to sing of 


Sussex and how best to get there by 
rail. But perhaps they may be per- 
suaded to collaborate, when I fancy 
we shall produce something like this : — 

In Sussex, sweet Sussex, in Sussex by the 
sea, 

The downs lift up their mighty heads, the 
winds blow full and free, 

And Pullman-carsrun smooth, run smooth, 
upon their metal track. 

To take you (from Victoria) and eke to take 
you back. 

And then there is the Isle of Wight 
Eailw^ay. I should like to see that 
suitably celebrated in song. Here is a 
suggestion: — 

Come to our Island Railway ; seek to-day 
Our moss -hung road, our time-worn 
rolling-stock ; 

Here you may dream the long slow hours 
away, 

While on the rails the ancient timbers 
rock ; 

Still as of yore by flower-girt streams we 
creep — 

Inviolate our heritage we ’vo kept ; 

The carriages in which you strive to sleep 
Are those in which your rude forefathers 
slept. 

A more rugged style will suit the 
wares of the Northern lines : — 

Pilgrim, seek not 
The fern-hung grot, 

The dew-bespangled mead, 

But seek the mire 
Of Lancashire, 

For here is Life indeed i 

So much good coal 
Will warm your soul, 

So many downright men— 

The L.M.S. 

Runs an express 
To Liverpool at 10. 

This is enough to show the idea. I 
commend it to the Eailway Companies 
of Great Britain. 'Indeed to give the 
thing a start they can have my poems 
— for a consideration. I should not 
even ask for cash ; a few shares would 
do. A Perp. Ann., which I am told 
means a Perpetual Annuity, has a 
j)leasant solid sound. 


Ars est celare artem. 

“ Vanishing day for members of the Royal 
Academy was on Saturday.” — Yorhshire 

“ENGINE JUMPS THE RAILS. 
Mishop on a Nottm. Suburban Line.” 

Nottingham Fajper. 

Once more the compositor rises to the 
occasion, 

From a summary of the Budget : — 

“ To abolish the 50 per cent, duty on dried 
waiters Scots Faper, 

It sounds like an attempt by Mr. 
Snowden to placate the “ Bed" Sea. 


From a Parliamentary report : — 
“There was only one bass in a house, and 
that was not the husband .” — Evening Paper, 

He being, of course, the smallest of 
small beer. 


WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIGHTON, 

I. — The Mascot. 

^^Why shouldn't we run down to 
Brighton ? " said George Eowland cas- 
ually, one Saturday morning. 

“Eun?” I said. “Has it come 
to that? I thought one walked to 
Brighton." 

“Eun you down in the car, I mean," 
said George. “Lunch at the Oosmo- 
pole." It was then half-past eleven. 

“Thanks very much, George. But 
why should I go to Brighton ? " 

“ Why does one go to Brighton? " said 
George darkly. 

“ I don't know," I said. “Docs one? 
Others do, I know — ^but does one, 
George ? " 

“One does," said George very darkly 
indeed, “but two are better. If you 
want to see life, old boy, you come to 
I Brighton." 

i.': s;: 

If you want to see death, old fellow, 
you go- to Brighton in George's new 
car. It is a monster, and the latest 
thing in monsters ; it has a bonnet the 
length of an ordinary two-seater, and 
within the bonnet are concentrated the 
strength and swiftness of a hundred 
horses; it has tyres a foot thick and 
wheels like the shield of Achilles. 

Before the front seats are placed nine 
shining ometers or gauges, with jig- 

gling needles, by which the driver may 
know his speed per hour, the time of the 
day, the temperature, the oil-pressure, 
the petrol-pressure, the amount of water ; 
in the carburetter, the condition of the | 
magneto and many other things. There 
is nothing to show the day of the month 
or the state of the tide. 

The bonnet is of shining aluminium, 
and on the foremost extremity or prow 
there stands a naked female figure in 
silver, in the attitude of a bad swimmer 
about to dive into the sea on a very cold 
day. 

The speedometer, I noted, was marked 
up to a mere eighty miles per hour. 

I was tied down in the front seat, 
and we shot out of the garage, roaring- 
like lions. 

“Isn't she a darling?" said George, 
as we reeled round a refuge. “ What 
shall I call her ? " 

“I should call her ‘ The Wise Virgin,' " 

I shouted, with a frightened glance at 
the speedometer. 

“ Why ? ” he shouted back, whizzing 
past a steam-roller. 

“ Because she 's just going to throw 
herself out of the car." 

“ I 'nx talking about the car." 

“ I 'm talking about the Naked 
Nymph,” I yelled, holding on my hat, 

“ the Silver Suicide." 

“ Oh," said George, “ she 's Bellona," 
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who, like ourselves, were southward 
bound for Brighton. It was a wonder, 
that endless stream of pilgrims, muffled 
figures, so much alike, and all pro- 
tected by Nymphs and. Angels from the 
perils of the road. They looked neither 
to the right nor to the left, but kept 
their eyes fixed upon the South, as 
conscious of a quest. And as they 
flashed ahead of us, one after another, 
there mounted in me the sense of a 
common urgency and purpose, and I 
wondered, ‘‘ What do they seek in the 
City of Dreams ? ** 

I asked George. 

George assumed the tone and air of 
a man who knows the world. 

“ You wait,'’ he said. 

And so we came to Brighton, un- 
scathed. And at Brighton I posted the 
Silver Suicide to the A.A. representa- 
tive at Croydon, where on the Monday 
we retrieved her. 

George,” I said, as we went in to 
lunch, “ if I were you I should call your 
mascot * True Love.’ ” . 

Why, old man ? ” 

“Because absence only makes her 
stronger.” 

“ Don’t follow, old chap,” said George. 

A. P. Hi 


BOUGH STUFF. 

A SOMBEEEO on his head, a picturesque 
knotted handkerchief round his neck, 
cowboy’s chaps and a wide brass-studded 
leather belt in which were stuck two 
evil-looking revolvers — that was the 
picture presented by Silas N. Hunk as 
he leant overthe counter idly passing his 
hand to and fro over his unshaven chin. 

A small mean man, wearing steel- 
rimmed glasses, came up. He looked 
like the kind of man who never misses 
the 8.45 to the City and drinks cocoa 
for dinner. You would have said he 
was the most harmless person in the 
w^orld. He spoke to Hunk, who eyed 
him insolently for a space and then 
turned away. Instantly a shot rang out 
and the bullet liowled through the air. 

Hunk started ever so slightly, then 
recovered his composure. 

“ Say,” he said, turning to the other, 
whose weapon was still smoking, “ I 
guess, compute, collate and ratiocinate 
that you know as much about shootin’ 
as an Eskimo knows about bathin*- 
suits.” 

The small man smiled nervously ; 
then suddenly his expression became 
grim and determined. 


“Well, we shall see,” he replied. 
Crack, crack ! Two more shots and 
a bell tinkled, 

“ Not so dusty,” said Hunk, and then 
turned his back to the counter. “ Step 
along ! Step along I ” he cried. “ Any 
more to try their skill at the Wild West 
Shootin* Gallery ?* The finest side-show 
in this lil ole exhibition. Step along.” 

Our Truthful Press. 
“TORRENT OP FALSEHOOD. 

FBOM OUE OWN COEBESPONnENT.’* 

Daily Vaj)er, 

“Yarn Expeet 

Wanted as buyer for German Yam wholesale 
firm. Only serious ofiers .” — Manchester Paper, 

Nothing to do, then, with Reparations ? 

“ Jos3 R. Capablanca of Cuba, World’s Chess 
Champion, won his seventh round adjourned 
match with F, D. Yates, England, in 77 years.*’ 
Ca^iadian Paper, 

The hustler ! 

“ Summer in SKYE.—Complctely furnished 
cottage ; water outside.” 

Advt. in Scots Paper, 

To those who know the climate the 
assurance is unnecessary. 
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AIMTI-CLOCHE. 


in his chair — ” a sportsman, I am ready 
to face any challenge in reason. But, 
Sir, I protest ” — here he raised his voice 
and gripped the arm of his chair — I 
protest against this new practice that 
has sprung up out of these County 
Alliances, by which I am expected to 
play against — not one golfer, but two 
— a professional and an amateur who 
league themselves togetlaer against me, 
making no concession whatever for the 
fact that I am playing a best-ball 
match. Sir, it is to me quite incom- 
prehensible that in a game so honoured 
by tradition, so distinguished for its 
I etiquette, there should be sucli a sudden 
transgression of the most elementary 
I principle of sportsmanship. Two against 
one on level terms ! It is monstrous, 
ridiculous, childish, farcical. What is 
the excuse for it ? What pleasure can 
men derive from being six up, eight up, 
twelve up, fifteen up on Bogey under 
these conditions ? ’ ’ 

He paused and wiped liis foreliead 
with his handkerchief. The clock on 
the mantelpiece struck twelve. I felt 
uneasy and rather ashamed. His tone 
' was very sincere and his argument 
seemed incontestable. 

“I am sorry,” he went on quickly; 
‘‘ I should not have alloAved my feelings 
to get the better of mo. But I hope you 
see my point,” 

“Indeed I do,” I replied. “Some- 
how I had never thought of it in that 
light. I did not realise that you, 
that ” 

“That I mattered?” he suggested 
with a smile. “ Quite so. But does it 
not occur to you — I know it must — 
that, as a lover of a great game and 
as one who has done so much to popu- 
larise it, I feel keenly the danger wdtli 
which it is beset by such tomfoolery 
— quite apart from any consideration 
of my own ?” 

“ It does,” I concurred w’'armly. 

“ Eight,” lie said, leaning forward in 
.his chair. “Then may I ask you to 
help me ? ” ’ 

“Me?” I inquired. “What can I 
do?” 

“You can help me,” he replied, “if 
you wall. You are a writing man. 
You can take up my cause in the Press 
and state the remedy for it.” 

“But,” Iprotested, “it is impossible; 
I do not write that sort of w'ay. T am 
a — I never wrote anything serious in 
my life. You should go to someone 
like — er — Lovat Pea ” 

“No, no,” he said, holding up his 
liand; “you are wrong. It is these 
serious people, these professional re- 
dressers -of grievances, these popular 
declaimers, these makers of public 
opinion who have brought me to the 
plight I am in to-day. They will do 


.nothing for me. They — they are too 
’close to the public, too much on their 
side ; they will never urge the public 
to give up the joy and excitement of 
being fourteen up on Bogey.” 

“ Well,” I said, “ supposing I w^ere 
'able to help you, what remedy is there 
'for this unfortunate thing ? ” 
i “The remedy is simple,” he answered. 
“A new creature has been made by 
these Modernists — a man whom I have 
never met and never played with. He 
was designed specially to meet those 
very conditions to vrhich I have re- 
ferred — the far-flying ball, the perfect 
greens and so on. His name is Par. 
He is a very good player — an unnatur- 
ally good player. He gets up in two, 
against any wind, at holes that I can 
never hope to reach in two with a fol- 
lowing wind; he does holes in three 
that are a good fifty yards out of the 
range of my tee shot. He is a perfect 
'player. Is not this the man who should 
play the better ball of the professional 


and amateur in these County and Dis- 
trict Alliance competitions ? Wouldn’t 
that be a fairer match for them, a better 
match?” 

“ Indeed,” I answered, “ it would. I 
wonder it has not been done. You are 
quite right.” 

“Good,” he said, rising from his 
chair. “ That is all I have to say to 
you. I leave the matter confidently in 
your hands. And I thank you very 
much indeed.” 

He held out his hand. 1 grasped it, 

“But, Sir,” I began — but he had 
moved swiftly to the door and w^as gone. 

And now, reviewing the question in 
the cold light of morning and thinking 
it over from every point of view, I have 
a strange feeling that, unworthy as I 
am to plead so great a cause and un- 
likely as it is that any useful result can 
come of my pleading, I can never liope 
to be happy again until I have re- 
counted the incident as it happened to 
me last night. 




TO ARAMINTA, ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

Deae Araminta— strangely named, 
And most intriguing of my nieces, 

So un-Victorian and untamed, 

So full of mutinous caprices — 
Presuming on an nuclei's right 

Candour mth kindliness to ^mingle, 

I humbly venture to indite 

My greetings ih“a jog-trot jingle. 

There little in yoii ofiihe maid* ' 
Your namesake, placi<^y i;omahtic, 
Limned in the polished lines ojE Pbaed, 
And very far from corybantic;- ‘ 

You need no warning, no defence 
Against indulging predilections 
Por swains whose solid “ excellence ” 
Is their sole claim to your affections. 

Your ’re modem to the finger-tips, 
And, while addiictedl to athletics, 
Ineariitadiiie your cheeks and lips 
With oleaginous cosmetics.; 
Domestic discipline you scout 

As savouring of the Medles and Per- 
sians, 

And yet your saner self ‘‘ will out ” 

In various amiable reversions. 

* “ If he ’s only an excellent person, 

, My own Araminta, say No.” 


Your knowledge of Victorian lore 
Is just as skimpy as your raiment ; 

E.g, you "d never heard, before ' 

I told you, of the Tichborne Claim- 

. ' ; 

iBut these shortcomings you redeem, 

' ■' My surly discontent disarming, 

When' you confess that Jane ’s 
* . ^"supreme” 

!And Troleope ** absolutely charm- 

jYou are the human counterpart 
Of radium — ^but not of argon ; 

You have acquired the dreadful art 
Of gabbling in the Freudian jargon ; 

, You have the most supreme disdain 
For slipshod writers and best sellers, 

• And yet contentedly remain 

I One of the very worst of spellers. 

You read, whene’er you can afford 
Time from your goH or tennis 
matches, 

And so your memory ’s strangely sfcored 
With jewels and with purple patches ; 

Some garish in their modern hues, 
Suggestive of the dyes of Judson, 

Some lifted from the mystic muse 

' Of Donne, the limpid prose of 
Hudson, 


You wound me when you interlard 
Your talk with epithets uncomely, 
And laugh at me when I i^egard 
Your verbal caracolings glumly ; 

Yet I imagine, since the smart 

Lasts but a little while^-pamviper— 
True gold is hidden in the heart 

That beats beneath your ramlx)w 
jumper. 

So, viewing with a lenient gaze 
Your homage at the shrineof fashion. 
And flattered by your friendly ways, 
Which, after all, may be compassion*— 
For you are twenty and a belle^ 

My handicap is sexaginta — 

The reason why I cannot tell,” 

But still I like you, Araminta, 

“Oaveen Beauties. 

Tlxe roof is erowctcd with statistics of purest 
wMteJ* — Ce7jhn Fa^er, 

The Ohanceddoe of the Excheq^uee 
should note this place for his next 
holiday. 

From a feuUIeton : — 

'‘He was afraid of the love that had come 
and which lay in the crook of his right arm . 
against his heart .” — Dmly Paper, 

Another freak-hero. 







Mat 7 , 1924 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARI. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


of wealthy Members, unable to bear the Snowden was as moderate in substance 
strain of listening to Mr. Snowden’s as he was admii-able in manner. There 


ami . rrn , , — — o » c«o aav? wcvo cwiajluajlojuxchix Luaiiiici.. xiicic 

T^sday , ^ il 29iii. The prospect predatory periods, marching mom-nfully was not a word about the Capital 


of hearing Mr. Snowden reveal the ^ ^ Levy ; and the Govebnob oe the B‘ank 

secrets o the first Labour Budget pro- OF Bnodand could not have insisted 

duced a large attendance of the Com- niore strongly than he upon the para- 

mons, and also caused several of the mount importance of preserving the 

Peers (who do not resume work for an- SW national credit. 

other week) to take a busman s holiday There were no new imposts ; better 

Quesfaon-tiine did not furnish much increases in old ones (the 

to distract attention from ^e matter victims of super-tax breathed again) ; 

“ T ? % ™T on the contrary, substantial remilsions 

OF THE Boaed OF Te^e to abate the of the duties on sugar, tea, coffee and 

nuisance caused by oil from passing entertainments, a slight reduction in 

vessels reaching om- shores met with telephone-rates and complete abolition 

little sympathy. Mr. Webb evidently (this was a surprise) of the Inhabited 

thoughtthecomplaintwasexaggerated, M kouse Duty, 4icli in one form or 

and did not respond to Col. Odthbbbt JiF^ another has been with us since the 

Jambs s suggestion that he should try M ' ^ Napoleonic Wars, 

bathing on the East Coast and see the / As theCHANCELLOE emptied out these 

results for himself. successive boons from his ample cornu- 

A propos, I suppose, of Mn Snow- / # \ copia. enthusiasm grew on the Labour 

DEN S recent article on the Housing / and Liberal Benches-rather more, per- 

questmn m &n American newspaper, haps, on the latter than the former. 

Mr. Obmsbt-Goee elicited froin Mr. Even the ranks of Toryism could not 

&TNBS that under the present regime forbear to cheer — until Mr. Snowden 

Ministers were permitted to write for administered a cold douche by the an- 

the Press, but that the further question 4 nouncement that the Government in- 

whether theii’ ]oumalistie pronoimce- tended to repeal the McKenna duties, 

ments would be held to bind the Gov- and would not stir a finger, unless 

ernment as a whole would depend upon compelled by the House, to carry out 

what they said. Mr. Austen Cham- ^ the Preference proposals of the Imperial 

EEELAiN s attempt to explore the eftect OonWenrA 

o^f iiOa tl,« doota-ne o! MB. 8NODOEASS TAKES OFF HIS COAr. tC. “«.a, m Sir EOBFBT HoK»’s 

CAbmet raspomibility was— meroifally “Win. v< oi. rs a Otoaia Eusoim opialoii, the only blots noon An olher- 
L" sIJaSL Onmns-ont sl.ort by wise erceUenl Budget, wbleh Any ol 

me&PEAKEH; , , Snowden’s predecessors might 

V\ liatever indiscretions Mr. Snowden out of the House, amid the triumphant have propounded, though they could 
may have permitted himself in other plaudits of the Clyde-side chorus. not, as he gracefully admitted, have 

directions he had carefully preserved The outcome, as all the world now done so with greater clarity, 
the secrets of the Exchequer; and, knows, was “very otherwise.” Mr. Mr. Asquith’s compliments to Mr. 
^ough the usual crop of Snow'den were equally 




‘Will yb gie vs a G-eukral Election 

NOO ? ” 

Hr. Kirkwood. 


directions he had carefully preserved 
the secrets of the Exchequer; and, 
though the usual crop of 
Budget-forecasts has ap- 
peared in the Press, not ^ 

one of them, as it turned Jv^ 

out, was officially iti- Mm 

When the CHANOELiiOB 
rose at five minutes to 
four no one outside the 
Government could sa}' 
with certainty whetlier 
the fanatic or the finan- 
cier in his duplex person- 
ality would come out on 
I top, whether his instru- 
raent would be the big 
drum or the humdrum. 

For a moment, indeed, 

when he remarked that j 

it was on this day fifteen j 

years ago that Mr. Lloyd 

Geobge introduced his i 

famous ** henroost - rob- TO 

bing ” Budget, I had 





P/BRiti5h^ 

Motor* 



Visions that we might be 


DROPPOTG THE MASCOT. 

The New Chauffeur [Mr. Snowden), “The first thing I shall do is to 


inforflunthArnf thAcoTTiA Ttie mw vimuffeur \,Mr, Snowden). “The first thing i shall do is to 
mioranotneiottnesame scbap that excbesobnoe. It offends my taste.” 

Kina ana tliat presently qi^ Chauffeur (Sir It. Hobne). “Well, ip you take my tip you 

wermghtsee a procession won’t, for the car has never run properly without it.” 


sincere and were not 
marred by any false 
modesty, for, after loudly 
declaring that “This is 
a Free Trade Budget/’ 
he went on to observe 
that “we are getting back 
to the halcyon days when 
I was Chancellor of the 
Exchequer/' For the 
moment he seemed to 
have quite forgotten Mr. 
Lloyd George's recent 
fulminations against 
Labour. 

As regards the effect of 
the Budget upon the po- 
litical situation, the fact 
that Mr. Snowtxbn's sum- 
mary of his proposals was 
cast in the form of an 
election- poster did not 
escape the alert intelli- 
gence of Mr. David Kirk- 
wood. 

Hence his challenge to 
the Opposition, “Will ye 
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gie us a General Election noo?” to 
which, I fancy, the answer will be in 
the negative. 

Wednesday , J pril SOtli. — Mr. "Wheat- 
ley was closely questioned regarding 
his promised Housing Bill, but was 
chary of any exact information. Even 
the date of its appearance was left 
vague; all he .could say was that he 
woxxld introduce it *'with all possible 
speed.” As for its contents, Mr. Tee- 
VELYAN Thomson, who wanted to learn 
whether or no the Chancelloe op the 
Exchequer, in his recent American 
article, was revealing the mind of the 
G o vernment , was neatly foiled . “I am 
sure,” said the Ministee op Health, 
‘Hhat I can rely on the hon. Member 
using his own discretion in estimating 
the relation of these matters.” 

Asked by Captain Bowtee to what ex- 
tent Anglo-Bussian trade had increased 
since the recognition of the Soviet 
Government, Mr. Lunn promised to 
circulate ihe figures for the first quarter 
of this year, and in the meantime de- 
scribed the position as an improving ; 
one.” Erom one point of view it cer- 
tainly is, for the, value of Eussian 
goods imported into the United King- 
dom during the period has more than 
doubled, as compared with. last year. 
Strange to say, however, the export of 
British goods to Enssia is only about 
half what it was in 1923 ; and we ap- 
pear to have paid for onr Eussian 
goods by re-exporting goods originally 
coming from other countries. What 
the British workman has got out of 
recognising Eussia is still something of 
a mystery. , 

Yesterday the House was much 
amused when Mr. Toole gave notice 
on behalf of Mr. Wallhead that his 
hon. friend would, on May 21st, ** call 
attention to the hopeless condition of 
the Liberal Party.” To-day Mr. Wall- 
head informed the Speakee that the 
notice was entirely unauthorised and 
that he wished to withdraw it. The 
House evidently saw in this the first- 
fruits of the new Liberal - Labour 
rapprcchenmit, and laughed again. 

In resuming the debate on the Bud- 
get, Sir Egbert Horne had no more 
bouquets to throw at Mr. Snowden, 
but some very fine and large brickbats 
instead. He accused the Chancellor, 
in his desire to acquire merit with the 
voters, of making insujBScient provision 
for the claims that the Exchequer would 
shortly have to meet. Nothing had 
been done to reduce unemployment ; on 
the contrary, by dropping the McKenna 
duties, the Government were going to 
throw more men out of work. By their 
attitude to Imperial Preference they 
were flouting the Dominions and risk- 
ing further injury to British trade. 


To this varied indictment, delivered 
with great spirit, it fell to the Colonial 
Secretary to reply. In this the Govern- 
ment were fortunate, for, next to the 
Prime Minister, Mr. Thomas is their 
best debater, and quite understands 
how to make the high-sounding phrase 
and the humorous allusion take the 
place of argument. He denied that 
the Tory Party had any monopoly of 
Imperial feeling, and declared that of 
thirty-two resolutions passed by the 
Conference the Government had already 
carried out twenty-eight. 

When Mr. Thomas sat down, Captain 
Berkeley was the only Member left 
on the Liberal Benclies ; and as he rose 
to speak someone called out, The boy 



“LIKE ANY SUCKING-DOVE.” 

(Sir W. Joynson-Hicks.) 

stood on the burning deck.” The new 
Casabtanca, while generally favourable 
to the Budget, was doubtful about the 
removal of the McKenna duties. His 
views were supported by Mr. Duncan, 
the Labour Member for Clay Cross, who 
thought it would be wise to spread the 
abolition of the duties over three years, 
in order that the motor-car industry 
might, as he put it, “ get firmly on its 
feet.” 

Thursday, MaylsL — ^Mr. Penny called 
attention to the hard case of the British 
woman who marries an American. By 
marriage she loses her British nation- 
ality, but under a recent United States 
law she does not acquire American 
nationality, and therefore becomes a 
woman without a country. The Home 
Secretary promised to approach the 
U.S. Government with the view of get- 
ting this anomaly removed.- A threat to 
impose a similar disability on American 


women married to Englishmen might 
perhaps be effective, but would, I sup- 
pose, cause too great a commotion in 
social circles and incidentally in the 
representation of Plymouth, for even 
the present Government to attempt it. 

Pew Members enjoy a greater popu- 
larity with their fellows than Sir 
Martin Conway, but he put a severe 
strain upon it by his discovery of 
an unrepealed statute of Henry VIII., 
under which a Member absenting him- 
self from the House without the 
Speaker’s leave is liable to forfeit his 
Parliamentary salary. Happily the 
Secretary op the Treasury, fortified 
by legal opinion, was able to assure 
the House that the statute referred 
only to the wages formerly paid to 
Members by their constituencies, and 
had no application to the salaries which 
Members had voted to themselves at ; 
the taxpayers’ expense. | 

There has been much speculation as 
to how the Chancellor op the Ex- 
chequer, with a prospective surplus of 
only four millions, is going to find the 
money for housing and other social 
reforms already promised. A possible 
solution of the mystery was furnished 
by Mr. Graham, who said that there j 
were arrears of taxation under various | 
heads, amounting to over two hundred 
millions, still to be received. That 
explains, no doubt, the shrill noise that 
we so often hear on these Spring morn- 
ings; it is the collectors sharpening 
their claws. 

Sir W. Joynson-Hicks pleaded gently 
for the restoration of the Penny Post ; 
and Sir L. Worthington Evans was 
anxious to know the present attitude 
of the Government towards the pro- 
posal (formerly favoured by the Prime 
Minister and Mr. Clyne’s) to nationalise 
the banks. 

But Mr. Snowden gave little heed 
to the cooing of the one or the 
curiosity of the other. The course of 
the debate had apparently somewhat 
tempered his native modesty, for to the 
Opposition argument that they would 
have given the same boons had they 
been in ofiice he boldly retorted, '‘The 
virtue, dear Brutus, is not in our stars 
but in ourselves.” 


“ In a moment the premises were abloze. 
The men escaped through the ames with 
scorched hair. Four minutes later three shops 
were hlllzing like a torch .” — JOaily Paper. 

It is picturesque reporting like this that 
brings the scene home to one. 

“ Wanted. — A Smart, Capable Butcher . . , 
must be experienced in dealing with cus- 
tomers : handy with the knife.” 

Ad'ot m Weekly Paper, 
He won’t deal with us, because we 
shan’t deal with him. 
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THE SYSTEM OF CREDIT. 


I AM willing to accept the ciistom, 
so prevalent in our national and daily 
life, of giving and receiving credit. 1 
do however protest against the evils 
it has brought in its wake. I refer to, 
the receipt of bills marked by such un- 
sightly phrases as cheque will 
oblige ” or An early settlement is re- 
quested ; and I am told tliat there 
are even more objectionable forms of 
request than these. 

Now take the small matter of my 
tailors' bill. I wont to them for the 
first time nine months ago, and offered 
to pay cash for the suits then made for 
me. They begged me not to contem- 
plate any action that might seem to 
imply a lack of confidence on their 
part in my stability, and I acceded to 
their wish. They now deliberately ask 
me to break down the system of ci*edit 
they instituted between us. 

I have already received several “ ac- 
counts rendered ; ” the earlier ones 
insinuatingly inscribed With’ respect- 
ful compliments,” those of a later date 
striking a harsher note. 

Mjr determination to end these per- 
secutions wais strengthened by the re- 
ceipt of the following letter 

Deab Sir, — W e beg respectfully to 


draw your attention to the enclosed 
account, which is now considerably 
overdue. At the same time we would 
mention that we are now at the end of 
our financial year and must request 
you to favoitr us with your cheque 
during tlie course of the next few days. 

Wc are, dear Sir, etc. 

To this I replied : — 

Dear Sirs> — ^While I am grieved to : 
learn you have arrived at the end of 
your financial year, I am surprised 
that you should so exceed the bounds 
of reticence as to inform me of this fact. 
I should certainly not inflict upon you 
any such harrowing information con- 
nected with the endijig of my private 
resources. As regards your account I 
am ama^ied tliat you should approach 
me ■with a proposal to terminate our 
system of credit. It is not forme as a 
humble individual to tlirov/ over a sys- 
tem which has been worked so satisfac- 
torily as between Russia, for instance, 
and this country. Therefore I must 
decline to send you my cheque. 

Yours truly, etc. 


the 17th inst. we shall be compelled 
reluctantly to take other steps for its 
collection. We are, Sir, etc. 

This form of communication, hitherto 
unknown to me, seemed quite uncalled 
for, so in my reply I decided to ignore 
its bellicose tone : — 

Dear Sirs, — I am requiring one or 
two suits, and as I shall be in town next 
week I propose calling in to see whether 
you have any cloths that I like. 

Yours truly, etc* 

They replied : — 

Dear Sir, — We are much obliged by 
your esteemed favour, and shall be most 
happy to show you our extensive range 
of this season's suitings, from among 
which we feel confident you will find a 
cloth to meet your requirements. 

Assuiing you of our best attention at 
all times, 

We are, dear Sir, 

Your obedient Servants, etc. 

I think I may claim to have dis- 
covered a method of eliminating tlie 
evils of the credit system. 


My tailors thought fit to reply : — 

“Wanted. — A Second-kand Type- writer. 
Dear Sir, We are in receipt of your Must be brand new.” — Advt. in Indian Paper, 
letter- of the 10th inst., and unless we We infer that the advertiser is a 
receive your cheque in settlement by Swarajist. 
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Lady (in course of roimcl trip the Mediterrmiean). “It’s too bad, Mr, Purser, 

THAT I GET SO LITTLE SDH IH MY CABIN. I PARTICULARLY CHOSE IT OH THE PLAN 
AT THE agent’s BECAUSE IT PACED DUE SOUTH.” 


THE LAMMAS EAIE. 

Wee John, wi" a penny in every hand, 
Came in to the Lammas fair; ^ 

Sure he *s the boy that would under- 
stand 

EuU well how to spend them there ! 

A ride an’ a swing an’ a ginger bun 
An’ a ha’porth o’ yellow man ; 

But the pennies he lost them one by one 
Or ever the fair began. 

He watched while the rickety swings 
flew high 

An’ his wee mouth quivered grim ; 
’Twas hard when the hobbies capered by 
Wi’ never a horse for him. 

The tears were blindin' him, poor wee 
man, 

But he ’d never ha’ let them fall 


If it hadn’t a-been for Mary Ann 
Magee at the sweetie stall, 

“ Och och,” she said in her kindly way, 
“ Now what will the matter be ? 
Sure that ’s no face for a Lammas Day, 
An’ what is money *? ” said she. 

She filled his pockets wi’ cake an* tart 
An’ his kerchief wi’ yellow man ; 
Eor a wean still gets to a woman’s 
heart. 

An’ did since the world began. 


“ The constable called the post a ‘ bollard * 
which puzzled the Court. ’ 

[* Bollard ’ is a nautical term, meaning a 
morning ^ost,y’-^Evening J?aper, 

All the same, Eeginald, you would not 
be right in referring to our Die-hard 
contemporary as The Bollard. ! 


THE FOILS OF FATE. 

[Note. — The following story was awarded 
first prize in the annual competition of the 
Literary Art Correspondence Schools, Booster 
University, Hullabaloo, Pa., U.S.A. It is 
based on an intimate study of all the leading 
American magazines, and in the opinion of 
the judges represents the finest specimen of 
high pressure, 100 per cent., concentrated 
American Fiction ever.] 

On the first floor of his Kffch- 
Avenue sandstone bijou mausoleum, 
in a Louis XIV. bed, surrounded by six 
Gainsboroughs, four First Folios of 
Shakespeare, three eighteenth-century 
Mauritius postage-stamps and two 
pairs of pants worn by Darius at the 
battle of Marathon, lay John Bonehead, 
President of the U.S.A. Fruit Gum 
Corporation. He was dying. The re- 
cent fall, his sixty-third, was to be his 
last. Covered from head to heel in 
splints, ferro-coDcrete and tungsten- 
steel casing he awaited his end. He 
would never fall again. He was a 
broken man. He was through, down, 
out. 

Lifting the steel girder which sup- 
ported his left arm, John Bonehead 
pressed the bell. 

“Say, Jacob,” he said to his quiet 
servant, “ kindly step outside and find 
me an orphan.” 

Moments passed, silent save for the 
sounds of the Elevated Railway, three 
thousand automobiles in the street and 
a steam-hammer on an adjacent build- 
ing. Then the door opened and entered 
a small prim girl, dressed in tortoise- 
shell. 

“ Say, are you Mr. Bonehead? ” she" 
started. 

“ You ’ve said it, my dear,” the old 
president smiled ; “ come right in.” He 
waved a girder hospitably to a chair. 
She sat. 

“ Well, my dear,” he sighed, “I’m 
going to quit. In a few shakes the 
Angel of Death ’ll be flapping around 
this ten-thousand- dollar bed of mine 

with his sable wings, and I ” 

“Aw, nuts, Mr. Bonehead,” shivered 
the girl. 

The dying man shook his head sadly. 

“ Listen,” he opened suddenly ; 

“ how *d you like to be the two-million- 
dollar heiress of ole John Bonehead 
with six thousand Fruit Gum Preferred 
— ^hey ? HOw 'd you like it ? ” 

“ Well, as a proposition ” 

“ See, press that bell, will you ?” 
Half-an-hour later, in the presence 
of the Attorney- General, was signed 
the last will and testament of John 
Bonehead, Eotarian, widower, gifting 
the whole of his property to one Maisie 
Ray Beamer* orphan, spinster. 

* . 

Three months crawled. The old pre- 
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sident, bandaged, splinted, cased and 
concreted, still lingered patiently listen- 
ing for the rush of the sable wings. 
None canje, not even a flap. Then one 
morning burst into the sick chamber a 
tall bronzed youth, carrying a brown- 
paper parcel. Nodding pleasantly to 
Maisie, he crossed and warmly gripped 
the president's right girder. 

“Hello, Dad! ' he heartied; “wel- 
come home the prodigal.” 

“The what ? ” echoed the old presi- 
dent. 

“ The prodigal.” Then, anxiously — 
**Say, you sure know me ? I ’m your 
son Booker, lil wayward Booker.” 

“ What ! ” rattled tlie president — 
“ you my son ? Prove it, Sii^ prove it.” 

“ Aw, can that stuff — see,” calmed 
Booker, untying his parcel. “ Look ai 
here." 

He handed a large iron plate carry- 
ing a polished spike of eight inches 
length. The old man took it gingerly, 
shakily, and read : — 

KEEP OFF THE GEASS. IF YOIT 

WANT TO KOAM JOIN THE NAVY. 

“That's me, Dad,” proudly tapping 
the raised letters. “ I took that from 
Central Park when I was eight. I 
wanted to go on that grass, but as 1 
couldn’t ” 

“ I've got you," chuckled Jolui B. 
“ Gee ! and me thinking you dead these 
twelve years past. , Say, Book, just 
take this lil girl downstairs for a piece. 
Ole John Boneliead 's gotter figure this 
out." 


L 


T^Tj [~ 

L, J 
row j 



“Say% Maisie,” he husked, “it's 
through. There 's nothing more to it, 
I'm quitting. I — my appetite's noi 
what it was.” 

“ Oh, Book I "thrilled Maisie, her soul 
sliiiiing through her face. 

“You see,” hurried Booker, down- 
casling before her gaze, “I must sea- 


down to roast. In a few moments 
Maisie entered. 

“ Well, Book,” she sighed, “ it 's 
through. There’s no more to it. I'm quit- 
ting. I— my appetite’s not what it was." 

“ Oh, Maisie ! ” whispered Booker, his 
soul shining through his face. i 

“You see," speeded Maisie, avoiding 
his ardent gaze, “I must go down to 
the store again. Give me a slip, a long, 
long slip with ” 

At that moment another attorney 
burst up, Maisie rose and gripped him 
by the throat. 

“ What 's that about ole John Bone- 
head's property?” she hissed. 

“It’s yours,” he gargled; “we’ve 
found another will.” 

‘•Aw, gee," stifled Booker through 
a cushion . He rose and followed Maisie 
into her boudoir. 

So as each fresh will was discovered 
did the luckless orphans chase around 
one after the other. Neither would 
wed for the other’s wealth. When they 
thought they had exhausted the fresh 
wills, an attorney stove in the library 
wall and found still another. After 
that another attorney smashed in the 
. roof and lit on one more yet. . . . 

And now, when the violet shadows 
of evening creep along Broadway and 
the cattle corne winding homewards 
;down Pifth Avenue, if you should pass 
a certain bijou sandstone mausoleum, 
where grinding derricks shriek and 
strain under heaped chunks of blasted 
masonry, you may see seated, silent, 
hand-clutched neath the ruins, two 


“And laid iiKit nwvEttENTJjy on tiiu 

DHESSING-T.VEXjE,” 

“Sure,” consented Booker, arming 
Maisie throngli. 

'I' *1' *1' 

• Another three months crept. In the 
fourth Old John Bonehead breathed 
his last. Booker, liearing, walked 
straight into Maisie’s boudoir and stood . 
She was roasting pea-nuts. 




“‘It’s youes,’ xiE caugled.'’ 

fare again. Give me a ship, a long, 

long ship with ” 

“Ob, Book!” gulped Maisie, “I’d 
give you anything.” 

Booker flushed. Rising proudly, he 
faced Maisie, heaving. 

“ Stop ! " he commanded ; “that can 
never be. Henceforth our ways diverge 
— I, a poor seafarer, and you a rich 
society leader.” His voice broke, “But 
perhaps some day, when the setting 
sun ” 

“ Oh, Book I " swallowed Maisie, 
folding herself over the fire-guard, 
“don't, do not!” 

Por answer he stooped, gathered her 
up and laid her reverently on the dress- 
ing-table. Tlien he went out. 

Three clays later were earthed the 
remains of Jolm Bonehead, President 
of the Pruit Gum Corporation, the man 
whose name had been in every mouth 
for half-a-contury. Booker stayed for 
the ceremony. Afterwards, when the 
will was read in the great dining-room, 
he slipped to his room to pack. Sud- 
denly an excited attorney burst in. 

“Say, Book,” he gasped, “they’ve 
found a new will. Ole John Bone- 

head's property ” 

With choking fingers Booker leaped 
at his throat. 

“.What's that about ole John Bone- 
' head's property ? ” he snarled, 

“It's yours — All of it ! ” 
Overtheman's crumpled body Booker 
fired from the room into bis boudoir. 
Taking out a packet of pea-nnts he sat 
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Love among the euins. 

orphans, boy and girl, watching, wait- 
ing, Back of the ruins, smoothing witii 
his long dry wrinkled fingers each fresh 
will as it slides from the shining shovels 
of listless labourers,' sits a hard-faced 
cold-eyed attorney, unsympathetic, 
soulless, systematic as a steam grain- 
sifter out Middle West. * 
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OUR GOLFING BIRDS. 

[•‘A member of the Ivnotfc End Golf Club, 
Laueasbirc, drove a hall into a crowd of rooks, 
one of which picked up the ball in its beak 
and flew away. 

The golfer drox>ped another ball, but on 
airival at the green found his first ball elcse 
io the pin, where it had apparently been 
dropped by the bird.” — Daujj PaiierJ] 

The incident recorded above adds yet 
another to the gi’o\ving list of remark- 
able achievements of our British Birds 
on the golf links. 

The Golfing Rook is of course fairly 
i well knowm in certain districts, but the 
; prowess of the Patting Peewit, the 
Scratch SpaiTow-haw'k, the Deep-faced 
Tomtit, the Speckled Plus-Pour Cliaf- 
iiiich and the Dimpled Ballpecker should 
not be overlooked. 

- It %vas one of the last-named species 
which, it will be i*ecallecl, practically 
settled the Muddlecombo and District 
Championship a few years ago. One 
of the players had put his ball into the 
rough beside the eighteenth green and 
was preparing to dig it out in the usual 
fashion with a niblick when a Dimpled 
B allpecker appeared on the scene. This 
intelligent ci'eatiire took in the whole 
situation at a glance. Perching himself 
on a vertical piece of rough,, he waited 
until the player drew hack bis club, 
then, sw’ooping down on the ball at the 
precise moment of impact, he took it 
in his beak, iiew straight over the green 
and dropped the ball in the hole. The 
thing was done so quickly, the whole 
movement was timed so perfectly, that 
it was impossible to say that the player i 
had not propelled both bird and ball | 
with his club. 

Another bird whose methods are less 
obvious than those of the Golfing Rook 
is the Speckled Plus-Pour Chaf&nch. 
This bird concentrates on blind holes. 
It hovers over the green, and, if it sees 
that your approach shot is a trifle too 
hard, it flies across the path of the ball 
and stops it dead — as near the pin as it 
can manage, of course. 

In the ease of both these feathered 
friends it will be seen that the bird 
exposes itself to considerable personal 
danger — a claim which cannot be made 
for the Golfing Rook. Indeed, golfing 
ornithologists are beginning to recog- 
nise that the Golfing Rook is really a 
long handicap bird, and for my own 
part I feel that its cult has been a little ; 
overdone of late. 

The wdiole subject of Golfing Birds 
is of extraordinary interest, and one of 
the most remarkable features of their 
success at the game is that they never 
seem to practise. One authority on the 
subject created rather a storm a year 
or so ago by announcing that he had 
seen a brace of Putting Peewits practis- 

ing at daybreak at Little(.on-on-Sands. 
It was subsequently proved, liowever, 
that w'iiat lie had taken to be a golf- 
ball \vas really a piece of cake which 
had been discarded by a passing sea-gull. 

There seems every reason to suppose 
that the organised employment of birds 
is a likely development of the game in 
the near future. Rigid training w’ould 
be necessary in the case of certain 
species (as, for instance, the treacherous 
Deep-faced Tomtit, which delights in 
picking your ball off the edge of the 
green and depositing it in the nearest 
bunker) ; but it is believed that any 
slight difficulties of this sort could be 
overcome. In the meantime the Golf 
Committee of the Ornithological Asso- 
ciation, which has the whole matter 
under review, will he grateful if golfers 
will continue to give publicity, through 
the medium of the Press, to any notable 
achievements on the part of their 
feathered colleagues. 

WOODCRAFT. 

Come down for the week-end,” they 
said. ‘‘You need not do anything at 
all. You needn’t even play tennis. You 
can lie on the lawn under the trees and 
read a book or look at the violets and 
daffodils.” 

I had my suspicions, but I went. 

They live amongst trees. Almost 
from the first moment I perceived that 
they were people who did not under- 
stand the proper uses of a tree. 

“What is all that over there?” I 
asked, pointing to a Httle corner of the 
spinney which came right up to the 
la^vn. There wore two trestles in a clear- 
ing and a quantity of mutilated logs. 

The man’s eyes glistened. In his 
spare time he is an eminent classical 
scholar. 

“That is where I tinker about,” he 
said. “Carpentering, you know. Did 
you notice that rough table outside the 
drawing-room window ? ” 

“ Oh, yes,” I said. I liad been won- 
dering for some time why it had been 
left there. 

“ That ’s just a rough outdoor-table I 
made myself,” he explained. “And I 
made this rough outdoor crib for the 
baby too.” 

I looked at the baby. It seemed to 
be meditating. 

A little later I sat down on a rough 
garden seat that he had made. Appar- 
ently the planks had not been suffici- 
ently planed. 

lhat ’s just a rough garden seat,” 
he began. 

“1 know it is,” I replied rather 
shortly, rising in haste. I did not 
mind so much about the baby. After 
all, it was not my child. 

On the following afternoon I made 
my preparations to lie down on the 
lawn, it was warm. It w^as also Sun- 
day afternoon, a period which from 
childhood I have been taught to believe 
should be given over to rest, I had 
just chosen a tree of some kind with a 
number of small bright leaves on it to 
lie under when the man came out. 

“Do you mind helping me to carry 
this ladder down the drive ? ” he said; 

“ I don’t want to disturb the gardener.” 

I bad half lain down. I got wholly 
up. 

“ I cut down about twenty trees 
below the place where you were sitting 
when I came here last year,” he said. 

“ You noticed the lovely view across to 
the hills on the other side ? ” 

“ I should have in a moment,” I said. 

We propped the ladder up against a 
beech-tree. He said it was a beech- 
tree, anyway. It was quite a pleasant- 
looking thing. 

“ I must have this fellow down,” he 
murmured, looking upwards. “ I want 
to tie a rope on to that branch there, 
so that we can pull it down when we ’ve 
sawn it through.” 

I liked that “ we.” 

He went and got a saw. He also 
went and got a woodman’s axe, a long 
lethal thing, larger than the one Kino 
Alfbbd wears on his great statue at 
Wantage. He fastened a handle on to 
the most dangerous-looking end of the 
saw and told me to take hold of it. We 
sawed together for some time. We had 
to lie down to do it. He always seemed 
to be pulling the thing when I was 
pulling it too. My best days as a wood- 
sawyer have for some time been passed, 

“ I think I shall do a little hacking 
now,” he said after a time, and took 
several tremendous blows with the 
woodman’s axe. A large chip hit me 
just over the right eye. 

“We’re getting on a bit now,” he 
said. 

“ We are,” I replied. “ Is there much 
blood on the forehead ? ” 

Then we sawed some more. First 
we sawed on one side and then on the^ 
other. 

“We want a lever now,” he told me. 

“ Two levers, I think. I ’ll go and get 
the iron one, if you don’t mind hack- 
ing down this piece of wood to make 
another.” 

As a wooden lever-maker I have never 
yet come into my own, but I did my 
best. The afternoon w- ore on. . , , The 
gardener and the gardener’s son came 
out of their cottage and lent a hand for 
love. We all took our coats ofi*, and 
our temples shone. 

“We might give her a pull now,” 
said the man. 

Three of us laid hold of the rope and 
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Tkii Mayor, “I ’ve got a letter asking me to inaugueate the new G-olf Club.” 
The Mayoress, “How nice ! Isn't that what they call ‘cutting the first sod’?” 


one hammered at the lever. 1 was on 
fche rope. I had a bad stance. 

“ Get a sway on her/' cried the gar- 
dener. “ Now 1 ” • 

W e got a sway. Then we got another 
one. . . . TJie rope broke. I suppose 
I was getting more sway on her than 
the others. At any rate 1 fell dowm 
and they laughed a good deal. 

We spliced the rope and went on 
hewing and sawing and liammering the 
levers in. Then we swayed again. 

“ She ’s cracking now/’ said the gar- 
clener.” 

“Wait a minute/’ said the man. “I 'm 
sure my wife would like to see her come 
down.” 

I noticed that we all spoke of the 
tree as “ lier ” now, though each of us 
had called it “ it ” at the beginning. 
Season- ticket-holders, I observe, get into 
the same way of speaking about the 
morning train. Probably it was this 
^Mier ” which reminded the fellow that 
he had a wife at all. When she came 
out an idea was started that the baby 
would like to see the tree fall too. The 
baby came out and the nurse, and then 
a housemaid as well. After that they 
fetched the cook. We began to get a 
sway again. Everybody was very much 


excited. I had the tail-end of the rope. 
We pulled: The man acted as coach 
to the team. There was a tremendous 
snap. I went head-over-heels back- 
wards. I rolled down a little slope. 
The ground was littered with under- 
wrack and dead leaves. A stump caught 
me hard in the middle of the back. I 
looked up. The tree was still there. 
My mouth was full of mast. The rope 
had broken again. The baby’s clear j 
joyous laugh rose above that of all the 
otliers. 

We mended the rope once more and 
went on sawing and hewing. The tree 
listed over, the boughs slightly en- 
tangled with those of the others. 

“ She ’ll come now,” said the gardener, 
“if we get a good sway on her.” 

I voted myself into the position of 
coach this time, Sway ! ” I cried. 

“ Now-then-once - more- all - together — 
swayV’ She came. She came with a tre- 
mendous crash. She lay with all her 
branches right across the drive. I had 
not chosen my position as coach quite 
accurately, for some twigs caught me 
in the face and ray cap was switched 
rather hastily off. Bub I joined in the 
cheering and began to limp towards the 
house. It was long past time for tea. i 


“Just a moment,” said the man; 
“ we ’ve only got to saw Jier across in 
two or three places so. as to clear a 
passage for cars.” 

‘^Oh, of course,” I cried gaily; “I 
had quite forgotten that.” 

My hands were badly abraded by 
the rope and my hair was decorated 
with leaves. One of my stocikings had 
come down — but there was still room 
for a lot more sawdust in my eyes. 

We lay down on the gravel and got 
to work again. 

“ What are you going to do with this 
tree ? ” I inquired when we had finished. 

“ Oh, I shall just knock up a rough 
bookcase out of it,” said the scholar. 

“ An out-door one ? ” I asked. It was 
the only thing I could think of to say. 

But I knew what to put in my thank 
letter. “I don’t know when I have had 
such a jolly Sunday afternoon,” I wrote, 
“ as the one I spent idling under vour 

EvoB. 

Prom a correspondence-column : 

“As a constant reader of the , I have 

got rather stout the Last two years, and I would 
like to be thin and slender, like mv other 

sisters.”— Tax^cr, ^ 

Probably a case of over-indulgence in 
serials. 
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“ I had,” he continued after an inter- “ Yes, yes,” I said, “ that ’s all right. 

THE INJUSTICE, Jq]. sighs, “one of those kit-bags 'Well, what happened 

“ It ’ s no use,” he said. “Life’s too which you pack by throwing the things “'What happened? he repeated, 
tricky for anything ; too difficult. You into it from any distance up to four “Nothing. For the first time in my 
never can tell v^herc you are. All the yards ; I liad a liold-all, and I liad a experience the man never asked rne the 
same, I mean to get my OTvn back.” dressing-bag. The rest of my clothes question. ^ All he did was to point at 
‘‘What now?” I asked, for when were in a big portmanteau, registered the dressing-bag and say, ‘ Open that.’ 
such remarks fall from these particular to Paris. The cigars and cigarettes I opened it ; he rummaged, shut it up, 


lips they are always the prelude to a were in the kit-bag. 
recital of adventure. “ Well, you know 

“Too silly,” he said. “I went to landing, whether in 
Paris the other day for a week and, the wretched crush a 


were in the kit-bag. chalked its lid, chalked the kit-bag and 

“Well, you know all the horrors of the hold-all and passed on. I was never 
landing, whether in Prance or England; so sold in my life. ' 
the wretched crush at the gangways; the “You might still have declared,” I 


being very tired of telling lies to the man in front of you with one piece of said. 

Customs-House officers both at Calais pointed luggage, the woman behind you “No, hang it all, surely not,” he 
and Boulogne, and even more tired of with another; the difficulty of ffiading replied. “You w’ouldn’t have me give 


buying damp cigars in that shop 
with the casual if not absolutely 
rude attendants opposite the 
Caffi de la Paix, I supplied my- 
self with sufficient Coronas both 
for my own needs and those of 
such friends as I might meet. 
Also cigarettes for pretty ladies. 
‘ This time,* I said, ‘ there shall 
be no nonsense. 1*11 declare 
and pay,’ ” 

He settled dowrn with the com- 
fortable solidity of a man who 
fancies himself as the historian 
of whimsical experiences. 

“You,” he continued, with, I 
thought, rather too much em- 
phasis on the word — “ you prob- 
ably have no notion what it feels 
like to make up your mind to be 
honest. I assure you that all 
the way across the Channel I 
: was in a glow of virtue. It ’s a 
very curious and attractive feel- 
ing. You should try it.” 

“ Go on with the story,” I 
said. 

“It’s part of the story%” he 
replied. *^The glow is almost 
the hero of the story. I had it 
all the way across and it did as 
much as anything to keep me 
from being iil. I recommend it 
before any of those things with 
funny names which make you 
feel so stupid afterwards. ‘ Hon- 














Animal Dealer. “Yes, Mu 3 i, I knows the sort o’ 

DOEG YOU means, AN’ I AIN’T GOT ONE AT PRESENT; BUT, 
BLESS YER ’EART, IF YER KNOWS ANYONE ’OO *AS, I ‘liL 
SOON GET IT FOR YER.” 


such a poor idea of British com- 
monsense as that ? *’ 

“ No,” I repHed, “ I wouldn’t. 
Very interesting. Thank you.” 

“Ob,** he said, “that*s only 
part of the story. There ’s the 
cream of it to come. ’ When I 
got to Paris it was very late and 
so I gave the key of my port- 
manteau to the hotel porter and 
told him to have the portman- 
teau fetched from the station in 
the morning. Among the things 
that it contained were a dozen 
pairs of wash-leather gloves that 
had been cleaned afresh just be- 
fore 1 left. I had had them and 
worn them for months ; some of 
them I had even bought in Paris, 
at that shop in the Eue Auber, 
on a previous visit. But because 
they were so clean they were 
also, to the mind of the Gare du 
Nord douanier, new; and the 
hotel-porter had to pay twelve 
francs duty before he could get 
them away. 

“ So now,** he concluded, “ you 
see the reason of my attitude 
when I say that I have given up 
honesty again and reverted to 
type. At Calais they wouldn*t 
give me the chance to be straight 
with them; in Paris they robbed 
me. I am hut a poor frail human 
being, but I have got to get 


esty is the best pal at sea.’ Is that I and preserving that most foolish of all 1 those twelve francs back.” E. V. L. 


‘No,” I said. 


redundant things, a landing ticket ; and 
then the disgusting scrimmage at the 


“For an impromptu, not bad? ” he door of the Customs-house rooms and 


asked plaintively. the free fight to get near your porter at bund kennel.” — Advt. in Morning Pa])er. 

“Get on with the story,” I said. the counter. I haven’t been to Wembley 

“Very well” he resumed. “All the yet. but I hope there ’s an exhibit there „ 
way across I was thinking about the showing how the simple act of entering toads’islot exempt from \iie incursion^of 
fun of the new experience of declaring, another country can be made decent these monstrous juggernauts .” — Local Paper. 
Notthatl’dnever declared before; but and orderljr.” He would find it much safer to stay 

I ’d never declared all. This time I was “ There isn’t,” I said. “I’ve been, under the barrow. 


The Housing Question Again. 

“ Wanted, Sleeping Partner, small Daohs- 


I ’d never declared all. This time I was “ There isn’t,” 
going to lay every cigar on the table. I In spite of the 
was so excited about it that I even hoped Wembled widely. 


In spite of the rain I have already 


He would find it much safer to stay 
under the barrow. 


was so excited about it that I even hoped Wembled widely.” ” gravel should be added to the paths of 

the doimie fellow would charge me a “Anyway,” he resumed, “I got to garden. Use the roller frequently 

T+ 4. 4.-1 i. j 1 ^ until the surface IS solid again. Where there 

lot. It would be amusing to pay a lot the counter at last and, my keys in my is room for a bed of these, the effect is splen- 

— especially with the exchange so high, hand, waited for the great moment when did.”— Paper. 

Happy, happy days, probably never to I was to be candour’s self, truth incarn- A pleasing variety is obtained by adding 
return 1 ate, veracity — er— er ” one or two lawn-mowers. 



APPLB-TEBB. 

Api'lb-Tree, Apple-Tj’eo, why do you blow 
With a blossom of pink, with a blossom of snow? ” 
To match the flower faces, 

Young man, the sweet graces 
Of three pretty ladies, it well may befall, 

Whose fame do be loud ’long o’ apples an’ all. 

** Oh, Eve Jjad a brow white as bloom upon tree, 

An’ a cheek that was pink as a petal to see ; 

J3ut they tell ’ee in chapel 
Slie tasted an apple 

An’ so lost an orchard ; but don’t ’ee be ’/raid ; 

’Tis the one time an apple meant scatlie to a maid. 

“ To the loveliest lady a-top of a hill , 

A boy gave an apple (as still the boys will) ; 

So her sisters got jealous 
As tabbies, folk tell us, 

Along o’ that apple ; but don’t ’ee e’er doubt ; 

’Tis the one time an apple caused maids to fall out. 

Oh, maid Atalanta was fair an’ was fleet, 

Like ]>reez 0 through the blossoms fled on her white 
feet, 

But, just when a-winning, 

An apple fell spihning, 

She looked — a lad passed her — but keep a good face, 
’Tis the one time an apple lost lady a race.” 

“ Apple-Tree, Apple-Tree, thanking you kind, 

I ’ll store what you tell in tlie still of my mind, 

A thing to remember 
Oome russet Septoiuber, 


With moral as clear as a moral can be : — 

Your apple-flower ladies liked apples, all three, 

So an apple-flower maid may be won, great or small, 

! By a lad with the luck and an apple an’ all ! ” 

AN APPEOVED PATTEEN. 

fAii Anxorican observer declares that, as a matter of fact, the 
average bee only makes half-a-dozen flights a day of about fifteen 
minutes each.] 

Let me announce my instant reformation 1 
No more, with lips derisively lipcuiied, 

I ’ll turn a deaf ear to the exhortation 
To go for guidance to the insect world ; 

Eather I ’ll say its methods suit me nicely, 

Its course is one with which I quite agree, 

Now Science has explained to me precisely 
How doth the busy bee. 

Time was I would have scorned to imitate him. 

On his reputed path I would not go. 

And even quoting Dr. Watts verbatim 
Could not produce in me an answering glow ; 

I would not, with a never-ceasing movement, 

Improve each hour (though it was veiy clear 
The hours were often open to. improvement 
When England’s spring was here). 

No longer from my Mary’s views diverging 
When she outlines for me the way to thrive, 
Henceforward I shall need but little urging 
To make my own the standards of the hive; 

In fact, with no reluctancy whatever 
I ’ll emulate the bee with eager zest, 

In ninety daily minutes of endeavour 
With intervals for rest. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks) 
Whenever I meet Sir Oliver Lodge driving his scien- 


is the career of its narrator, George Oakleigh^ who when the 
story opens on Armistice Day has been eight months 
married to Lady Barbara Neave, Oakleigh and OBane 
(who was blinded by the War), try to organise a sane and 


tifico-theological tandem and he offers me a lift I always effective resistance to the “peace to end peace/' In this 
take it. I don’t think we get anywhere particular in the they are backed by Oakleigh' s Uncle Bertrand^ a fine old 
end ; but we do enjoy ourselves on the way. And Sir Oliver Liberal of the Mazzini-Gladstone school, and a legacy of 
is so impartially benevolent to his cattle— a notoriousl}^ diffi- twenty million pounds left unconditionally to O'Bane, The 
cult though increasingly popular couple — that it is an educa- two great catastrophes of the book are the death of Uncle 
tion in itself to watch him handle the ribbons. His latest Bertrand and O' Bane's repudiation of his inheritance, a 
evolutionary studies, entitled Making of Man (Hodder and repudiation which means a sudden end to the doles he has 
Stoughton), start with a survey of Matter, Ether, Life and been handing out to salve unemployment. “I want every- 


Mind, and end with a parallel 
between our physical relations 
to the sun and our psychical 
relations to God. Between 
these polar chapters are seven 
others, most of which have 
appeared or are appearing in 
i The Neto York Times, The 
i second chapter (which is highly 
ingenious and convincing) at- 
tributes all our difficulties in 
this world to the inertia of 
matter and the perilous dis- 
abilities of free-will. The third 
treats of the “ Coming of Man,” 
setting aside the unsolved ques- 
tion of the actual beginnings 
of life. The fourth deals with 
man’s development, the fifth 
with his destiny — a high one, 
in Sir Oliver’s .estimation, 
even here. The sixth harks 
back to the problems of the 
second, and seeks to prove 
that, given the passive reaction 
of matter to our efforts and 
the unavoidable drawbacks of 
our finally ennobling liberty 
of soul, this is “ the best of all 
possible worlds.” The seventh 
is an attractive plea for the 
' right love of the world; and 
the eighth sees man from the 
stage of the Old Adam to the 
status of a son of God. Very 
little evidence from “ the other 
side” is adduced for any of 
Sir Oliver’s solutions; and 
this adds not a little to their 
outstanding credibility. His 
manner is hardly equal to the 
lofty matter of his last two _ 





M 



Vandergilt, “Now just look at that, Fine, isn’t it?” 
Admiring Visitor. “Bv Geoege!” 

Vandergilt. “No, bt John.” 


one to give and everyone to 
feel it” is his explanation of 
the devastating gesture; and 
his murder, during a brief but 
hideous spell of rioting, brings 
the tale to an end. Old faces 
reappear in the course of it. 
Ivy Gaymer runs away from 
her dissolute husband. Eric 
Lane refuses to elope with 
Lady Barbara and dies in Cali- 
fornia. But the -chief lure of 
the book for me was its clever 
adaptation of the tenets of 
Liberalism to the ends of a 
good story and the service of 
current problems. This was so 
well done that it left me mar- 
velling why its able contriver 
had not plumbed earlier and 
to more effect these deeper 
reaches of his talent. 

For Mr. C. E. Montague 
(and he would have it so for 
us) every place is The Bight 
Place (Chatto and Windus), 
for he brings to it acute per- 
ceptions, the widest sympa- 
thies and stored knowledge. 
He has emphatically, as we 
say, an eye for country ; not 
merely the eye of tourist but 
of geologist, geographer, car- 
tographer, mountaineer and 
soldier, to say nothing of 
philosopher and instructed 
citizen. This is a book written 
in that exquisitely finished 
manner to which Fiery Par- 
ticles SiXid Disenchantment have 
accustomed us. Occasionally 


chapters; but one sentence of his final parable, “the fires the thought occurs that perhaps it is iust a very little 
that we hgW on our hearths are but the historical rem- overfinished, but I think that is only because hasty 
nants of past sunshine, has a ring of Beligio Medici. writing and un^tioal hurried reading have diminished 

cs Tvr ^ •, standards. Here is a journalist who has the skill to 

Mr. oTERHEN j^Kenna s To-morrow and To-morroio make, and the luck to be allowed and encouraged to make, 
( utterwobth) f^fiis two functions. It brings to a close literature of his daily work, and by no means are sanity and 
e adventures of the pnnc^al characters of his seven last fulness of matter sacrificed -to the claims of form for form’s 
novels and it records what 1 take to be his own -views of sake. Mr. Montague’s sub-title is A Book of Pleasures. 
conditions m post- War England. As regards the success That most certainly it is ; the pleasures of an accomphshed 
of the first ^m, I ^ not the best of judges, for I only holiday-maker, of a “plain-working man” relaxing from 
joined up with ^e Education of Eric Lane. But I am labour, as distinguished from a mere “aromatist” — his 
now quite willmg to telieve the Soma trilo^ to have been happy term for those who make a business of perpetual 
j D final actmties of Sonia holiday-making, snif6ng after pleasures and planning escape 

and 0 Bane are among the most masterly developments of from ever-threatening boredom. And he gives us more *lia.n 
the present volume. The chief mterest of this, however, a hint of his formula. I think that I shaU never again be 




eai-tily commend tli em. ^ 

.. M<i(hi>ne ber hotel-- 

slire^vd comments on the vax strikes me as a 

the H6tel ^’Esp^rance at Cap d Or^ n.ree lioov^ 

bright and ingpious way «t op^ { ^ork.l 

/nAssKim) is, in tact, an eimi of Mr. Warwok 

gS ol^ W «>• S “ “■"‘i 

Deeping. ■ He uses a good deal twist here and 

but he contrives to give ^ Maso Bubtwtmn, 

there that makes it appea _ . , z^, .jjtig typical wealthy 

, for eimple, up to a San^g^ to get hxs 

1 Taw nf fiction who has always n , -v^i-g know he 

1 -way in tiie world by g in, his luxurious vito, 

w'iU try to buy Fiflw and o. ge h^ i,ttie fast 

and we know equally well home in his automobile 

imexnootedly hard, and probably g But for all 

that Max is never d^^te now an 

novelists would have ^x. ' ^^ith Fifine herself, a,nd 

then, eyen likeahk. An Theworldly woman, gr< 

flened 


them iOYei'» ux noum:iand Pathways 

Hadbian .^ith the rare and preoious gift of 

The author is endowed with tne i p 

charm. He ^ISgsdon of life, which is past 

their infinite and Jioully nob dead. Moreover, as 

indeed, hut which is “yjerio J , „ the continually 

Mr. E. V. Lucas ^marta m a pmi ^ so 

astonishing tW“g Set as though he had lived for 

much. Mr. J^r dike the friend he speaks of) 

a year or so m a gs the whole range, 

in a windmill, eveiy fe y gofsex folk, is m danger 

Sussex, somewhat bounty. But Mr.*Ant.OBOFT 

of becoming a everything that he caEs " pro- 

' takes you grefn and secret places, 

eress” — and rightly s tourist, and then 

femote from tarred hi fSt'SniSes,iS?the ghostly 


novelists wonici uavo .^ith Ftpne nerBex^ „,fiss ”— and rigntiy aDnoxB---x-v.. o- , ■ x then 
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coinpan}’ of Normaa and Saxon and Roman and those other ont of a scrape, immediately goes oft with HeUne s hi^band 
ancient men whose ashes are interred in the barrows of the to the Eiviera, where they are inconveniently snapshotted 
high downs. Even over the vivid and crowded Brighton while bathing (I should have thought the experienced Adrie^i 
of to-day Mr, Allcroft has but to wave his wand, and the would have avoided that rather obvious snag). And finally 
stucco terraces give place to the little grey and red square there is Isabel, the solicitor’s old love, who makes her leap- 
village beside the shallow harbour, the old church on the year pi*oposal just when John is in the worst throes of his 
hillside, and the cottages of the Juggs, or fishermen, passion for I couldn’t believe in either or 

huddled beneath the cliff. Who but Mr. Allcroft, again, Paule. Isabel, very lightly sketched in, seems more alive 
knows the magic spell of Bignor Hill ? Upon leaving that and likely. J ohn, who has nobly surrendered a ^eat inherit- 
lonely relic, Mr. Allcroft says of the road, “ Of necessity ance from a French aunt rather than lose his British citizen- 

that is our way, because it is old.” And he adds nobly, ship, refuses with equal nobility to share Helene s ample 

‘‘ To-day we take the road of the Legions.” And there you fortune, HSUne can’t understand this manly scruple (in 
have a glimpse of the verv spirit of this enchanting book. the circumstances I think he might have stretched a point) 

— ^ and goes back to her Adrien. I am quite sure Isabel 

It is not altogether my fault if I feel that Mr. Eden will really suit John much better, and 1 imagine that s 

Phillpotts, in Cheat-the-Boys (Heinemann), has also how matters will arrange themselves. I think the author 


slightly cheated me. 
Wliat I look for and 
want from Mr. Phill- 
potts in these days is 
a tale of mystery and 
murder like The Bed 
Bedmayms ; in this ro- 
mance I have to con- 
tent myself with talk 
of suicide. Hence my 
plaint, but having re- 
gistered it I can add 
with truth that this 
story is as cleverly con- 
structed and told as any 
Mr. Phillpotts has 
written about the na- 
tives of Devon. ^ As the 
years go by some of us 
may find increasing 
difficulty in believing 
altogether in these na- 
tives, for, whatever 
their station in life, 
they are apt to talk too 
w'isely and philosophi- 
cally. But the heroine 
of this tale, who got her 
nickname of Glieat-the- 
Bays from a cider-apple 
which looks lovely and 
is sharp to the taste, 


I 




1 

1 J - I .'li' 






Typist. ** You ’re not looking well this morning, Mr. Smithers. Got 

A COLD?” 

Mr. Smithers. “Oh, no. I went to a fancy-dress carnival last night 

AS A PHOTOGRAPH NEGATIVE, I ’m AFRAID I DID IT TOO THOROUGHLY. YOU ’VE 
NO IDEA OP THE TROUBLE I ’VE HAD GETTING THE BRUNSWICK BLACK OFF THE 
WHITES OF MY EYES.” 


has it in him to do 
better than this, and will 
do it. The writing is 
sound and he does not 
lack ideas. 

Ghosts who make 
their presence known 
by odour only are not 
quite new to the world 
of fiction, but they need 
greater care in hand- 
ling than any other kind . 
if they are not to be 
ridiculous. Woodsmohe 
(Collins), Mr. F. Brett 
Young’s new novel, 
is concerned with a 
smell of “ nigger” which 
haunts two wretched 
people in bed at night 
and, if they happen to 
stay up late, intrudes 
itself on the notice of 
their friends. Dingaan, 
the ghost, was a very 
decent Zulu, who took 
up haunting in order 
to drive them into dis- 
coveriug that he had 
been faithfulunto death, 
and projected his smell 


is a complex character ably drawn. As a contrast to into Claeidge’s while his skeleton lay in the Bush in Ger- 
ber we are given -another young woman, Betsy Neck, man East Africa ; but Mr. Young has not quite succeeded 
whose loyalty and devotion put the efforts of ordinary in making him fit the picture, and as a ghost he is, to me at 
every-day folk to shame. Mr. Phillpotts seems to me to least, rather more funny than impressive. The stjory is of 
suffer from an affliction from which most of us are free. He a safari in German East, and how Jim Antrim and Jack 
does too many things too weU.^ I am, however, still hoping Bawley and his wife Janet, cut off from their kind by disease 
that in his next book -he will give me a chance to unravel and German malevolence, fared in circumstances that were 
another intricate problem, for those are the tales which he ti^ng enough without the added complication of Batulei/s 
writes' best of all, and in my opinion better than any of dipsomaniac habits. Of course, being by Mr. Young, the 
our living mystery -mongers. descriptions of the country and of the incidents of the safari 

' are very sound. I am not so well pleased with his char- 

The allusion in the odd title of Mr. Jack Kahane’s Love's acters, for Jim scarcely comes alive and Janet is a little 
Wild Geese (Grant Hichards) escapes me. Can it be that conventional Perhaps the fact that I have for some time 
he refers to the rather queer women^ he has invented ? put Mr. Young very high indeed among English novelists 
There is the beautiful fastidious Parisian grande dame, has made me a little exigent, 

Hdene, who is married to a most resourcefully unfaithful - 

fellow-countryman and lives a completely virginal life for ^ ^ 

eighteen years, to fall mto love at first sight of John Mill- dashing off at top speed, plunged through the window of the prases 

burn, a youngish, worthy, if somewhat pernickety solicitor of Messrs. Brothers.”— ZiocaZ Paper. 

from Manchester. There is her unlikely friend, Pat^Ze, who, The nervous creature doesn’t seem to have acquired the 
after borrowing ten thousand francs to get her young lover week-end habit. 
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The folirth centenary of the intro- 
duction of cocoa into England will be 
celebrated later in the year. Mean- 
while we are determined to carry on 
just as if we hadn’t been promised this 
occasion for revelry. 

To judge by the wintry weather con- 
ditions during the first few days of May 
anybody would have thought it was 
August. 

A Sydney man is so insensitive to 
pain that he will allow people to drive 
nails into him. People are asking 
what a man like that is doing outside 
politics. * 

* 

It is stated that steam laundries do 
not kill germs. If we may argue from 
its effect .upon our linen the operation 
must at least make the average germ 
feel dreadfully giddy. I 




The Scottish Home Eule Bill came 
up for a Second Beading 
on Friday last. As we 
already have Scottish Hf 
Eule in England there i 
seems no reason why % 

Scotland shouldn’t risk 3^ 

it as well. 

Mr. Joseph Belaed, w 

of Quebec, wdio cele- 
brated his hundred-and- 
seventh birthday last 

week, recommends hard ^ 

work and regular hours as the best 
recipe for a long life. There is always 
a catch somewhere. 

In their campaign against earwigs, 
Portland, U.S.A., may import an Eng- 
lish fly to assist in the offensive. Our 
own view is that they should send two, 
so that they might be company for one 
another. ... 

The United States Army has decided 
to substitute the vacuum cleaner for 
the currycomb in the groomingof mules. 
If we know anything about army mules 
we must assume that their permission 
has been first obtained. . 

Vienna is experimenting with mov- 
able lamp-posts. If the idea is success- 
ful, it is intended to apply it to railway 
porters. ,|. ., 1 - 

Two men charged at the Old Bailey 
have been sent to prison for taking part 
in bogus burglaries. It is this sort of 
thing that makes it so difficult for the 
real burglar to make a living. People 
grow suspicious of him. 


In the Willesden Police Court it was 
stated that a man was so afraid of his 
wife that he went to work. A pretty 
bad case. 

'sic**' 

A man in the Ulster High Court the 
other day admitted that he couldn’t 
remember his wife’s maiden name. 
A businesslike man always makes a 
note of his wife’s maiden name every 
time he marries. , , 

The Peterborough police are search- 
ing for a man who sold a tin of water 
to some motorists as petrol. To keep 
on the right side of the law he should 
have sold it as whisky. 

5|S ^ Sj. 

The Bill for the Protection of Birds 
proposes to prohibit the use of birdlime 
for the capture of wild birds. It is 
doubtful whether it will be made ap- 
plicable to the snaring of haggis in 
Scotland. .j. 

A peculiarly bright red bird has been 
observed by a naturalist at Dover during 
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THE BIETH OP A PASHION. 

the last few weeks. We are glad to be 
able to announce that the British Fas- 
cist! have the matter in hand. 

A California Court has decided that 
a man lias a perfect right to walk in 
the middle of the road. In Britain, 
however, pedestrians are advised to 
confine their accidents to the right of 
the roadway. 

For half-a-crown visitors may dig for 
real gold nuggets at the British Empire 
Exhibition. One Scotsman who has 
already spent twelve-and-sixpence has 
wired home for more money. 

A contemporary mentions that expert 
picture-forgers are at work in London. 
This is only natural as very few persons 
would engage an amateur lor such work. 

Mr. W. L. Geokge says that Neo- 
lithic man did not know how to kiss. 

! But then there were no cinemas : in 
I those days. ,j- 

In a lecture a professor recently re- 
! marked that the seasons on Mars are 


twice as long as ours. This would make 
their winter about twenty-three months 


A critic, talking of a recent musical 
play, says that the leading actress did 
her best with very little material. About 
a yard and a half ? 

It is denied that several prominent 
Society women have already engaged 
messenger boys to reserve places in the 
queue for the next revolting murder 
trial. They prefer to do their own 
fighting with hatpins. 

The statement that Capabdanca is 
acting as adviser to the Cuban rebels 
has caused great dissatisfaction. Al- 
ready four revolutions have had to be 
postponed \vhile he was thinking out 
the next move. 

A scientist said not long ago that we 
think exactly as we dress. We’ve 
suspected this ourselves ever since a 
certain author told us that he thought 
out most of his books 
in his bath. 

Sir Evan Owen Wil- 

J l m niAMS thinks that the 
concrete buildings at 
'J il Wembley will last two 
j k hundred years. Yes, but 
r ^ will they last until the 
I I Exhibition is finally 
wJiblil complete? 

A race of savages with 

blue skins has been discovered in Africa. 
Apparently ours is not the only country 
where cricket is played in May. 

Another Impending Apology, 
i From a parish magazine : — 

[ “ Tho accompaniment 9 by Mr. — on the 

! organ were, singularly, effective and pleasing.” 

“We hear from Denver that a terrible 
heartquake passed iia the occidental Indies.” 

French Paper. 

The West Indians ai-e so susceptible. 

In a letter to the editor of a Sunday 
newspaper a correspondent asks : — 

“ Can any ofyonr readers inform me correctly 
as to the old superstition of crowds — viz. 
(i.) that of one or a number crossing your 
path or of flying towards you ; (ii.) the saying 
(Somerset?) that runs somewhat in this 
fashion : sorrow, 

Two for happiness, 

Three for marriage, 

Eonr for a birth.” 

We are afraid we cannot give very much 
information on the subject of supersti- 
tions about crowds coming at you or 
across you; but we haye an idea that a 
more probable reading of the last line 
would be '^Four for a death." 


von. oLxvi. 
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SPRING-TIME. 

A BiTTEE gust of wind and a squall 
of rain drove me to take the first shelter 
I could find. 

The calendar called it May. 

^‘Pheno??z 572 ?al the strides this -wire- 
less has been making/’ said the man 
leaning against the bar; ‘‘simply 
pheno77Z5722aL” 

I agreed. 

“I bin taking a walk to-day among 
the birds an’ the trees, same as I always 
do spring-time when I get a few hours 
off. And p’r’aps you wouldn’t hardly 
guess where ? ” 

“ Kew,” I hazarded. 

I sometimes look at a morning-paper 
which attempts to legislate for the pro- 
cesses of Natme in Kew Gardens, how- 
ever reluctant- the Spring, and I judged 
that this man was probably a news- 
paper reader, 

^^Next Stindatj,'' announces my jour- 
nal, hePyrus japmica day at Kew'" 

or ^^Next week will be Giwnivell week 
in Ketv Gardens,'' 

And I imagine that they might do 
the same thing for the birds as for the 
flowers : — 

‘*Next Suiulay icill be Dartford War- 
bler day at Kew," 

Or even more dictatorially : — 

“ Bibd-song Peogeaivime. 

Kew Gardens, , {NextMmdaymncards) 
The White-throat" 

But no, it was not Kew Gardens. 

“Epping Forest,” I suggested. 

“No, none of them places. Sahf 
Kensington.” 

“ South Kensington ? ” 

“Nach’ral Hist’ry Museum.” 

“ But you can go there,” I objected, - 
“ at any time of the year.” 

“Could do,” he admitted. “But I 
only goes there spring-time meself . You 
see I was brought up in the country 
when I was a boy, but I’m a proper 
Londoner now. I don’t hold with slop- 
ing about in the wet, messing your 
oots up and all that — “rabbit ” buses 
and suchlike. But I was a rare one for 
bird’s-nesting when I was a kid, an’ I 
can’t keep away from the birds in Sahf 
Kensington when Spring comes. And 
it isn’t only birds an’ eggs, if you under- 
stand me. It ’s all the bits of trees and 
that they put along with ’em. Gorse 
and the may 'fioweriug, and kingcups 
and beech-leaves and all them kind o’ 
things. Does you good to look at, ac- 
cording to my idear.” 

“They are done very well,” I con- 
ceded. 

“ And all tho^e nests hid away in the 
middle of ’em, as natxmal as life.” 

“ You can see the same thing on the 
cinema, of course, nowadays,” I pointed 


out, “ and you get the advantage of the 
movement there.” 

“Ah, but you don’t get no colour in 

them, ” he rejoined, shaking his head, 
“ and no sooner there but what they ’re 
gone again.” 

“There’s always that difficulty,” I 
could not help remarking, “about a 
bird.” 

“ Not at Sahf Kensington,” said the 
votary. “ Believe me or believe me not, 
if you were to put me down in the 
coxmtry now, and I was to see the birds 
flying about from tree to tree like, I 
wouldn’t hardly know one from the 
other. But you put a bird from Sahf 
Kensington front of me, and I’ll lay 
you I know that bird’s name as well as 
my own. Now you wouldn’t think to 
look at me, meeting me just casual like, 
that I Tvas the kind of man as could tell 
you what a phalleyrope was ? ” 

Want of practice in applying this 
particular criterion caused me to hesi- 
tate for a moment. 

“Nor a dotterel nor a grasshopper 
warbler,” he went on earnestly. “ Nor 
a nettle-creeper ; nor a twite.” 

I examined him more closely. 

“No,” I said, “I don’t believe I 
should.” ’ fu 

“ You can’t stump me on those birds,” 
he cried triumphantly. “ Warblers and 
finches and buntings and plovers and 
lapwings — I know the whole lot.” 

“ And the eggs as well ? ” 

“Ah, now you ’re asking!” he said. 
“I wouldn’t say I could swear to them 
every time. And there ’s too maiw of 
those young birds in the nests at bahf 
Kensington. I don’t see much sense 
in stuffing a lot o’ young birds with no 
feathers on. I ’d sooner have only eggs, 
I would,” 

“ You don’t keep any birds at home, 
do you ? ” I asked. “ In cages, I mean.” 

“Nah what’s the use of keeping a 
bird in a cage ? I like to see them on 
their nests, - I do, sitting about in 
bushes like and coming out of holes of 
trees.” 

“You were saying something just 
now,” I reminded him, “about wire- 
less. Where does that come in 2 ” 
Well, it ’s only an idear of mine,” 
he said ; “but you ’ve seen in the papers 
maybe about them broadcasting the: 
nightingale?” 

“ I believe I have,” I^said. 

“ Well, what ’s to prevent them get- 
ting records like of all these birds and 
broadcasting them 2 ” 

“ At South Kensington 2 ” I asked. 

“Yes, in the Museum. Make it a 
bit livelier like if you could hear the 
beggars as well as see ’em. Wouldn’t 
it now 2 You could pretty near fancy 
you was walking out in the woods, 

then, spring-time.” 


“A bit noisy indoors,” I ventured. 
“ There ’d be gulls and starlings and 
jays and green woodpeckers, you know.’ ’ 
“ Cheerful,” he said, “ according to 
my idear. I thought of WTiting to 
them about it sometimes, but I didn’t 
hardly like to. And they might put 
some seats in as well. Like in the 
Park, you know, or Kensington Gar- 
dens. Anybody ’d pay a bit to come 
in then, and be glad to.” 

“ It ’s not a bad notion,”"! admitted. 
“ I ’m sure you ’d come, anyhow.” 

“ Pretty near any day, I should,” he 
said, “springtime.” 


INDIAN EVENING. 

The sky’s face changes 
A gossamer mist 
Cimtains the ranges ; 

The shadows list 

Eastwards ; the wind awakes and the 
sun’s red arrows desist. 

The long noon blazing 
He wrought his will ; 
Languishing, lazing, . 

Stricken and still 

The land lay and the waters ; the heat- 
horse'*' danced on the hill. 

Now the sweet minute, 

Now the release — 
Deliverance in it, 

Comfort and peace, 

The promise that man shall be solaced, 
his torments a while shall cease, 

A hum on the highways 
Of voices awake ; 

In forest byways, 

By river and lake 

The birds stirring to song, the creatures 
a-cry in the brake ; 

And the fetters of duty 
Are loosed for a space 
Of coolness and beauty, 

An instant of grace 

Ere the night-time, airless and angry, 
takes all in its hot embrace. 
Whoso knoweth 
That hour between 
When the red day goeth 
And eve is queen — 

Doth he not know it the fairest of all 
the hours that have been 2 
An. hour of prison 
The gods remit, 

When the breeze is risen 
And shadows flit 

Through a land that is decked in love- 
liness, carven gbnd coloured and lit. 

An hour of playtime, 

An hour of leave 
’Twixt night and daytime — 
Eeward, reprieve ; 

The sorceress hour at twilight, the 
heavenly hour of eve. • H. B. 

* Mirage. 
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SIMPLE BUT EFFECTIVE. 

Mildmay Middleton had been inter- 
ested in her from the first. Prom the 
moment when she took the seat facing 
his by the door he had been struck by 
her distinguished bearing. Not that 
she had the cold aloof manner popularly 
associated with the aristocracy. She 
was vivacious enough as she talked 
with the young man who was seeing 
her off. But there was a distinction 
about her, an il ne savait qiioi, Mild- 
may dearly loved the holders of here- 
ditary titles ; the idea of them, that is, 
for he did not know many. 

The lady and her friend talked on, 
and Mildmay .could not help overhear- 
ing, Presently she took up a weekly 
illustrated paper which lay on the seat 
beside her. 

“ My portrait 's in here this w^eek," 
she said, and showed it to him. 

‘‘ Very jolly,** he said. 


That was all. The train steamed out 
of the terminus. 

“She must be someone moving in 
the great world. I was right, then,” 
thought Mildmay. He was almost 
unbearably interested after that. 

They got into conversation over the 
exact amount of open window which 
she would prefer. She was very charm- 
ing. He lent her his magazine. She 
did not lend him her paper. 

“ She does not wish me to see who 
she is from the portrait,” he thought. 

The floods beside the line were a 
fruitful source of conversation. 

“ It is trying for thefarmers,” she said. 

No doubt her father, or possibly her 
husband, owned thousands of acres. 

Mildmay was very, very happy. 

At the first stop he jumped nimbly 
out, ran to the bookstall and bought a 
copy of her paper. He looked hastily 
through it. It was a ladies* paper, and, 
apart from some photographs of dogs and 


the advertisements, there was only one 
ortrait in it — the Countess of Bilberry, 
t did not seem to be a very good like- 
ness, but evening dress and the family 
jewels no doubt made a difference. 
He stuffed the paper inside his coat, 
so as not to expose his curiosity, and 
hastened back to the carriage. He was 
entranced. 

At the next stop he found the 
Countess looking, as he thought, a 
little wistfully at the tea-truck. 

“Will you allow me to bring you 
some tea?** he asked with great de- 
ference, 

“ Bather. Thanks awfully,** said the 
Countess. 

She was extraordiaarily natural and 
unaffected. She ate two bath buns 
and a very unwholesome-looking piece 
of cake with great gusto, and drank 
two cups of tea. 

“ What lovely boxes of chocolates ! *' 
she said just as the train was starting. 
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First Suhuj'han Lady. “I’ve just been to the Royal Academy.” 

Second Lady. “ Don’t you find it very tiring ? ” 

First Lady. “On, I only look at the men I want to see.” 

Second Lady. “ But how can you be sure op their all being there on the 

SAME DAY?” 


Mildmay hastily bought one and pre- 
sented it to' her. 

“ You are kind,’' she said. 

They talked of many things and 
many places. Some of her ideas sur- 
prised him. She adored Cliftonville and 
Scarborough. A change from ancestral 
halls, he presuinecl. 

Presently she opened her bag, showed 
signs of disappointment and looked up. 

“ You haven’t a cigarette, I sup- 
pose? ” she asked. 

He plunged his hand into his pocket. 

“I’m awfully sorry I’ve only gas- 
pers,” he said. 

He felt bitterly annoyed with himself. 

“ That ’ll be quite all right,” she said. 
“I buy them for myself sometimes. 
Would you think me terribly rude if 1 
took two? I shan’t have time to get 
any when I change at Templecombe.” 

“ Do take the packet,” he said. “ Yes, 
really. I don’t want them.” 

She took it with the most gracious of 
smiles. 

“ You are kind,” she said again. 

At Salisbury a boy offered papers 
and magazines. It turned out that 
she simply loved The Ttoinkler and The 
Oblong and Dashes Magazine and Be- 
lolies and Bonnes Bouches. 

He bought them all for her. After 
all, was she not a Countess, and had 
he not always stood up for the old 
aristocracy ? One must have the courage 
of one’s opinions. And she enjoyed it 
all so prettily, just as if she were not 
accustomed to have everything she 
could possibly want lavished upon her. 

As they neared Templecombe she 
leaned forward and said, “My portrait ’s 
in this week’s Boudoir” and handed 
him the paper. 

This was indeed a compliment. He 
felt his own copy crackling inside his 
coat. He tried to look unconscious. 

“ There are three of me,” she said. 

The train was slowing down, and he 
had only time to glance at the portrait 
of the Countess of Bilberry. 

'‘Very good,” he said, as he handed 
back the paper and jumped up to get 
her suit-case from the rack. As he 
lifted it down he wondered vaguely 
what she meant by “ Three of me.” He 
had only seen one. But there was no 
time to inquire. He found her a porter. 

“ Good-%e,” she said, giving him her 
most bewitching smile. “I’m glad I 
met you. You have been kind.” She 
grasped him warmly by the hand. 

“ The porter probably knows who 
she is,” thought Mildmay, with a warm 
glow at his heait, as he stood there 
hat in hand. 

At that moment a girl came running 
up and greeted his fellow-traveller, and 
the , two walked away up the platform 
together. 


Mildmay stepped back into the 
carriage. He felt as if someone was 
reciting, “ What have I done for you, 
England, my England?” Unbutton- 
ing his coat lie took out his copy of 
The Boudoir and turned once more to 
the picture of the Countess. He noted 
that she was the second daughter of 
Lord Hoxton, He was a little sur- 
prised to see also that she had been 
married three times. Then he remem- 
bered that his companion bad said, 
“ There are three of me.” 

He turned the pages in a flutter till 
be came to an advertisement of B6zique 
et Oie, Court Milliners, of New Bond 
Street. There were three photographs 
of young ladies in very becoming 
hats; or rather three photographs of 
the same young lady. And it was. 


beyond a shadow of doubt, the young 
lady who had sat opposite to him, on 
whom he had lavished tea, cigarettes, 
papers . . . 

He leaned back, feeling a little giddy. 
Then he looked again at the advertise- 
ment. 

“ ‘ Simple but efifective,’ ’’hemuttered, 
reading the legend beneath the top 
picture. 

The train was moving out of the 
station now. As the carriage passed a 
pile of baggage, he heard a voice he 
seemed to recognise. 

“ The sweetest little man, my dearl ” 
it was saying. “ He ’d have given me 
his boots if I 'd asked for them.” 

“ ‘ Effective,* all right,” muttered 
Mildmay, “bub I don’t know so much 
about ‘ simple.’” 





Mr. Lovable had for some time been 
blowing A on the fourth hole of his flute, 
the mouthpiece of which was made of 
the leaf of a toddy palm. Otherwise it 
was a tnimpet-like instrument sheathed 
apparently with tinsel work and inlaid 
glass. He was blowing in order that 
Mr, Brown, sitting inside a circular 
gilded cage, might tune his cylindrical 
drums, a rather complicated process, 
for the centre of every drum-face was 
daubed with a round patch of boiled 
rice paste and wood-ash, and the tone 
of every drum depended upon the pre- 
cise thickening of this mixture, applied 
by Mr. Brown with his thumb and 
forefinger. Mr. Gold meanwhile, with 
an expression of far-away melancholy, 
was tapping the eighteen gongs of his 
Kyi-icaing. The cymbals had been en- 
trusted to Mr. Ponderer. Mr. Iron had 
the big drum, which was suspended from 
the belly of a red-and-golden dragon. 

When the orchestra was ready, Mr. 
Golden Goggles danced. He was fol- 
lowed by Miss Dearest, and then Mr. 
Handsome obliged. Mr. Handsome is 
one of the most popular dancers in 
Burma, and nobody can be surprised 
at that. He executed a very compli- 
cated pas seul, passing from gloom to a 
sort of gnome-like triumph, which may 
have represented courting, but may, on 
the other hand, have represented some- 
thing quite different. Afterwards an 
ensemble was given which permitted us 
to see Miss Dearest, Miss Million 
Diamonds, Miss Cave, Miss Love, Miss 
Coconut Grove and Miss Jungle Dawn 
dancing, in the guise of boys, the Oh- 
see-pwe. They wore muslin coatees wired 
into a kind of tail at the back, and pink 
silk skirts twisted up for the occasion 
like those that Mr. Handsome wore. 

In the meantime Mr. Handsome him- 
self and Mr. Golden Goggles pranced 
perpetually round them; beating, Mr. 
Golden Goggles the cymbals and Mr. 
Handsome the drum. The ladies sang j 
rather in the manner of an elementary j 


school chanting a hymn, but Mr. Hand- 
some and Mr. Golden Goggles merely 
gave wild shouts and encouraging 
smiles. As Mr. Handsome, however, 
beat his drum not only with the hand 
but also with the elbow, the knee and 
the toe, and frequently tuned it by 
redaubing the paste in the centre, it 
was no mean performance. No mean 
performance, in fact, to sing and dance 
at all upon an open-air stage, very 
lightly clad, with a chill north-western 







MR. VERY SHOWY. 

wind raging through 'the wide avenues 
of Wembley and lifting the stage carpet 
so that it had to be pegged down by 
the brown American-toed shoes which 
Mr. Lovable and Mr. Ponderer . wear 
when the spirit of the East gives way 
to that of the West. Grey with cold 
the ladies still smiled and danced, and 
the dandelions which they had added 
to the artificial flowers in their hair 
were strewn upon the stage. With a 
romantic impulse the Illustrator picked 
one up and placed it in his button-hole. 
Not everyone can boast of a dandelion 


which has fallen from the coiffure of 
Miss Jimgle Dawn. 

When the Oh-see-pice was over, Mr. 
Very Showy of the Coliseum and 
Wembley, with a little assistance from 
Mr. Diamond and Mr. Gold, gave a 
short dem,onstration of the game of 
cane-ball. This is the national pastime 
of Burma and is better than the pas- 
times of England, because there is no 
base ulterior motive in the shape of 
wickets or goals. It is played for sheer 
artistry's sake, and the things that Mr. 
Very Showy can do with a couple of 
cane balls by using his feet, his knees, 
his neck and his head, but never touch- 
ing them with his hands, might well 
make our professional footballers gasp 
with surprise. But then Mr. Very 
Showy doesn't wear boots, and that no 
doubt helps a lot. He was one of the 
spectators of the Cup-tie Pinal, and I 
gather was rather saddened by the 
materialistic creed of the West, which 
subordinates arfc to arithmetic. But he 
too smiled, even when the north-west 
wind blew his cane balls out of control. 
Por the Burmese perpetually smile. 

They are a simple childlike folk in 
many ways, and have customs which I 
cannot sufficiently admire. Burma may 
be called the star turn of Wembley, 
and besides the hundreds of bells which 
tinkle from the pagoda-like teak tops 
of its pavilion there are great brazen 
gongs at the gates and on the lawn. 
When the Burmese have finished saying 
their prayers they strike a gong loudly 
with a staghorn to tell the world what 
they have done. There are few things 
more pleasant than to beat a really loud 
gong, and I cannot imagine a device that 
would make Western church-going more 
popular. In Burma they take holidays on 
all their holy days, which is also a good 
plan, because they have a large number 
of holy days. And though they enjoy 
carving teak to an extent which to the 
Western mind borders on the super- 
fluous, they have a pretty passion for 
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MR. PONDERER. 


bright colours and flowers, and an ob- 
jection, which I am disposed to share, 
to burrowing about in the bowels of the 
earth for metals. The mining in Burma 
has to be done by Chinese. 

These things and many more we 
learnt from the gentleman who some- 
times neglects his proper duty of writing 
poems for Pmicli in order to help in the 
administration of Burmese afl:’airs, and 
is indeed largely responsible for the im- 
mense collection of wealth in minerals, 
in jewels and wood and silk which you 
see when you have passed through the 
teak porticoes and walked into Burma 
between the two tremendous leogryphs 
which guard the doors. Colossal ani- 
mals they are, and, if the red tongue of 
the one is blunted while that of the 
other is sharp, it is because, the Burmese 
say, the second is a female leogryph. 
Simple in commercial affairs, the Bur- 
mese understand zoology. 


MIS»S JUNGLE DAWN. 

Encyclopaedias say that the principal 
exports of Burma are rice and oil, but 
nobody wlio has seen the Burma 
pavilion at Wembley is going to take 
a remark like that seriously. The 
principal exports of Burma are bells 
and jewels and teak, and teak and 
bells. 

The Illustrator was so charmed with 
the bronze of Burma that he bought a 
bell capable, he said, of rousing a whole 
block of flats to breakfast with one 
stroke, and would even have liked to 
go away with a Karen drum weighing 
about a couple of hundredweight and 
carved round tlie sides and edges with 
elephants and frogs. But happily the 
price was prohibitive, and he was 
tempted to come and look at rubies and 
green jade instead. Green jade comes 
from Burma and not from China, a 
fact which may surprise some people, 
but not me, for I always know that 


MISS COCONUT GROVE. 

when any commodity is associated by 
popular tradition with any particular • 
place it always comes from somewhere 
else. As with Stilton, so with jade. 

But green jade, I suppose, is little 
accounted of in a country where the 
jade is also mauve and black and red, 
and there are beryls and amethysts and 
mbies and amber and garnets, and gold 
in all the rivers and pearls in the 
The exact price of the Burmese 
pavilion at Wembley, with all its fix- 
ings, including the rooms panelled with 
laurel - wood and mahogany, and the 
two elephants, which' are now staying 
at the Zoo, is to be quoted shortly for 
the benefit of American millionaires on 
the look-out for a rough shooting-shack 
in the Rockies. But Miss Dearest, Miss 
Million Diamonds, Miss Cave, Miss 
Love, Miss Coconut Grove and Miss 
Jungle Dawn have deci/led to return to 
Burma again. • Evoe, 
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THE CALL OF SPRING. 

When Spring has come to bower and 
bole 

In all her fresh attire, 

And housewives, conscious of their coal, 
Think twice about a fire, 

That is the time when poets feel — 
They say — a stab of sudden zeal 
Which drives them with a joyful squeal 
To strike the instant lyre. 

They tell you that they 're up at dawn, 
Eager to hail the sun ; 

They sing the sweets of lea and lawn, 
The flowers one by one ; 

They stick in animals and trees ; 

They also warble of the breeze, 

Which rhymes unerringly with bees ; 
And there, the thing is done. 

That poets (some I count as friends) 
Will tell the truth, or may, 

I grant you, and their output lends 
Colour to what they say ; 

They might apparently be backed 
To be thus vernally attacked ; 

On me alone it seems to act 
Quite in another way. 

Like them I feel the stirring sap 
Within me and am glad ; 

I also feel inclined to clap 
My hands and leap like mad ; 

Only to see the young year doff 
Her old drab garments starts me off, 
Unluckily, to dreams of golf, 

And out I go, begad. 

Well, let the vernal freshet spout, 

The early warbler sing ; 

I only sometimes feel a doubt — 

One of those doubts that cling — 
Whether these pure industrious flights 
Are really fanned by Spring’s delights, 
Or bottM off on Winter nights 
And cellared till the Spring. 

Dum-Dum. 


HAHOSOME IS AS HANDSOME LOOKS. 

What future generations will think 
of some of our present-day women 
novelists it would he unwise, and per- 
haps’ unkind, to prophesy, but it is cer- 
tain that at the door of those gifted 
ladies will be laid the flagrant injustice 
now being meted out to that group of 
men on whom Nature has inflicted 
straight noses, wavy hair, clear com- 
plexions and those other attributes that 
go to make up good looks. 

Until a few years back the handsome 
man had the world at his feet. He was 
the hero of every romance, every drama, 
and palmists promised him to every 
female client. 

But our women novelists have changed 
all that. For some reason or other — j 
perhaps the War — ^they have smashed 
their old idols, which were generally I 


Greek in outline, and have substituted 
the ju-jus with which the prudent West 
African native scares away evil spirits. 
Nowadays in our romances the only 
possible hero is one possessing a rugged 
face, by which is meant, I gather, one 
that has been caught in some machinery, 
and handed back with many features 
in the wrong places. And the owner of 
such a face, it is alleged, can love with 
an intensity, a passion and a fury that 
is simply impossible to a man whose 
face is in drawing. 

The effect has been that handsome 
men are now at a dreadful discount. 
Advertisers in matrimonial papers de- 
scribe themselves proudly as con- 
sidered homely.” A Eugby footballer, 
returning from a game where his face 
has been considerably trodden on, runs 
a risk of being kidnapped by love-sick 
maidens. In a ball-room the man mth 
Tarzan lineaments has to allot his 
dances on a time schedule, while the 
Adonises slink round in the hope that 
some myopic spinster may take pity on 
them. And a handsome bridegroom at 
the altar convinces the spectators that 
the bride is mercenary. 

Worse than that, the man possessing 
good looks is ip$o facto suspect and is 
considered capable of all 'crimes, from 
: baby-farming to posting letters in the 
wrong receptacle at the local post-office. 

Only the other day, in a novel, I came 
across this : ** One glance at his false 
handsome face revealed to Enid that 
life-long misery awaited Anastasia if 
she w’^ed this man,” 

Now is it not hopelessly unfair to 
place “false” and ‘‘handsome” in con- 
stant juxtaposition ? 

In this case it was a certain Eupert 
Budgeon who filled the role of villain, 
and I have to admit that in many re- 
spects he was not exactly nice. He 
did hurl his grand-aunt from the roof- 
garden of Harridge’s to the street below 
and then calmly proceed to claim the 
insurance money in the Life Insurance 
Department, next door to the Cretonnes 
and Plumbers’ Sundries on Floor 17. 
Some other foibles of his, such as forg- 
ing cheques and miscounting his strokes 
I in a bunker, no decent man would openly 
approve of. 

Yet, though I hold no brief for Eupert 
;and don’t care much for his wayll, I am 
I forced to ask, Is it not true that he did 
I these things, not on account of his good 
; looks, but in spite of them ? 

Let us be Just before we are un- 
generous. Must it be assumed that 
because a man can look at himself in 
his shaving-glass in the morning with- 
out a shudder he is in the line of suc- 
cession of Neko, Crippen, ’et ah ? No, 
it must not and it shall not. 

Besides — and this is a strong point — 


look at the inspired efforts of our gifted 
artists in the illustrated advertisements. 
See the young man ^vho decided to get 
out of the rut and make good by signing 
the coupon that very day and is now a 
managing director with a four-figure 
salary. How handsome he is ! That 
other fellow, the husband who hurries 
home and announces to his wife, 
“Duckie, I Ve bought you the loveliest 
enamelled dustbin at Eidler and Dilnot’s 
for — you’ll never guess — seven-and- 
eleven-tliree ” — have you ever seen a 
more Apollo-like frontage than his? 
And the man who has purchased on the 
instalment plan the forty-four volumes, 
with fumed oak book-case, of the Com- 
mercial Encycloiocddia, and is depicted 
reading steadily through them in order 
to become a better citizen, a better hus- 
band and a better income-tax payer — 
his face is far from uncomely. N ot at all 
bad, in fact. And so on with everything, 
from pipes to pyjamas, the man that is 
doing the right thing is in the good- 
looking class, whilst the men with 
spots before their eyes or the lassitude- 
merchants possess faces which arouse 
in the spectator a passionate urge to 
throw things at them. 

That proves — doesn’t it? — that the 
artists [of vision harbour no unkindly 
feelings towards the fellow on whom 
good looks have been inflicted, and are 
disposed to treat him as a man and a 
brother. 

Again, the Stage is on the side of the 
good-looking men. Can anyone con- 
ceive of Owen Nares or Henry Ainley 
being cast for the part of tlie villain ? 
Or, if either of them were, would it not 
be the case only up to Act III., where, 
amid the dripping of tears and the 
gnashing of choceJates in the auditor- 
ium, it would be disclosed that the 
seeming villain, A., had chivalrously 
taken on himself the buiflen of the real, 
villain’s (B.’s) crime, for the sake of a' 
woman that A, and/or B. loved, or be- 
cause A.’s father hael been saved from 
ruin and disgrace in the dear dead past 
when B.’s father had pawned the family 
gramophone with one hundred-and- 
seventy-four records to meet a stumer 
cheque wdiieli A.’s father had itttered? 
I ’m afraid I ’ve not made myself fright- 
fully clear, but you gather the idea. Tlie 
good-looking man who is alleged to be 
the villain is really a hero when you 
come to know him properly. 

In spite of all this evidence in favour 
of handsome men, the general tendency 
is to regard them as vain, selfish, treach- 
erous and what not. 

To lady liovelists in general, and 
Miss D-nr. and Miss H-ll in particu- 
lar, I make a heart-to-heart appeal for 
fair play on behalf of a class to which 
unhappily I belong. 
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of the returning penny and knew that some inyisible but irresistible magnet, 
WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIGHTON. i had won. Is tiiero a sound on earth begins to move stealthily across the 
II. — The "Wicked Piek. more exquisite than this ? Here is the water to destruction— an aw^ful thing 

The richer Pomans, if I remember one sensation that never stales. It is to see. But by frantically turning a 
right, were fond of thrusting little piers the one moment when I feel that I am nautical little wheel outside it is possible 
into the sea in front of their holiday greater than a machine ; that Man is to steer the ship through^ bridges of 
villas at Baiae, Oapri and elsewhere, important ; that I am an important inconceivable narrowness into a safe 
At about the same time the morals of man and capable of greatness. After harbour, when the penny is returned, 
the Emperors took a turn for the worse all, I have pitted my wits against a I reckon that in my time I have made 
and the Eoman Empire decayed. Eobot, staked all upon my brains, and a substantial sum of money out of these 

There are those who might draw a here is my capital returned to me intact* machines. I seldom fail to save that 
sinister comparison when they see for Practically, it is making money. To little ship. It calls up qualities in a 
the first time the monstrous pleasure- put in a penny and receive a penny in man which every man knows that he 
piers of Brighton thrust out so arro- exchange — many are the financiers, possesses, but never in real life has 


gantly into the pure stream of 
Ocean. But George and I were 
not among them. Indeed, the 
piers of Brighton are her glory. 
It is the sea which is the blot. 
Who wmuld suppose that that 
grey and dingy fluid w^hich lops 
about the West Pier is the same 
that washes the shores of Corn- 
wall and Palermo, and is de- 
scribed by many poets as blue ? 
It is not necessary, however, to 
look at the sea. There are cor- 
ners in the band-house where 
a man may sit with his face 
towards the town and think 
himself in Camberwell again. 

Except, of course, for the 
moral tone. George insisted 
that we should spend our first 
afternoon on the pier for the 
sake of the moral tone. He 
called it doing the penny-in- 
the-slot machines ; ” but I 
gathered that the penny-in- 
the-slots were somehow mys- 
teriously connected with the 
moral tone. 

At the end of the pier there 
is a vast quadrangular theatre, 
hung like a fairy mushroom 
o’er the sea. About it there 
blew without ceasing a fright- 
ful east wind, and I longed for 
the genial frowst of Kensing- 
ton. But the whole of Ken- 
sington basnet so manypenny- 
in-the-^slots as are set about 



any chance to display — cool- 
ness, quickness, nautical apti- 
tude, and a clear notion of 
the distinction between right 
and left. I made sevenpence 
out of the ship. George, I 
was happy to see, invariably 
steered the ship to ruin. 

Time after time my penny 
clattered back. I do not as a 
rule invest much capital in 
the '‘Test Your Strength” 
machines ; but to encourage 
George, who was growing a 
little moody, I took him on at 
the Grip-Gauge, with disas- 
trous results. The strongest 
possible grip is 600, and the 
average grips of different trades 
and professions are noted above 
the machine : — 


Farmers . . . 

. 470 

Bankers . . . 

. 300 

Lawyers . . . 

. 325 

Boilermakers 

. 430 

Moulders . . . 

. 470 

Paperhangers . 

. 325 

Stenographers • 

. 300 

Travelling Men . 

. 400 

Telegraphers . . 

. 290 

Dentists . , . 

. 360 


“Is YOUR sox STRICTIiY HONEST?” 

“ Oh, yes, Sir. But op course he realises that 

BUSINESS IS BUSINESS.” 


and SO on. 

George gripped first, grew 
very red in the face, and regis- 
tered 400, the grip of a Trav- 
elling Man. I then seized the 
handle, and — to this day I 
know not why — the needle 


this theatre. We changed all our money after all, who would be glad if they had shot round the dial, past Paperhangers 
into coppers and thoroughly enjoyed done as much at the ending of the day. and Boilermakers, past Plumbers and 
ourselves for about an hour. In theory I pocketed my penny and studied Moulders, and rested at 595. I was the 
the penny-in-the slots are provided for once more the lists printed over the strongest man in the world* 
the young ; in practice, however, few dial, showing the average weight of George said I had not gripped fair, 
modem children have either the money healthy men, women and children of I gave him a penny and told him to 
or the leisure for a real slot-orgy such various heights. And I turned away, grip as I had. He went red in the face 
as George and I indulged in. A number as usual, with a certain sense of liumili- again and reached 285 — a little lower 
of children followed us about and ex- ation, for weight is not my strong than the Telegraphers, 
tracted wistfully a vicarious pleasure point, and I find that I work out at a I cannot think of anything that I 
from our excesses. woman of 5 feet 7. have enjoyed so much. 

My favourites are those machines by However, the next few slots restored When I had made about &Ye shillings 
which my money is returned.^ And I my pride; for I won heavily. The George took me into a small room 
turned with joy to my old friend the most delicious machine of all is that called Joyland.” It was entirely full 
‘^Guess-Your-W^eight Machine. Once which has a little ship floating in real of penny-in-the- slot machines, but of 
more I guessed my weight to a pound, water, and when the penny is inserted a different character. They were like 
and heard once more the joyful clatter the ship is released and, drawn by large cameras, with little windows of 
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glass, through which the pleasure- 
seeker was invited to look. Over them 
were written such legends as *^The 
Lifeograph — Montmartre — And Very- 
Nice Too” — ^^What the Butler Saw” 
— The Harem Girls at Play ” — “ Why 
Mary Blew Out the Light ” — and 
‘‘What Tommy Saw in Paris (for 
adults only).” One or two were even 
marked with the awful warning — “Por 
Men Only.” 

A young adult left the last-named 
machine as we entered and slunk away, 
not meeting our eyes. 

One felt that yet another Brighton 
boy had stood face to face with Sin. 

“Come on,” said George. “We’d 
better see the whole of Brighton while 
we ’re about it.” 

George took “The Harem Girls at 
Play ” and I took “ What Tommy Saw 
in Paris.” 

I put in a penny and peered into the 
secret box. There was a clatter and a 
great light shone within. . . . 

If one is going to be wicked it is as well 
to be wicked in an old-fashioned style. 
Tommy went to Paris, I judged, in 
about the year 1890. And what he saw 
there was an exceedingly Victorian 
young lady of English and suburban 
birth, holding a bicycle more up-to-date 
than herself. One foot was on the 
pedal, and, clothed in an open-work 


black silk stocking, one saw her ankle 
immodestly exposed. Her hat was small 
and circular and plentifully adorned 
with feathers. Her hair was arranged 
in the style of long ago — a “ bun ” be- 
hind and a kind of wedding-cake before. 

This vision passed with a click, too 
soon, too soon. It was succeeded by 
the same young lady sitting in an apple- 
tree and dangling from a bough a 
single foot, on which was no shoe 
but only a stocking. Next I saw her 
lying well wrapped up upon a stony 
beach (doubtless one of the shores of 
the Seine), and at a little distance a 
man with a very large moustache and 
an open umbrella. Again, sitting upon 
a stool, with one foot quite naked, in 
a hip-bath. Again, in walking-dress, 
but upside-down. Again, fondling a 
cat and wearing an expression of inno- 
cence which nothing in the picture be- 
lied. Again, sitting in a boat and in a 
dating Victorian blouse, the hair falling 
about her ample shoulders. The other 
pictures I forget. 

I know not what’ Tommy did when 
he saw these shocking sights, but I am 
afraid I laughed aloud. I then went 
and had a peep at George’s Harem 
Girls, who were, it seemed, three daugh- 
ters of Norwood pillow-fighting on a 
staircase in the costume of 1860. We 
laughed so much that a man came in 


and looked at What the Butler Saw, 
This machine, however, was apparently 
broken. And when the man had kicked 
it and shaken it for some time he looked 
angrily at us and went out, using bad 
words. For if it is rapture to put in a 
.penny and receive a penny back, to put 
in a penny and i^eceive nothing at all 
is the blackest misery. 

We walked, back to the Oosmopole, 
passing on our way a cluster of respect- 
able old ladies and gentlemen huddled 
round the Band-house. I thought 
again of all that legend of pleasure and 
wickedness which hangs over Brighton, 
of all those muffled hurrying motoists 
who passed us on the Brighton Eoad. 
Where were they ? 

“George,” I said, “this is all very 
well; but what does Tommy see at 
Brighton ? ” 

“ You wait,” said George darkly. 

- ^ A. P. H. 

From an Indian tobacconist’s pam- 
phlet : — 

“ Do yon imagine the time when every part 
of the world will bo overpopulated. Driven 
by hunger man will pray upon man. Cani- 
balism will be the order of the day. The races 
whose blood is well saturated with nicotine 
will be shunned by the canibals, for nicotine 
turns the flesh bitter and distasteful.” 

There may be contingent advantages 
even in possessing “a smoker’s heart.” 
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SILENCE FIRST. you musk 

The vocal chords, the larynx, the wrong.” 
tongue — how wonderful they are ! What ‘ * W hat 

perfection of mechanism ! You may Eo-di-o ? ” 
read alx>ut them in physiological works, ‘ ‘ Merelj^ 

with diagrams — marvellous ! But how all. You i 
often it is wiser not to sa}' anything at *^But yc 
all. How much less complicated this Juliet ; * Oj 
life would be if we were all dumb. so on. 

‘‘ Safety Piest.” — Y ou see those Well, ai 


‘^What do you mean? Why not 


sorry to appear so superior, but really whose tact and tolerance are something 
you mustn’t say Eo-di*o. That ’s all fierce : the smile of one who is more 
» democratic even than democracy, 

wiiat do you mean ? Why not '' I wish you ’d introduce me to Bud 

Derringer,” said Peatherby, who had 
Merely because it ’s wrong, that ’s been listening. ‘‘I’m interested in 
You say ‘ Eo-day-o.’ ” every kind of horsemanship, as you 

But you don’t say ‘ Eo-may-o and know", and I should like a talk with 
et;’ or perhaps you do?” And him about one or two things for a 

chapter in a book I ’m writing.” 

Sfell, after that interlude was over “Nothing easier,” said the Major, 


or perhaps you do?” 


so on. 

Well, afte] 


that interlude was over 


words on all the buses. But being run some one chanced to mention that “ if you know how he s to be found.” 
over is nothing compared with the a few of the rough-riders had already “Well,” said Featherby, “I happen 
calamities that mav follow upon the reached this country in advance of the to know that just at the moment he ’s 
spoken word. “ Silence Piest ’’—that others. ‘‘ Among them,” he said, “Bud at Wembley. He ’s advising about the 


is a j)ublic warning which might really Derringer.” stables, I ’m told.” 

be useful. “ Bud Derringer I ” exclaimed Major “ Splendid ! ” said the Major. “ Let ’s 

I ’m not thinking afc the moment of Swinger, who has been in America and go out and find him. I wanted an 
those dangerous chance allusions — does not often forget sooner or later to excuse to see the place, even if it is 




made too often for want ' 

of something to say — 
to mutual friends whom 
one has seen lunching or 

dancing too intimately ^ 

w'ith other people’s pro- 

perty. I simply mean F 

word whatever. The 

other day, for example, t\ 

I lost an important train I 

solely through mention- y l\ ^ Ij ^\yl jJm 

ing Jamaica to one of / m 

those men with an en- ■ v m jr Ip > 

croaching confidential f 

manner and a sparkling \ ‘ ’ -i. ' ‘ ' \ \ 

eye,m whom every sjdl- \VM. \ 

able they hear touches w * ' ''' 

a spring of reminis- ‘ 

cence that cannot gush , A ’ "A I 

itself out under five 

minutes andmore likely 

ten — men therefore in . \ 

whose presence, unless Golfer [as Colonel Bhinderbore passes), “New member, 

one as onn ess ime, Caddie, “Yessir. 'E swore ‘isself if yesterday.” 

it 13 hteralLy not safe to L- 

say anything: that is, if one is incapable mention it. “Why, I know Bud. A 
of brusque discourlesy. * most charming fellow. I met him in 




Golfer [as Colo7iel Bhinderbore passes), “New member, isn’t he?” 
Caddie, “Yessir. swore ‘isself if yesterday.” 


little else than empty 
rooms and packing- 
cases, as I ’m told.” 

Having nothing bet- 
ter to do, I went with 
them. 

“You’ll like Bud,” 
said the Major in the 
car. ‘ ‘ A rough diamond, 
of course, but one of the 
best. And what a seat ! 
We often used to go out 

^ together when he was 

Z rounding up the stock. 

In fact it was while "we 
: were riding together 
^ Yflro I got to know him 

IM[| I so well. And you know 
r XliiSv there’s a lot more in a 
/I cowboy than you ’d ex- 

pect. Quite deep stuff 
sometimes. By George I 
I // \/r « but he ’ll be glad to see 
me. When they meet 
a Britisher they really 

like, they never forget.” 

And so we came to Wembley. 

“Mr. Derringer’s in the Stadium,” 


Silence First. — I am thinking of Texas. A bit of a rough diamond, but said an attendant. “He’s very busy, 
the risks that those of us who are charming. And ride ! You ’ve never but if you ’ll give me your names 1 11 
tempted to conversation are always seen such riding. The others ’ll have take them to him.” 
running in a world containing so many to be pretty good if Bud doesn’t beat “ Take him this,” said the Major, and 
men who have travelled and can tell them to a frazzle. Good old Buddy, he scribbled on the back of his visiting- 
you how superior to England other fancy meeting him again ! ” card a word or two of welcome in the 

countries can be in this and that detail; He smiled the triumphant smile vernacular of the Wild and Woolly 
so many men who know distinguished which belongs to a cosmopolitan who West. “ Pufc it there !” he wrote. “They 
people ; so many men who have trav- has visited ranches and met cowboys like that sort of thing,” he explained to 
elled and know distinguished i)eople as and is now in the company of drab us. “ Bud ’ll rise to that. Probably he 
well. ^ Londoners who have done nothing of hasn’t heard anything so cordial since 

I am thinking also of the risks which the kind. he landed.” 

these men themselves can run ; I am “ I wonder where he is staying,” the We waited ; and in a few minutes a 
thinking of the times vrlien muteness Major continued. “It would be great wiry, bowlegged, powerful-looking man 
were best even with them. Which fun to meet old Bud again. What came out, twisting the Major’scard in his 
brings me (at last) to the point. times we used to have! Night after fingers and now and then looking at it. 

We were talking about the Eodeo night. We were inseparable. I must “That’s Bud Derringer,” said the 
which is to be one of the summer say I like a good fellow when I see one, Major, advancing to meet him. 
attractions at Wembley, and, after the and when I was over there I think I “Are you Major Swinger ?” the great 
usual friendly correction as to pronun- pleased them, being, as someone said, man asked. “ Sorry, but I can’t seem 
ciation which accompanies all such more democratic than themselves.” to place you.” 
talk— “My dear fellow, I’m awfully He smiled again— the smile of one] Once more, the veil. E.V. L. 




THE COSTER CULT. 

** Good heavens, George I What on earth You ’re never going out t.t-k-v. that ? ” 

“It’s all eight, old thing. I’m only trying to live up to that ‘Hoxton’ scarp op yours.” 


ALL IN ONE AFTERNOON. 

(The Experiences of a Ccmscientious 
and Ubiquitous Musical Critic,) 
Veronali’s Violin Oonoeeto. 

Mr. Annibale Glumboso, who gave a 
violin recital at the Einstein Hall on 
Friday afternoon last, brought forward 
Veronali’s Concerto Oalmante, which 
has not been heard in London before. 
Veronali, it may be observed, is the 
protagonist of the new Sedative School, 
which is the outcome of the reaction 
against the inflammatory tendencies of 
modern music, and as such deserves 
respectful attention. There are three 
movements, the first of which, marked 
Allegro sonnifero, is perhaps more re- 
markable for placidity than strength; 
the second, a Sche^^zo sonnacchioso, 
without revealing any special origin- 
ality, breathes a spirit of drowsy con- 
tentment which is not without charm. 
The Fmale, which is headed Oo^v sapore 
profondo, justified its title by the effect 
produced on the audience, and in the 
Goda^ alternatively described as a 
Letargia encephalitica, the influence of 
the music was doubtless responsible for 
the absence of any applause. Mr. Glum- 
boso is clearly an able musician, with 


considerable command of that narcotic 
bravura which his compatriots describe 
as cloralismo. We were unfortunately 
unable to hear any of the other pieces 
in the programme, in which it is pos- 
sible that the soloist might have pro- 
duced a more favourable impression. 
The Bonzoline Trio. 

This excellent combination intro- 
duced as the chief item in a long pro- 
gramme a new Trio by Bobolinsky. 
Unfortunately, owing to the concur- 
rence of other engagements on the same 
afternoon, we were only able to hear 
the last movement. Bobolinsky is a 
good starter but a bad finisher, and the 
performance at the Mongolian Hall on 
Friday afternoon, though spirited and 
accurate, only served to emphasize this 
defect. It is, however, right to say that, 
if we had only been able to hear the 
first two movements, we might have 
recorded a more favourable verdict. 
Miss Capello d’Oeo. 

At the Wigmore Hall on Friday 
afternoon Miss CapeUo d’ Oro sang an 
interesting programme of Bach, BafiS, 
Mozart, Mustacchi, Parrucone and 
modern English and American song- 
writers. Miss CapeUo d’ Oro excels 
in the delicacy of her capigliatum, 


which was admirably shown in the 
Italian songs, but is less well suited to 
the robuster style of Isidore Truefitt 
and J onathan B. Cowlick. Miss CapeUo 
d’ Oro is somewhat too prodigal of facial 
gesture, and her voice needs careful 
overhauling by a good teacher, who 
would eliminate the obvious imperfec- 
tions of intonation, breathing, phrasing 
and attack which at present detract 
from the success of her interpretations. 
We were only able to hear four out of 
the thirty-five songs set down, owing 
to the insistent demand for encores. 

I The Glorioso Quartet. 

The concert given by this excellent 
Quartet at the Euterpian Hall on Friday 
afternoon was not over till 5.30 p.m., 
which fortunately enabled us to hear 
the last two of Pontifex's Seven Idylls. 
They are ideal — ^if the quasi-pun may be 
allowed — for strings, and serve admir- 
ably to show off the fine tone of the 
“ Gloriosi.*' But, though weU written for 
the instruments, these Idylls (or at least 
the last two) are somewhat tenuous in 
their musical fibre. One could wish for 
a little more approfondissement, enche- 
vitrement — more, in fine, .of the sub- 
limity which, as Longinus remarks, is 
the reverberation of magnanimity. 






Sceiie.--TKii family msteotstg-ik to “Faust.” 

SQuall Gii'L “.You ’ll let me have the ear~cafs whek the Devil comes on, won’t you ? ” 


NEW TIPS ON TAXATION. 

George Willaston, like a good 
many other people nowadays, takes a 
great interest in taxation. He is an 
enthusiast for improving it, and about 
the time ■when he has at last managed 
to meet his half-yearly income-tax 
demand (Final Notice) his brain is 
always very active with alternative 
I schemes. He was greatly struck the 
I other day by the announcement that 
I the Belgian Goverrmfent had started a 
new system of “ telegrams de luxe ” for 
the announcement of birt'hs/marriages, 

: the transmission of congratulations, 
and so on. The proud (or dutiful) 

I sender pays a little more and gets his 
message delivered on a specially hand- 
some form. In the Belgian case the 
; surplus charges go to charity, but 
Willaston*s idea, when he suggested 
borrowing it for this country, W' as the 
relief of taxation. 

‘"But it wouldn’t yield very much,” 
I objected. 

Ah,” said Willaston, ‘‘but Belgium 
has only tackled the fringe of the sub- 
ject. What we want is an ascending 
scale of benefits and charges in propor- 
tion. , Seale A, special form, but no 


flourishes ; Scale B, special form with 
ornamental squiggles in red and gold ; 
Scale G, special form wdth squiggles 
and delivered by a messenger in special 
uniform ; Scale D, postmaster himself 
turns out to deliver it, with low bows 
and hat-raising. And so on — Scale E 
(cuvSe re$eTvee and price accordingly), 
the P.M.G. has to climb intoCourt dress , 
and carry out the job in person. (Only 
applicable to Metropolitan area.) A 
kind of self-levied Ostentation Tax, you 
see — brings in pots of money. You 
know what some people are when they 
start trying to go one better than their 
neighbours .... What ’s more, I don’t 
see why the same principle shouldn’t 
be applied to increasing the revenue 
from income tax.” 

“There’s no ostentation about in- 
come tax,’'’ I objected. 

‘ “Bnt it might be fostered,” he pointed 
out. Three months late, ordinary re- 
ceipt, complete with that exasperating 
advertisement of motor-cars on the back ; 
two months late, receipt on art paper 
(with no motor-car advertisement) ; one 
month late, illuminated certificate suit- 
able for framing. Pay on the nail, on 
January 1st and July 1st, and yon 
might have a special call of thanks: 


from the collector, with full liberty to 
detain him for ten minutes wdiile you 
explained just exactly what you thought 
about taxes in general and his in par- 
ticular. Pay in advance and you might 
have the privilege of keeping a District 
Inspector of Taxes waiting on the mat 
with his hat in his hand. Forgo your 
allowances and the Treasury sends down 
a first-class clerk to grovel for you. And 
so on up the scale. Very impressive 
for the neighbours and very relieving, 
to the feelings — ^what ? ” 

“ There might be something in it,” I 
agreed. 

There would be in Willaston’s case. 
I can see him saving up for years for 
a ball from the Chancellor op the Ex- 
chequer himself. It woiildbea 
quar't d'heure for the Chancellor. 


A PUNCH SHOW. 

The attention of our readers is in- 
vited to an exhibition of Mr. Lewis 
Baumee’s work in colour and black- 
and-white, which is now being held at 
the galleries of The Fine Art Society, 
148, New Bond Street. It includes a 
large number of originals of his Punch 
drawings. 
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THE LONG VIEW. 

John BulC {to the Peesudbnt of the Isish Fees State). “ I DON’T SAY THIS IS THE BEST 
FENCE I’VE EVER SAT ON; BUT, IF YOU HOPE ONE DAY TO DISPENSE WITH IT 
ALTOGETHER, I SHOULDN’T RAISE TOO MUCH TROUBLE ABOUT IT NOW.” 
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presentation Bill, it suited the Govern- The Sbcbetaet of the Tebasuet 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ment to support the Conservatives and, admitted that the Stationery Office had 
Mmday.May through the mouth of Mr. Hendebson, recently published, durably bound in 

ary question is again on the carpet, to to dare” the Liberals to turn them out. buckram,” the judgments delivered 
the manifest disquietude of the CoLONiAii This afternoon the situation was re- by Lord Chancellor Birkenhead, but 
Secretary. Viscount Gurzon artlessly versed. The Liberals were taken back pointed out that the order was given in 
inquired whether the Minister agreed into favom’ ; and on Mr. Simon’s Evic- 1921, and that he had no intention of 
with Mr. Lloyd George’s interpreta- tions Bill the Government meekly con- publishing a similar volume of the pre- 
tion of Article XII. of the Treaty. “ It sented to the reinsertion of a provision sent Lord Chancellor’s judicial pro- 
is not our duty to interpret Article XII.; which with Conservative help they had nouncements. But why should not Lord 
it is our duty to give effect to it,” was thrown out in Committee. Haldane be a man in buckram too? 

Mr. Thomas’s oracular reply. Tuesday, May 6th . — ^The Lords re- Every year the same attempts to 


Mr. Thomas’s oracular reply. 


Tuesday, May 6th.— The Lords re- 


Invited to elucidate the Govern- 1 turned from their -prolonged holidays I reduce, or further reduce, the tea and 
ent’s attitude towards the sugar duties are made by the 

actiee of holding political outs and resisted by the ins. 

eetings on Sundays, the This year the old speeches wer^ 

jiME Minister was careful % made (with slightly increased 

avoid committing himself. ^ emphasis, owing to the recent 

L this he was so successful Imperial Conference) by Sir H. 

at Mr. Thurtle begged for 4 / Croft, Sir W. Mitchell - 

L assurance that there w^as no Thomson and others, and were 

tention of imposing upon resisted by Mr. Snowden with 

Qgland “the dreadful Scottish ^ ^ vigour occasionally almost 

ibbath;” while Mr. Pringle ^ amounting to ferocity. Not 

included that Mr. MacDon- pathetic 

jD’s recent statement to the P^ea for an abolition of the 

t^ee Church Council — “he cocoa-duty, on the ground that ' 

Duld like to see a state of so- ^ cheaper cinemas %vould be no 

3 ty where every man and /w ' good without cheaper choco- 

oman preferred the old Scot- a ■» III y late, could soften the heart of 

3 h Sunday to the modern Ilk this inexorable Chancellor. j 

rench one” — was “purely Wednesday y May 7th. — De- 

lademic.” ^ [!\\ scribiijg the administration of 

According to the intelligent _ the Emir Abdullah as “ tvran- 

iticipations of the Press, Mr. ^ ^ nical, extravagant, ineffi^ent 

' throw down a direct chal- Baglan asked whether the 

age to the Government M Government were trying to re- 

rer the McKenna duties. concile the people ol Palestine 

at when the time came the ^ “Zionist tyranny” by the 

eader op the Opposition spectacle of a w^orse tyranny 

sappointed his more fiery ^ other side of Jordan, 

llowers by merely asking the Lord Arnold, while admitting 

lual colourless question about that the condition of Trans- 

.e course of business. jordania was not all that might 

Mr. Glynbs, who had come 7 desired, entirely denied Lord 

>wm prepared to pick up Mr. ^ Baglan’s theoiy. There was 

aldwin’s gage, was also a »o tyranny, Zionist or other, 

itle nonplussed by this un- THE BRAYOS. in Palestine ; and the Govern- 

pectediy tame development. Reminiscence of Borneo and Miet.) ment had not diverged in any 

aere followed a bi'ief dialoc^ue, Sanvpson (Mr. Baldwin). “Praw, ip you be a man,” -way from the policy of their 

Lffhtlv reminiscent of ^the Abraham (Mr. Clynes). “Certainly. Why didn’t you predecessors, w^'Mch was to 

Ining scene of Borneo and * W with absolute impartial- 


ment’s attitude towards the 
practice of holding political 
meetings on Sundays, the 
Prime Minister was careful 
to avoid committing himself. 
In this he was so successful 
that Mr. Thurtle begged for 
an assurance that there was no 
intention of imposing upon 
England “the dreadful Scottish 
Sabbath;” while Mr. Pringle 
concluded that Mr. MacDon- 
ald’s recent statement to the 
Eree Church Council — “he 
would like to see a state of so- 
ciety where every man and 
w-oman preferred the old Scot- 
tish Sunday to the modern 
French one ’ ’ — was ‘ ‘ purely 
academic.” 

According to the intelligent 
anticipations of the Press, Mr. 
Baldwin was this afternoon 
to throw down a direct chal- 
lenge to the Government 
over the McKenna duties. 
But when the time came the 
Leader op the Opposition 
disappointed his more fiery 
■followers by merely asking the 
usual colourless question about 
the course of business. 

Mr. Glynbs, who had come 
dowm prepared to pick up Mr. 
Baldwin’s gage, was also a 
little nonplussed by this un- 
expectedly tame development. 
There followed a bi'ief dialogue, 
slightly reminiscent of the 
opening scene of Borneo and 


THE BRAYOS. 

(A Reminiscence of Borneo and Jidiet.) 

Sampson (Mr. Baldwin). “Praw, ip you be a man,” 
Abraham (Mr. Clynes), “Certainly. Why didn’t you 
say so before?” 


Mr. Clynes as Abraha7n stsaxt- 1 like giants refreshed and, in the course I ity both Arab and Jew. 


ing with, “Do you bite your thumb at of a sitting lasting nearly ten minutes, The Commons were provided with a 
us, Sir?” and Mr. Baldwin as passed or advanced six or seven Bills, useful sidelight on Socialism in office 

at first contenting himself with “No, Arising out of Mr. Snowden’s news- when Mr. Hardie asked the President 
Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, paper article on the Housing question, of the Board op Trade to call a con- 
Sir ; but I bite my thumb, Sir,” and ulti- an announcement fraught with infinite ference of iron and steel manufacturers 
mately, 'spurred on by his supporters, possibilities was made by Mr. Clynes. with the view of bringing their plant up 
rapping out, “Draw, if you be men!” In reply to Mr. Austen Chamberlain to date. One would rather have ex- 
By his handling of the episode Mr. he stated that the Government accept peeted Mr. Webb to jump at the chance 
Clynes did something to rehabilitate responsibility for Ministers’ statements of teaching these “ captains of indus- 
his leadership. No one will underrate on questions of policy “ regardless of try ” their business. But no. He 
the difficulty of maintaining in office a the form in which the statements are quenched “Comrade” Haedie’s enthu- 
Government dependent for existence made.” If so, the Prime Minister had siasm with a decidedly cold douche, 
upon the continual exploitation of the better provide himself with a large blue and, when Mr. Hope pointed out the 
mutual hate of its two powerful enemies, pencil, and revise his colleagues’ effus- absurdity of calling upon manufaetmers 
Last week, over the Proportional Be- ions before they go to press. to improve their plants when the Gov- 
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ernment did nothing to find a market less liable than its older rivals to be 


THE PEOPLE’S FAG. 


for their products, he loftily obseryed, attacked from the air ; whereupon bir Chance for Free Trade. 

in the best manner of the Manchester G. Hohlee retorted that down at Chat- . -Rrlitnr of Piinch ” 

School, “ I am not aware that it is any ham they were not afraid of air-rai<^. UpVialf of mv nr^finicifi 

part of the duty of the Government to Lady Astor (Plymouth) and Sir B 

secure a market for particular manu- Falle (Portsmouth) were not a wMt tion may ... . 7 , , , • 

facturers.” behind in theii- patriotic avowals. The grave and lUogical blot m Mr Snow- 

After this it was rather amusing to fact that the only dockyard at pre- den s “ Free Trade Budget . He pro- 
find Mr. Webb charging Sir John sent scheduled for sale is Sheerness, to have c eansed our sy^^^^ 

Maeeiott, who had started a debate which has no direct Parliamentary re- “Protection, ^ Via Vipo loff 

on the alarming growth in the expendi- presentation, is of course a mere acoi- prosperous industry which he has left 
ture on public assistance, with “Lrly- dent; and Mr. Ammon hastened to alone. He discards the duty 
Yictorianism.” On this subject, at any assure Major Whelee, of whose con- ported motor-cais, but he letains the 
rate, he himself is a neo-Georgian, for, stituencyitforms part, thatthe interests duty of 12s. 7^ pei lb. on imported 
while admitting that the growth was of the “mateys” there would be speci- “ nianufactured cigarettes, behind 
“ striking,” he declined to view it as a ally safeguarded in the conditions of which the mamfiactmers of certain 
misfortune. In his opinion even “over- sail weU-known British brands, which I 


lapping ” — Sir John had 
quoted the case of a man , 
who was receiving assist- ,] 
ance from six public au- 
thorities — was not neces- 
sarily bad for the com- IL1‘| i 
munity, though it might 
be demoralising" to the 
indiyidual. The speech 
reconciled me as a tax- 
payer to its author’s 
presence at the Board of 
Trade. He might have 
been at the Exchequer.. 

Thursday May 8th . — 

Lord Olivier easily se- 
cured ' a second reading 
for his Bill enabling the- 
Viceroy and other high 
Indian officials to come 
home on leave without 
being obliged to resign 
their posts. But his pro- 
posal that the rules gov- 
erning the concession 
should be drawn up by 
the India Office did hot n 





need not particularise, 
have shamefully erected 
a flourishing business. 

Now, Sir, it may be 
too late to kill this in- 
dustry entirely, but by 
removing the cigarette 
duty very suddenly it 
should be possible to 
throw a substantial num- 
ber of Englishmen out 
of employment. There 
are in the London Tele- 
phone Buff Book the 
names of one hundred 
and thirty-seven cigar- 
ette manufacturers. 
There are only four cig- 
arette importers. With 
a little care these figures 
might easily be reversed. 
Consider the price of the 
cheapest — the simple 
comfort of the toiling 
masses. The People’s 
Smoke should cost them 
less. And there is no 
doubt that, were this 
duty removed, a similar 
article could be produced 


the Inclia Unice aici not The Seadmaster. “Now look here, you boys, ip I am to be bespon- uiieio ib xiu 

please Lord Otjezon, who sible fob what you put in your home letters I shall have to blue- doubt that, were this 
insisted that they should pencil them first,’^ , duty removed, a similar 

be inserted in the Bill. IMaoDonald, Mr. Thomas, Lord Thomson and Mr. Snowden, article could be produced 

It is perhaps hardly [Attention has been called to the efiect upon Cabinet responsibility of the abroad at a price within 
surprising that the Gov- tendency of Mnisters to contribute to the Press] . t reach of those of our 

ernment cannot yet say what their Friday, May 9th. — ^Mr. Buchanan’s countrymen who were thrown upon the 
Housing scheme is likely to cost, request that his Government of Scot- dole ; who would besides have more 
The situation is complicated by a new land Bill should not be treated jocularly time for smoking, 
dispute in the building trades, of which was surely superfluous. A measure There vras in this land of ours a 
the Minister OF Labour could only say, which gives the Scottish Members single town, the town of Coventry, 
in the now stereotyped manner, that complete control of their domestic which made no contribution to tlie 
his Department was watching the aff'airs and leaves them still in full force Army of No Occupation — a town wdiich 
matter.” at Westminster, is obviously no joke looked for all the world like some busy 

How to dock the dockyards was the for England. Sir John Baird and the American community — a town where 
main theme of discussion on the Navy Duchess of Atholl did not see much men were induced by tyrants to work 
Estimates. While nearly everybody fun in it, even for Scotland, and pro- at regular hours for regular wages, and 
was agreed that there were now too tested against the proposal to put the might not stand about the streets all 
many of them, there was a great diver- clock back two hundred years on a day. This town, with an uncanny in- 
sity of opinion as to which could best single afternoon. But the Clyde Bri- stinct, Mr. Snowden discovered and 
be dispensed with, All the dockyard gade clamoured for an immediate deci- delivered; a greater he took the 

Members had excellent reasons why the sion, and when the She aker declined tax away and gave the people leisure, 
axe should not be used upon his or to grant the Closure displayed their ‘‘Clothed on with chastity” and with 
her particular tree. Major G. Lloto capacity for self-government by defying Free Trade, which is next to chastity, 
George, for example, urged the claim his authority and causing the House to he took the tax away 
of Pembroke on the ground that it was break up in confusion. “ And built himself an everlasting name.” 
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Mother, You rvin your clothes, Kohald, ip you stuff your pockets like 
THIS. In this coat I ^ve found five tennis balls ! ’’ 

Bonald. “Well> there ought to be six.” 


But what have the men of Bristol 
done that they should be denied what 
Coventry has won ? 

We have therefore arranged for several 
Members of Parliament to put down 
the following Question, and we ask 
your readers carefully to watch for the 
reply:— 

To ask ths Chancellor op the Exchequer 
what steps lie is taking to create unemploy- 
ment in the Tobacco Trade ; whether he is 
aware that the bulk of the cigarettes consumed 
in Great Britain are manufactured by British 
workmen ; whether it would not be possible for 
this work to be done at a cheaper cost by 
negro and native labour in these countries 
where the tobacco is grown x and whether he 
will immediately remove a duty which is un- 
fairly fostering a British industry and causing 
discouragement to our foreign competitors. 

We a.re surprised that this reform 
has not appeared in any manifesto of 
the Liberal Party. Sir John Simon at 
least should be able to make great play 
in the country with the cry of “The 
People's Pag ; ” or even ‘ ‘ The Children’s 
Cigarette- Card.” * 

There is one other grave omission in 
the Budget. We have watched with 
growing anxiety the upward tendency 
of our trade with the Dominions, who 
are at the moment by far and away 
our best customers. This must be 
stopped. The Government’s abandon- 
ment of the new Imperial Preference 
proposals is a step in the right direction ; 
but we would go further. The Dominions 
still enjoy a few small preferences, and 
we propose that these should be taken 
away and given to the unfortunate 
Eussians, who have been constantly 
irritated by unkind words from English- 
men and through no fault of their own 
have ruined what trade they had. Take 
tea. Ninety per cent, of ovr tea comes 
from within the Empire and pays a 
lower rate of duty ; it would be a grace- 
ful gesture to put the higher duty on 
the ninety per cent, and let the ten 
per cent, come in free We are con- 
vinced that there are ways and methods 
of annoying the Dominions which have 
not yet been explored ,* and in the 
course of time we may hope to goad 
them into withdrawing the substantial 
preferences which they give to us. We 
shall then compete with foreign coun- 
tries in our Imperial markets on fairer 
terms, which will be a great satisfaction. 
And whatever the result may be we 
shall always be sure of a little barter 
and exchange with our Eussian friends, 
wdiile the fact that they dislike us will 
lend a welcome interest to the trade. 

Bub these of course are only half- 
measures. We are faced with the fact 
that the entire world can now produce 

* See the weil-remembered speech by Sir 
John Simon on “The Children’s Onrrant 
Bun,” October, 1923. 


goods more cheaply than we can. It 
is therefore illogical and repugnant to 
the principles of Eree Trade to continue 
to produce goods at all. It is obviously 
cheaper to buy all our goods abroad and 
spend what we save on unemployment 
at home ; and for our part we shall not 
be happy till the entire population is 
on the dole. 

I am, Sir, Yours, etc., A. P. H. 

Hon. Sec. of the Society for the 
Abolition of British Indust'r^ 
{xoith which is incorporated the 
''No Trade'* Union), 


“Notice, — Dogs shot and poison laid. 
Sheep worried.” — Advt, in Tasmanian Pamper, 

The advertiser seems a bit of a dog 
himself. 

“Immediate possession, small old manor 
house, 10 rooms, with one acre pleasure 
groundif'and 4 Sealyham pups fm 2 gns.” 

Advt. in Daily Paper, 

The terriers alone should be worth the 
money. 


THE SWALLOW. 

When Summer stops the swallow pops 
Off to the South, for that ’s 
The quarter where he finds the air 
Alive writh flies and gnats. 

Where sits the Sphinx and dreams and 
thinks 

Of bygone realms and kings, 

The swallow swoops and swallows troops 
Of sting-y wing-y things. 

He sees amid the rushes hid 
The lean flamingoes spy 
On miles and miles of crocodiles 
And hippopotami. 

And there he stays until the days 
Of Summer call him home, 

When he sets forth and sallies North 
To England {vid Eonie). 

It is absurd so small a bird ; 

- Should fly so very far 
Away, and then fly back again ; 

It is — but there you are. 
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— ervcTMTU uni c Then, while I was standing there some- “Then why worry?” he said per- 

THt SEVENTH HOLE. what bewildered, it trickled into view suasively, and offered me a gold coin 

Apart from me the course was de- again out of a large rabbit-hole in the with Caesar's head on it. 






side of the road. I stooped “Howdareyou?” I cried indignantly, 
to recover it, but before I “Turn out your pockets this instant ! ” 
could do so a lean brown For a moment he hesitated, but seeing 
liand came out of the hole I was determined he reluctantly obeyed 
and removed the ball from me and revealed my No. 2 Elusive with 
iindermyvery eyes. With- a Green Spot Irresponsive. “Now,” I 
out hesitation I thrust my said, “ go back into your wretched hole 
arm up the hole, gripped and bring out your collection.” 
something warm, and “ And if I refuse ? ” 
dragged a little man out “I shall report you to the com- 


into the open. He was mittee.” 


And if I refuse ? ” 

I shall report you to the com- 





about two feet high and 


' That w'ould be dreadful,” 


' \ ^ ^ \ tempt to escape, and stood demeanour changed immediately and 

^ there returning my gaze he became visibly uneasy. 

^ ‘ somewhat defiantly. “ Surely you would not do that,” he 

where they pleaded nervously/ “I will show you 
^ goto, is it?” I cried in- my collection.” After a little delay and 

<--// , '' ' Signantly. “ It is who several journeys he had set before me 

^ /. responsible. It is you the strangest assortment of golf-balls 

*kt who steals our golf-baUs!” ever gathered together in one place. 

“Not all of them, not There 'were balls of all periods — Dun- 
^/'// ^ ^ all of them,” he answered lops, Referendums, W^ran Dots, balls 

^ deprecatingly. of gutta-percha, wwd, ivory and even 

A LEAN BROWN HAND CAME OUT OP THE HOLE AND h «77 ^4? 4.1. ^ n n ‘j-i 

REMOVED THE BALL FROM UNDER MY VERY EYES.” ^ ^ them, lu- of stoue. Some Were inscribed with 

deed I How many do you Greek, Roman or Celtic characters, 
serted. I was tiying out a new ball with expect to take, I wonder ? 
uncommon success — a No. 2 Elusive, I You know that they do 

believe — and I approached the seventh not belong to you. You f 

tee with unwonted confidence. The are nothing more or less V 

seventh green at Ashton-and-Lea is than a common thief.” Al- 
guarded by an old mossy Roman road though he w^as as brown 

and is invisible from the tee because of as a berry he blushed at Y 

the ancient oaks which love to grow on this. He soon recovered 

each side of the road. his composure, however. ffj 

In my opinion the Romans could not “ I am not a thief,” lie I 

have built it in a more unfortunate said at length, with some “ _ f 

place. Its surface belies their vaunted attempt at dignity. “ I am /m^Ln i 

skill, for it is very boggy and covered a collector.” ^ \ IMmS^ i I 

with green hummocks. It is a good “ I fail to see the differ- I 

place for a snipe, but it is not adapted ence,” I answered coldly. ' 

to middle-aged golfers. The committee “Besides, you are tres- ^ ^ 

have provided a receptacle there for passing.” 4 ^^ — 

abandoned scoring-cards. “ That is rather funnyr----'-----P^ \l I '3 ^ \ 

Fully determined not to press, I telHng meJhat-’TlSh tres- A -X \tI\ \ 

gripped my mashie firmly, focussed my passing; "and at my time ft ? m lk LV'/'X'- 

eye on the ball, dismissed the RopaansTof life.” ^ 

and all their works from ipy-mm*d, and “ How old are you ? ” ^ I ^ 

took the swing. My efforts, however, “ Two or three,” he an- Sz. M W 

wereunav^ijag. The ball, badly topped, swered.- ^ M,- 

boun^^gaily over the turf and, as “ Two or three 1 ” I re- 

though it were achieving Paradise, peated scornfully, regard- ' ^ A n ^ 

leaped through the fence into the fatal ing the network of fine v. C 4) /| . 0 //^^^^/,/ 

road. Happily my chagrin was miti- wrinkles about his little 

gated by the knowledge that there was grey eyes. 

no need to search the morass, for I could “I mean two or three 

see the ball quite plainly on one of the thousand,” was the calm before mb the strangest assortment of* 

green hummocks. reply. golf-balls ever gathered together in one place,” 

I picked up my clubs, crossed the “Then you are old enough t^iknow One little bronze ball was provided 

stile and much to my astonishment, better.” with tiny scythes at the poles, such as 

found that my ball had completely dis- “ Are you on the committee ? ” chariots have, presumably for play in 

appeared. It was nowhere to be seen. “ No, I am not on the committee.” the rough. 


had a pointed grey beard, swered, gTinning. 

He wore a leather jerkin, “ Not} only that ; I shall inform the 
Lincoln-green tights and Fairy Queen of your disgraceful con- 
red shoes. After a brief duct,” I continued, taking a venture 
struggle he made no at- into the unknown. At these words his 




^/v/ ^ 


A LEAN BROWN HAND CAME OUT OP THE HOLE AND 
REMOVED THE BALL FROM UNDER MY VERY EYES.” 






“He set BEFORE MB THE STRANGEST ASSORTMENT OF* 
GOLF- BALLS EVER GATHERED TOGETHER IN ONE PLACE,” 





Fiyst Diner, “ Wha’ ^7AS that tried trip me up ? ” 

Second Diner, <‘Only railway lines. But it's all right— no trains on Sundays.” 

First Diner, “Yes— but fancy leavin’ 'em lying about! Beastly careless, I call it.” 


‘‘They are not so bad, are they?'’ he my ball, as usual, proceeded by the 
asked wistfully. ■ shortest route into the Eoman road, 

“I have a good mind to confiscate and I could not find it anywhere. “My 
them all,” I answered. But he looked e’fin friend does not keep his word,” I 
so crestfallen that I began to feel 
^ny for him. I saw that he had , , , ||3? 


taken but one of each variety, 

and I felt it would be difficult fi ^ V )'/ 

to return them to their rightful \ ' J ^ 
owners. “However,” I continued, f J r' n' i ^'^1 T 
“ I will let you off this time ; but y|r \ ^ '4 

if it occurs again jt-ou will know 1} \ i \ f IBi, f 

what to expect.” 

“*Oh, thank you, thank you! ” 

“Not at all,’’ I said,^ \ 

“ Of course not,” I answered. I 

As a matter of fact I did not 
know her address. I had begun 
to like the little fellow, and before 
I left I presented him with my ^ 

No. 2 Elusive, as I was quite en- *• ‘ ™ ^ 

titled to do. He did not appear 

to possess one. said to myself ; but I was mistaken. 

“One good turn deserves another,” When I came to the green my ball 
he called after me. “ Ton will never was lying snugly in the hole. My 
lose a ball again at this hole.” opponent was greatly astonished, and 

The next time I played the seventh said so. Since then I have holed out 


f-#' 

IP 


My elfin friend does not 'keep his word,' I 
TO myself; but I was mistaken.” 


in one every time at the seventh. The 
rabbit-hole is untenanted and I .cannot 
find my unwelcome helper. I am un- 
able in fairness to enter a competition, 
and besides it is very expensive. 

Agricultural Depression, 

“ Most of the men in the village arc 
now employed in one way or another, 
some working at drains or cleaning 
ditches, or doing odd sobs on the 
farms.” — Scots Faj^er, 

The Mathematics of P.B. 

“Constituencies would return nob 
more than three nor less than seven 
members .” — Morning Paper, 

“It has been* foretold for many 
months that 1925 would be the most 
brilliant season since the war.” 

F veiling Paper, 

No doubt Wembley will be in 
full swing by then, 

[ said 

“Space and Time are not indepen- 
dent, but form together a four dimen- 
; sional contimmm, heterogeneous, relative and 
i possibly jSnite .” — Educational Pap&r, 

I x^fter this lucid explanation it should 
E be easy to calculate how far it is from 
( St. PauTs to next Christmas. 
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HOT WATER. 

** Marion,*’ I said at breakfast, “with- 
out in any way wishing to carp, or even 
to cark, at your domestic arrangements, 
why in the name of Heaven is the bath- 
water never hot in the mornings ? ” 

“Because the lire has not been alight 
all night,” said Marion curtly. “ Next, 
please.’* 

“Oh 1 Well, it *s very annoying.” 

“ My dear man, what can you expect? 
If you want hot baths why on earth 
don’t you have them at a reasonable 
time? ” 

“And what are you pleased to con- 
sider a reasonable time ? ” I asked with 
dignity. 

“ Ten said Marion, 

At ten P.M. that night I had a very 
tepid bath. 

“It*s your own fault,” said Marion 
in reply to my remonstrances, which, 
unlike the water, were extremely heated. 
“ Cook let the fire out after lunch. We 
were dining at the Club. If you want 
a bath you must say so beforehand when 
we *re dining out.” 

The next day I took no chances. 

“Marion,” 1 said carefully at lunch, 
“at ten p.m. this evening 1 intend to 
lave myself in artificially heated water.’* 

“ I know,” said Marion excitedly. 
“ You want a hot bath. Do I get any- 
thing for guessing it right ? ** 

“ You don’t. But I do, I hope.*’ 

“You?” she said disappointedly. 
“ What?” 

“ A hot bath,” I replied hastil}?-, and 
retired in good order. 

At ten p.M. that night I had a very, 
very tepid bath. 

“Yes, I ’m beginning to get the drift 
of it,” said Marion, when I had finished 
telling her about it. “ You mean the 
water wasn’t hot, don’t you ? ” 

“And why not?” I demanded ex- 
citedly. “1 warned you at lunch. I 
told Cook myself as well, to be on the 
safe side. And still it wasn’t hot. Why 
not ? ” 

“It is funny, isn’t it ? ” said Marion 
thoughtfully. 

“Bunny? Your sense of humour is 
singularly perverted. I wonder if I 
could brighten up your evenings with 
a few custard pies. Tar 's pretty good 
too when it’s fallen into backwards. 
Ha, hal ” 

“ He ’s being sarcastic,” Marion con- 
fided to her hairbrush. “You can 
always tell, because his nose crinkles 
and he cliTcks. Well, I suppose it must 
be the flues. I always did say that 
Cook never cleans them properly.” 

I “ J will clean the flues myself to- 
morrow,” I said grimly. 

“ You are keen on getting clean all 
of a ^sudden,” said Marion admiringly. 


“ I wonder if you can be sickening for 
anything.” 

i did clean the flues. It is an unin- 
teresting job, also a dirty and a laborious 
one. I further took the opportunity of 
telling Cook that I wanted a particu- 
larly hot bath that night. 

1 had to go out to a meeting in the 
evening and did not get home till nearly 
eleven. At exactly five minutes past 
that hour I stepped mournfully into 
the most tepid bath I have ever had. 

“ M *m 1 ” said Marion thoughtfully 
a quarter-of-an-hour later. “ I was 
afraid something like this would hap- 
pen. But I wasn’t sure you wanted a 
bath so late — at least not absolutely 
sure ; and it seemed a pity to waste all 
that lovely hot water.” 

“ You mean? ” I prompted sternly. 

“ Oh, yes, I had it myself. Did you 
have a good meeting, darling? ” 

The next night I took no chances. 
At two o’clock in the afternoon I locked 
the bathroom door ; and from that hour 
I personally stoked the kitchen fire till 
the flames flowed half-way up the 
chimney. When Cook objected I gave 
her the rest of the day ofl. 

At ten I went triumphantly upstairs 
to my hot bath. At five minutes past 
ten the boiler burst. 

I am still waiting for a hot bath. 


AT THE OPERA. 

<‘The Eing” (Covent Garden). 

It is, of coiu'se, possible to understand 
the attitude of those who make protest 
and say, “Better fifty years of Europe — 
in its present state’, with Poincar^i in the 
Euhr and no sign of material repara- 
tions coming our way — than a cycle of 
The Bing performed in London with a 
German conductor and with German 
singers singing in the German tongue.” 
But I think it perhaps more reasonable 
to regard this visit as a kind of moral 
reparation contributed by artists who 
faithfully carry on the traditions of what 
was best in the Germany of two genera- 
tions ago. Whether this intelligent 
thought was in the minds of the audi- 
ence on the first night I cannot say, 
but it was a generous welcome that 
they gave to Herr Bruno Walter 
when he stepped into his place to con- 
duct the British orchestra through the 
British National Anthem. 

As this is the thirty-fifth performance 
of thei^i?2^cycle at Covent Garden (I own 
that I have not assisted at all of them) 
it.is not easy to find any very new thing 
to say about it. Singers and orchestras 
come and go, but Wagner (like his in- 
terminable Wotan) keeps on for ever. 
Yet; there was novelty in the Loge of 
Herr Walter Kirchhoff. To a beau- 
tiful voice of almost Southern quality 


he added a very lively charm of gesture 
and movement — a feature not com- 
monly allowed for in Wagnerian drama, 
where any deviation from the static is 
rigidly discouraged. 

Eor the rest there was little break 
from tradition, except in the matter of 
scenery and mechanical effects. Those 
responsible were no doubt well-advised 
not to attempt to realise some of the 
puerilities and frank impossibilities of 
Wagner’s stage directions. But the 
slab of skylight that was produced as 
a substitute for the rainbow bridge to 
Walhalla was not very effective ; and a 
steady stream of racing clouds did not 
compensate us for the loss of the ethe- 
real joy-ride of those intrepid horse- 
women, the Walhiir Lancers. 

And one had to sacrifice some of the 
old fun. I think, for instance, that 
Alheidcli omitted to turn himself into a 
toad ; if he did it, it escaped me. And 
I understand from a friend who occupied 
my seat at the performance of Siegfried 
that the Waldvogel, after singing rather 
sharp, excused itself from visible flight. 
I regret this, for the stuffed bird of the old 
days, that flopped across the stage up- 
side down, was an unforgettable delight. 

It is some time, I believe, since any 
of the Walkilre appeared on solid earth 
with a horse, which perhaps is as well. 

I still recall my disillusionment as a boy 
at Munich, when a stovitish. BnmnhildCj 
disregarding. Wagner’s express instruc- 
tion to fling herself upon her charger 
and ride st ormily into the pyre’ ’ (or word s 
to that intent), walked off, dragging her 
old white horse at the end of a halter. 

The river scene in Das Bheingold was 
admirably designed ; and so were the 
massed rocks of the upper and under 
worlds. Bub the rocks in the last Act of 
Die Walkilre were too intricate and f u ssy , 
and would have made the worst possible 
terrain for cavalry exercise. Perhaps 
this feeling may have occurred’tothe dis- 
mounted infantry ; anyhow, with the ex- 
ception of Bnmnhilde, always a beauti- 
ful and stately figure, the sisters Tl'aZ- 
hur did not seem very happy, being 
rather huddled in their dispositions. 

The old smoke-screen, which might 
have revived painful memories of the 
War, gave place to a dull grey curtain, 
easier to work, no doubt, but less sug- 
gestive of magic ; nor was there enough 
magic in the scene that suddenly burst 
upon Siegmund and Sieglmde through 
the opened door — a plain woodland 
scene, with no particular sign in it of 
Spring, though Spring is of the very 
essence of the symbol. 

The British orchestra, very skilfully 
handled, earried off the chief honours. 
Of the men singers who stood out 
above the high level of general excellence 
I must name Herr Walter Ktrohhopf 
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Well-hifomed Native, “ ’Ave yew been up to the Exhibition yet, Jaeoe ?” 

Jarge, Tom; I don’t know ’ow to oet there.” 

Well-mformed Native. “I tWDEESTANDs Yew just goes to that thebe Wembley an’ then anyone will tell ’e wkeee ’tis.”. 


as LogCj Herr Fi^iedrich Schorr as 
Wotan, Herr Albert Eeiss as Mime, 
Herr Jacques Urlus as Siecjmund,^jxdL 
Herr Eduard Habich as Alberich, Of 
the women, Mme. GertrudKabpel sang 
nobly as Brunnliilde, and Mme. Gota 
Ljungbero inade a very gracious Sieg- 
Unde, Her quiet movements and hk* 
silences were as expressive as her sing- 
ing. And I venture to compliment her 
on being able to sleep in the immediate 
neighbourhood of all that noise that 
Siegmund and others made in the 
Second Act of Die Walhure, This, of 
course, is a gift demanded of several 


Wagnerian characters. Htinding, for 
instance, had to sleep right through the 
incestuous duet of Siegmund and Sieg- 
linde, and Dnimihilde never stirred all 
through the tedious delay of Siegfried's 
preliminary raptures. But Bunding 
was on the other side of a closed door, 
and he had been doped ; while upon 
the eyes of Bnmnhilde a divine spell 
had been laid. Sieglmide's was a case 
of pure physical exhaustion. This 
made it the greater marvel that she 
should have started singing again so 
quickly at the call of her cue. 

I end with a word of thanks to the 


Syndicate for their- Souvenir, which in- 
cludes a brief cutline of the works of 
Wagner and Strauss that are being 
performed this season. But my grati- 
tude is teinpered by my abhorrence of 
the fantastic arrangement which they 
have adopted. Not only are Strauss 
and Wagner mixed up at haphazard, 
but the Bmg cycle is all out of shape, 
the last item being placed first. See 
how they run (I give the exact order of 
the Souvenir): Ariadne atif Naxos; 
Gdtterdammenmg ; Das Bheingold ; 
Der Bosenhavalier ; Salome; Siegfried' 
Die Walhilre. O. S. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

^‘This Marriage” (Comedy). 

Mr. Ediot Cr.wshay- Williams’ 
comedy is in essence a series of conver- 
sations on marriage, that perennially 
assailed but persistently robust institu- 
tion; not uninteresting conversations, 
because the subject happens to be of 
universal interest, and our author has, 
if not anything very new to say — can 
there be anything very new to say? — at 
least a sort of savage candour "in the 
saying of it very plain and loud. 
Candoim, on balance, is to the 
good, though, on the one hand, 
many worthy people can make 
a good case against it, and, on 
the other, sniggerers when ex- 
posed to it will always snigger 
in the m'bng place. 

The Eirst Act is a conversa- 
tion between Vera Faringion 
and Ohristopher Maitland, who 
has just proposed. a rather 
engaging young* person and of 
the most modern — she never 
calls her dear old dull father any- 
thin g but not, by the way, 

that that ’s very advanced now- 
a-days — ^first makes sure that 
Chris really understands what 
he is letting himself in for, see- 
ing that in her experience three- 
quarters of her girl-friends catch 
their men when they are only 
half responsible for their actions. 

This matter being settled, she 
suggests that, as marriage is a 
jolly difficult business, much too 
casually entered into by most 
contracting parties, it would be 
as well for them to outline and 
discuss some of the difficulties 
beforehand — forewarned being 
forearmed. 

So they draw up, perhaps with 
more ceremony than the wisdom 
of them warrants, ten command- 
ments for the married, of which 
the two that go deepest are, ^"You 
shall tell the other everything 
that matters,” and ‘‘You shall 
not lie except for the other’s 


between this verypositive young animal 
and the irresolute Chris, He has had, 
he explains, enough of marriage, which 
is a tedious affair — though, mind you, 
he still loves his wife, but no longer in 
that way, you understand ; still, she is 
a dear and extraordinarily good to him, 
and the last thing he could think of 
would be to do anything wTong. “ But 
what ’s wrong and what ’s right ? ” asks 
Yvonne. “Aren’t we perha 2 :)S on a 
false tack ? Mayn’t it very well be that 
dulness and monotony are wrong, ad- 



“P’e’aps ver doesn’t ksow why chickens comes out 
o’ EGG’S. Well, I’ll tell ybr. It’s ’cos they’re 

AERAID they’ll BE BOILED IE THEY DON’T.” 


sake.” 

Clearly anyone, especially an “idealist,” 
like Chris, could drive a coach-and- 
four through these. And the others are 
not anymore eoachproof. 

The second conversation takes place 
four years laten in the flat of a beauti- 
ful young woman of uncertain social 
position but apparently, to judge from 
her clothes and her furniture, consider- 
able wealth. I gather she was not sup- 
posed to be technically a lady of easy 
virtue, but merely one prone to occasional 
serious affairs, in which she is accus- 
tomed to get what she wants and to 
want a good deal. The conversation is i 


venture and passion right ? ” This to 
our fnend Chris in his peculiar condition 
of mind seems naturally a most illumi- 
nating idea, and after one or two 
preliminary casts the angler lands her 
fish. 

The Third Act brings us a little action. 
It is three weeks later. Yvonne calls 
at her' lover’s house — this is against 
orders, but Mrs. Maitland is away— and 
leaves a very indiscreetly worded note 
for him. Mrs. Maitland returns sud- 
denly from the country, and Chris from 
his oculist, who has ordered atropine 
to be at once dropped into his eyes. 
“ Ah 1 ” the whisperers whisper to each 


other, “that’s so that she will have to 
read his letters for him ” — ^which sug- 
gests that the ingenuity of the atropine 
device was a little too obvious to be of 
real service. The blow falls on a not 
altogether unprepared Vera — not un- 
prepared in general and in theory, that 
is. She pulls herself together instead 
of making an old-fashioned scene. She 
must not be selfish. Chris, long moody 
and restless, has been happier of late. 
It must be this new woman. Well, 
let her continue her good work. And so 
she sends him out to his al- 
leged dinner at the club, pre- 
tending that she has accident- 
ally burnt one of his letters 
unopened, not forgetting to see 
that his throat is well wrapped 
up, and leaving due instructions 
that his hot milk shall he left for 
him in a thermos in the hall. 
Could wifely tact any farther go ? 

The fourth conversation is 
substantially between Vera and 
Yvonne. Yvonne thinks Vera's 
opening, “ You are my husband’s 
mistress,” a little bald, and re- 
sents it ; but is softened into 
qiiiet attention by Vera's pro- 
ceeding to outline a proposition 
for the loan of her husband on 
terms. Yvonne must be good 
to him and faithful while she 
continues to live with him. 
Yvonne declares herself overcome 
by such sportsmanship — I think 
it was meant to be real sports- 
manship, not rather long-headed 
diplomacy calculating that, if 
Chris were no longer forbidden 
fruit, he would be no longer so 
desirable — and in return pro- 
poses to surrender the seduced 
husband to his wife. A door 
bangs. Chris ! Quick, behind 
the curtain ! He shall be man- 
oeuvred out of the room. But 
not he. Pull of the confession 
he has prepared and the good 
resolutions he has made, he in- 
sists on pouring it all out imme- 
diately, writing and reading a 
letter of renunciation, all in full hearing 
of the lady behind the arras. An em- 
barrassing situation when she discloses 
herself, wrings the injured wife’s hand, 
lectures the erring husband and leaves 
them to a reconciliation which Chris 
thinks to be complete and permanent, 
and Vera, with a colder or more modern 
eye, takes for granted will be but the 
first of many. Pancy portrait of the 
ideal wife for the unregenerate male! 
Miss Oathleen Nesbitt’s handling 
Vexa was, I thought, exceedingly 
An^odd gill, you felt, 
And you could 


of 

well managed, 

but distinctly possible. _ ^ 

see the suffering behind the elaborately. 
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Wife (to husband, who has comiylained of feelmg ill). “But, darling, I think: you arh very imaginative. How do you know 
YOU ’re as bad as you think ? ” 

Husband. “No mistake about it, my dear. I’m acting on inside information.” 


assumed detachment. A clever piece 
of work. 

Miss Tallulah Bankhead’s Yvonne 
wasn’t so clear to me. I imagine the 
character wasn’t quite so clear to the 
author, I don’t think that Yvonne^ who 
was so resolutely selfish in Act II., would 
have so easily yielded to her rival in 
Act IV. And she was difficult to place. 
Well, the author might justly retort, 
many women are. A capable perform- 
ance all the same. 

I can’t quite tell whether that com- 
petent actor, Mr. Herbert Marshall, 
is allowing himself to get just a little 
stale and stereotyped, or whether our 
standardised system of casting leaves 
him no choice to be other than the 
charming person with the hesitating 
and rather worried air which has gone 
down so well before, A none too easy 
part to play, this of Christopher Mait- 
land, because he was, frankly, such an 
ass. Certainly Mr. Marshall had the 
skill to make him a plausible ass — as 
no doubt his creator intended. 

Miss Auriol Lee gave an excellent 
little sketch of a vulgar good-hearted 
friend of Yvonne* s who does her best, 
but in vain, to keep that resolute vam- 


pire in check. Mr. Tom Eeynolds was a 
most believable butler, and Mr. Bromley 
Davenport an adequately amiable old 
father. 

The reception was distinctly favour- 
able and many amusing lines won their 
tribute of a laugh. There was some 
misplaced laughter, of course, unavoid- 
able in the circumstances. 

As a student of fashion I feel I must 
record the latest device in the way of 
assertive headdresses for theatregoers 
to take the place of the Spanish comb. 
It is an erection of feathers spread 
peacock-wise, through which (when 
still) the stage may be seen as through 
a veil darkly. T. 

LYRA MISANTHROPIGA. 

In love or liking ’tis unmeet 
To cry one’s praises in the street ; 

’Tis safer to commemorate 

People who cause one’s '‘gall to grate.” 

The task, I own, I ’ve tried before, 

But still the numbers swell and ’soar — 
People who at the breakfast-table 
Explain why marks are still unstable, 
Or want to make you understand 
The meaning of a ductless gland ; 


People chockful of tedious lore on 
The proper treatment of the moron ; 
People who think far more of ' ' phobias ’ ' 
Than artists do of Della Eobbias ; 

; People ferociously agog 
To brighten up the Decalogue 
With various glosses and additions 
Framed upon Freudian inhibitions ; 
People who seriously protest 
The wordless drama is the best ; 

People who valiantly eschew 
Old cliches and exploit the new, 
Working at every turn to death 
Their latest verbal Shibboleth. 

Lastly I ’d jpillo^ in the dock 
The valetudinarian crock 
Who steeps, insidious germs to foil, 
Himself in eucalyptus oil, 

Diffusing wheresoe’er he goes 
Odours that to the normal noso 
Are calculated to suggest | 

The disinfection of a pest 
Bather than Araby the Blest. 

“The endless camel-tracks over which 
caravanserai have ambled from the beginning 
of time.” — Evening Paper, 

As the visitor to Paris observed when 
he couldn’t find his hotel, “Where has 
my caravanserai ambled?” 
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{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics) 


think and write of them as a race almost exclusively 
engaged in betting, whippet-racing and the purchase of fur- 
coats and pianos. They happen also to do a difficult job 


In The Pipers of the Market Place (Butteewoeth) of work under the shadow of a more than ordinarily un- 
Patient Griselda comes into her own again after, as I should pleasant death, and though I expect the miners themselves 
imagine, an unprecedented spell of disfavour. Handsomely don’t quite look at the matter through the sensitive eyes 
disguised as Malvina Bvahy, a strapping beauty from the of their advocate, who has been one of themselves, yet 
Staffordshire ironfields, with her marquis dwindled to a sprig comfortable surface-dwellers at least ought, it is suggested, 
of Hertfordshire gentihty who has married and deserted her, not to forget this salient fact of the situation. Mr. Welsh 
she lives with her small boy Stephen in a two-roomed cot- has not an easy pen and his conversations are apt to creak 
tage on the edge of a cornfield. He means to be a market- a little, but he has something to say, and so sincere a 
gardener, and Go vent Garden, the Co vent Garden of 1850, determination to say it, and to say it fairly, that one can 
is the goal of liis dreams. The authoress, '^EichaedDehan,” readily forgive defects of style. The picture of the miner 
has a really entertaining little hex'o in Stephen. But unluckily Jamie Morrison and his wife and daughter, who gave shelter 
she has set her heart on bringing Griselda to her fuU and friendship to the hero, is axharming piece of work, and 
pitch of wifely perfection ; and this, as I daresay you re- the catastrophe of the burning mine and the last stand of 
member in Boccaccio, involves a certain amount of dis- the Mcrloclcs are described with spirit. 

comfort to her offspring. Just as Stephen is getting into 

honeycombed smocks, his father returns — a swaggering sot The delightful books of Kate Douolas Wiogin are read 
ruined by a Chancery suit. Malvina receives him with the all over the world, in every language ; and perhaps the most 


meekness of her kind ; 
and Stephen, save for a 
brief jaunt to London, 
has a very bad time of 
it indeed. Binallyalost 
will turns up and the 
drunkard is reinstated 
in his family acres ; but, 
as these were amassed 
in the slave-trade, Mah 
villa, deviating, I am 
afraid, from the strict 
Griselda canon of ccnir 
I pliance, will have no- 
thing to do with them. 
Stej^en is offered a 
place with a great rose- 
grower, But just as he, 
his mother and a new 
baby set out ior Lon- 
don, Malvina remem- 
bers that she has vowed 
to keep a lamp burning : 



charming of them all is 
lier autobiography. My 
Garden of Memory 
(Hodder and Stough- 
ton), in which the 
reader’s pleasure is only 
marred by the sad re- 
flection that she will 
write no more. For 
Mrs. WiGGiN (who by 
her second marriage be- 
came Mrs. Eiggs) died 
last year, after a long 
life of beneficent and 
inspiring achievement. 
Her reminiscences are 
indeed a garden, a 
sunny pleasaunce, in- 
habited by all sorts of 
jolly people. Mrs.EiGGS 
is (confessedly) oblivi- 
ous of dates, but I 


gather that before the 


don, Malvina remem- MoOuir {with children's page of daily paper ), Shall I bead you about is /confessedlv'l ohlivi- 
bersthat she has vowed Jcxeo and Jingo, daeling?” , nf o 

to keep a lamp horning Small Daughter . “No, fakes. Isn’t there anyping in the news .about _ j.u it. t 

in the cottage against ^ ™?” ^ f f ^Sn^^o^ ten 

her husband’s homecoming. So she turns back, accompanied, this bright child had read the Bible^lHA^EsraAL, Scott! 
tothermnofaUhis hopes, by and this, I regret to Thackeb.ay and (above all) Dickens, whose works she 

say, is the end of the story. Its London chapters, a string “ more eagerly devoured than all the rest.” And then little 
of mer^, I^^idly, sentimental adventures, I found very Miss Kate actually met and conversed with Charles 
pleasant. And any sequel which allows Stephen (in a top- Dickens himself. She sat beside him in the train, and at 
hat) to grow the roses and import the bananas of his dreams DicKENS’srequesttoldthedistinguishedauthorexactlywhioh 
will find at least one appreciative and grateful reader. were “ the very long dull parts ” in his books which she was 

M,- TT r i i- • i- i iiitliehabitof skipping; and the great man gravely made a 

t ^ ‘ 11 ■. j ® fantastic invention of a subject race note of them in Ins pocket-book. I think it is not fanciful to 
of dwellers underpound workmg for the tyrant intellectuals trace in her quick sympathy, in her kindly humom*, even in 
® t°i^' ® gif* leading iloM hir own worksf an affinity with 

ininiup^ ’s set in a Scottish her hero. Like Dickens, Kate Douglas Wiqgin attained 

mimng district. Kie new Morlochs, however, are not, as an instant popularity. The plucky New England country 

^ *i^® cosmopolitan slums of New York 
™ the Trade Unions working for a conducted the first Kindergarten school opened in that city, 
of social system through the general became the beloved authoress in two continents. Hk 
fatiike and highly orgamsed sabotage. This, I need hardly books were written in the intervals of all sorts of strenuous 
say, IS not tte authps suggested remedy for the evils of educational work; and their success never spoiled her 
our time. The IforZocks go down fighting against police Otherwise she would hardly have cherished as lilr favourite 
and soldieiy in the ffistrips where the revolutionary stroke doeumentthe letter addressed to her by an eminent physician 
attempted. 1 here is in fact only a in which he wrote, “It is no mere conventional comphment! 
%eiy. ,.inall minority of extremists and the movement is dear Madam, when I assure you that wherever I go I find 
fpedoomed. This however is by no means the whole of you the favourite author of the feeble-minded In the 
the author s text. You can t, he says in effect, expect con- fresh and fragrant demesne of her Garden of Mimoru she 
tented men if you cram them into stone liutches and then will make many a friend whom she can never know. 




In Patrick Bramvell Bronte (Philpot) Miss Alice Law 
proposes not only to modify the accepted view of her hero’s 
character, but to prove his rumoured claim to have written 
Wuthering Heights, The second objective more or less 
necessitates the first. If Beanwbll was the sot, liar and 
wastrel of the Gaskell-Ebid-Shorter-Eobinson-Sinclaib 
legend, there is no need to take his pretensions (if he ever 
proclaimed them) very seriously. If, on the other hand, he 
was a comparatively sober, credible and effective person, 
something may be said for the '^preposterous ” theory. No 
new evidence has come to light since Mr. Shorter gave the 
assertion its damnatory adjective; and Miss Law trusts 
entirely to her own sense of Emily Bronte’s unfitness and 
her brother’s aptitude, certain notable similarities between 
Bbanwell’s ideas and diction and those of the novel, and 
a re-advancement of the arguments and testimony of two 
of the unfortunate lad’s contemporaries and friends, Mr. 
Leyland and Mr. Gbunhy. On Emily’s capacities I need 
not enlarge here. The extent of Branwell’s talent can be 
more or less gauged from his inept poems and his (with one 
exception) unprepossessing letters. As regards the internal 
evidence of Wuthering Heights, it is sufficiently obvious 
that Heathcliffs ravings are largely Branwell’s ; but this 
has been accounted for quite satisfactorily on the suppo- 
sition of Emily’s authorship. As for his other vestiges, it 
must be remembered that 'the family, as was natural from 
their concentrated isolation, had a way of pooling their 
fancies. Thus the theme of her brother’s poem, "I see a 
corpse upon the waters lie,” has a vivid parallel in Char- 
lotte’s Gilbert, But no one suggests that Bbanwell 
wrote Gilbei^t, though it was certainly once bruited in 
Yorkshire that he wrote Shirley, Miss Law has evidently 


a genuine kindness for her subject ; but I do not think her 
monograph has rendered him much service. Her re- 
handling of the diffident Leyland and the untrustworthy 
Grundy is partisan; and her attempt to tarnish Char- 
lotte that Bbanwell may shine the brighter is a piece of 
bad tactics and an almost unforgivable injustice. 


If you want to learn something about the realities of 
Japanese life, as distinct from the flowery land of fiction and 
the tourist, I cannot recommend you anything better than 
the novels of Mr. John Paris, the latest of which is CfJled 
Sayonara (Collins). Mr. Paris avoids prettiness as it were 
the plague and dwells, perhaps too exclusively, on the dingy 
and unpicturesque side of his subject. But he has most cer- 
tainly succeeded with some of his characters*; if not with 
Dich Ayhner himself, then with his colleagues in the Mission, 
and especially with the whimsical little Bishop and his 
mother, and Kato Gintaro, the first convert. Kato is the 
cream of the collection without doubt, and not alone for the 
unexpectedness of his remarkable English. He stands for 
the representative of modern Japan, the Em'opeanised 
specimen, as against Mihami — ^the type of the ancient feudal 
retainer — whose Christianity was founded on fidelity to a 
plighted word. It must be admitted that here, at all events, 
our respectful homage goes to the old school rather than the 
new. But it is Kato who leads the young and fervent 
missionary into strange paths, until at length he persuades 
him into marriage with a Japanese girl, partly in order to 
save her from a life of shame and partly from a vague hope 
that only by this means can the East and West ever begin 
to imderstand one another. It is clear from the first that 
the experiment is doomed to turn out tragically, and it does. 
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But the end finds Dich in the hands of old Captain Baxter, evidence of kindliness and good fellov^ship is there for any- 
skipper of the Seisho MarUy with a prospect of learning a one not blinded by prejudice to see. ^ A most charming and 
new form of mission work, via the post of ship's cook. We informative collection, which closes with an amusing account 
have every confidence that Biblemccu” Baxter will teach of the North Devon Yeomanry and a waim tribute to the 
him a modicum of common sense. gallant Devonshire Eegiment. 

Mr. Dion Olavton Calthrop, like the late Deacon I cannot remember reading a novel which exceeded Miss 
Brodie, was “ alius a light hand with the bones.'* Prettier I. A. E. Wylie’s Ancient Fires (Cassell) in the accumii- 
andmoredexterous juggling with the fantasies and humours, lation of sheer horrors. Though she stages a murder and 
the troubles even, of the life of every day, than Mr. Cal- murder trial in England and touches on the War, in which 
THEOP presents in Bose-Golourecl Spectacles (Mills and her hero suffered injuries to an arm, afterwards intensified 
Boon), you shall hardly find. But is it fair to call this gay to the point of amputation by; a ferocious Election mob, she 
and brilliant collection by a title which suggests unreality ? has reserved yet more harrowing naoments for the latter part 
I prefer to think that Mr. Calthrop, beholding the world of the story, which takes place in ^ the Central American 
with his natural vision, perceives what is really there. In State of Quetzelango. Here she brings together h^ hero- 
the charming little story of 'W^liynot iFolin^* the boy justly ine, LisbetJij and the wonderful and abominable Genoal 
observes that ^‘grown-up people seem to talk such a lot Jolin Smithy 0 ., and finally her hero. Sir Fuan Fitzioy , 






about things that don’t matter, wnar iney^ ao noj:, oe- 

like bills, and the cook, and ' 1 tween them, endure, mflict or 

speeches out of the paper, so watch someone else suffer (the 

one has to think about the il, '"4 tale ends up with a very nasty 

other thing so’s not to waste ||Rir« J C ‘ it convenient volcanic erup- 

the day . . . ** Mr. Calthrop if l, ^ tion) would be scarcely worth 

thinksaboutthe“otherthing,” ^ mentioning. Headers who find 

like the boy’s friend, Mr, a Foxe^s Book of Martyrs some^ 

Why not Jolui, who “was « wK thing more than a pleasant 

always dressed in blue, and he [j lA stimulant to the imagination 

has a butterfly in his button- || ■ ^ be well advised to leave 

hole, and there ’s alw'ays |i ' Ancient Fires unread. I am 

music.’’ Indeed, Mr, Whynoi | 

John in the story was one of L the fact that on the 

those quaint, delightful, un- 

accountable beings whom some JL V forgotten the place of residence 

children create for themselves, • I ^ assigned to her hero and 

and who become their con- ^ heroine on the ninth. Miss 

stant invisible companions— 'Wtlie has written her story 

creatures Mr: Calthrop knew H extremely well. It is really 

all about long before the interesting, really romantic, 

solemn psychologists (with ~ really movmg—much too mov- 
some perturbation) discovered ^ times—and J ohn Smith's 

them. Mr. Calthrop is Mr. career and personality are not i 

Wliynot John to the great onlypossible but even probable 

good-natured public which as she, with Sir Euan as her 

pretends it has grown up, BOXING LESSONS BY COERESPONDENCE. mouthpiece, exhibits them ; 

but still retains its belief in “Hullo, Charlie, what’s up?” and that is saying a great deal. 

fairies. On its behalf I take the knocked out in the second lesson, and I’m TAiaxo 

liberty of protesting against J^he cou ^_^ ^ ^iid- 

the horrid practice of marring the nairative with sub- lander (Heinemann) is laid in the West, but not “very 
titles inserted in the text. West,” of America. It is a tale of two brothers, sons 

of well-to-do parents. Dan Oliphant was spontaneous 

No one could be better equipped to write My Native and unthrifty ; Harlan never began to give himself away. 
Devon (Macmillan) than the Hon', John W. Eortescue. At the outset of his career Dan hung a millstone round his 
He is a keen sportsman, and whether he' is describing a neckby marrying a New York girl who detested the Western 
hunt in North Devon (a country beset with difficulties for town to which she was transplanted, ‘ and regarded the 
horses and hounds) or telling us about a day’s rough Oliphants' friends as almost barbarous *, and, although Dan, 
shooting he has the knack of taking us afield with him. with all his projects for “boosting” his native place, was 
Hunting, shooting and cricket find a place in these pages, but more than a little tiresome, I still think that as a wife she 
the book derives its main value from the light it throws was too heavy a burden for any man. Harlan, while Dan 
I upon the social conditions of a past age. I like especially was engaged in- mighty plans at which nearly everyone 
the chapter “In Quarantine,” which deals with several laughed, was sitting tight and watching every move on the 
well-bred, mischievous, spirited boys, who may have been board. Of Harlan I cannot help believing that I was at 
proud of their lineage but never thought of presuming upon first given a wrong impression. Even his grandmother, an 
it. Although the majority of these sketches are told in the exceedingly shrewd old lady, did not understand his “ deep 
form of fiction, I think we may take it that the fiction is pride,” and 'where she failed it is no wonder that I did not 
founded solidly upon fact. And without doubt they prove succeed. Anyhow he turned out to be less obnoxious than 
that with the passing of certain social conditions we lose' at I imagined, and as a contrast to Dan he is complete. ' Mr. 
least some of the friendliness and trust which existed Booth Tarkington gives us a clear picture of an American 
between the rich and the poor. - Not a trace of patronage tpwn in the making, and has written a story which is 
is to be found in Mr. Eortbscue’s sketches, but abundant neither frantically exciting nor in the least dull. 


BOXING LESSONS BY COERESPONDENCE. 
“Hullo, Charlie, what’s up?” 

“Got knocked out in the second lesson, and I’m TAiaNO 
the count.” 


and what they do not, be- 
tween them, endure, inflict or 
watch someone else suffer (the 
tale ends up with a very nasty 
if convenient volcanic erup- 
tion) would be scarcely worth 
mentioning. Headers who find 
Foxe's Booh of Martyrs some- 
thing more than a pleasant 
stimulant to the imagination 
might be well advised to leave 
Ancient Fires unread. I 'am 
all the sorrier to say so since, 
in spite of the fact that on the 
last page she seems to have 
forgotten the place of residence 
assigned to her hero and" 
heroine on the ninth. Miss 
Wylie has written her story 
extremely well. It is really 
interesting, really romantic, 
really moving— much too mov- 
ing at times—and J ohn Smith's 
career and personality are not 
onlypossible but even probable 
as she, with Sir Euan as her 
mouthpiece, exhibits them ; 
and that is saying a great deal. 

The scene of The Mid- 
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offices of a newspaper last week. We we were under the impression that if 
should like to know who has been he had had Ihs choice he wouldn’t have 


Me. Lloyd Geoegb wants to un- spreading this rumour about journalists been born at all. 
sheathe the liberating sword of Hamp- having money. ^ .v 


DEN, Cromwell and Gladstone. It 
looks as though he is contemplating a 
haircut at last. 


A fox which entered a Surrey golf 
The Paris dress experts move the club-house was killed by the caretaker, 
waist “line so often that it is no wonder On some links, of course, golfers wear 


* women complain that they can never red coats on purpose to scare foxes away. 

The closing of Waterloo Bridge is find things where they last put them, 
regarded in some quarters as the end of A rare terrapin has been missed from 

an unhappy chapter in Anglo-French We read that during the flight of a the Zoo. In our opinion it should have 
relations. golf-ball on a Northern links it killed a been guarded with particular care just 

sparrow, swerved, crashed through a now, when there are so many hungry 
An American visitor to the British bathroom window and came to rest in Americans in London. 

Empire Exhibition has stated his in- the bath. American papers please copy. 

tention of visiting all the side shows, “ Synthetic wood alcohol can now be 

including London. An American who had been charged manufactured from natural gas, chlorine 

in New York with burglary was at the and lime,” says a scientific journal. The 
A young Dutch giant who arrived in Middlesex Sessions sent to penal servi- really straightforward bootlegger, how- 
London last week is said to be so tall tude for committing a similar offence ever, will continue to flavour his mixture 
that he can light his ^ with gemiine Scotch, 

cigars from street 


cigars from street 
lamps. Our street lamps 
are notoriously so ill- 
designed that ordinary 
cigar-smokers are put 
to the inconvenience of 
swarming up them for 
this purpose. 

A Scottish delegate 
to the Postal' Workers’ 
Confei'ence at Torquay 
stated that the custom 
of giving Christmas- 
boxes to postmen was 
absolutely unknown in 
Scotland. We are sur- 
prised. ‘ 


It was kiggested by ^ — 
some of the postal work- ’ 
ers at Torquay that a 
museum of postal an- THE MANii 

tiquities should be ^ 

formed. We confess that we imme- 1 in 


I with gemiine Scotch. 





A 


Mr. G. B. Shaw de- 
clared recently that 
there is no more con- 
tented man in England 
than himself. This re- 
lieves us of a load of 
anxiety. 

The normal person 
breathes twenty times 
a minute. Possibly this 
is why so many of these 
small two-seaters split 
up the sides. j 


diately ' thought of something very American cracksmen should expect to 
brilliant to say about pens, but it seems open up business in this country while 


■ — . 1 ^ rU — sympathy. Our par- 

THE MANNEQUIN CRAZE EXTENDS TO FISHMONGERY. lour-maid does quite 

^ enough in the same line 

i. It is disgraceful that I with her bare hands. 


London, 


open up business in this country while Mr. Sime, the artist, says that a pic- 
a shame to take the money. so many of our own burglars are out ture, to be remembered, ought to irri- 

' of work. tato you by its perpetual challenge. 

According to a news item a Texas Many boxers are like this, 

farmer who went fishing so scared the A tomtit has built its nest in a pillar- 

fish that they scurried from the stream box at Catteral, near Garstang. Now We understand that the latest strin- 

and climbed up a tree. We prefer that at last we can get on with the summer, gent Prohibition regulation in America 

sort of story to that sort of face. compels bootleggers to print the names 

’ ' An East London woman told the of the ingredients of their liquor on the 

Mr. Ludovic Mann has discovered a magistrate last week that because her label. 
wavewithinthebodyof the earth which landlady poured a cup of tea over her 

moves once in every eight thousand she concluded that she was unfriendly. The Guardian asks what William 
years. Upon reading this it is said that Feminine intuition again. the Conqueror would have thought of 

Capablanca, the chess champion, broke ' wireless. As we are a respectable paper, 

down and wept bitterly. Scientists have discovered a new we can’t tell you, but you might guess. 

gas which gives off no smell but re- - - 

A weekly paper mentions a man who suits in an agonizing death. Isn’t civil- advantago o£ modem motor traffic in 

recently stated that he had never isation wonderful ? London is com|)lctely nullified by the obstruc- 


of work. 


tate you by its perpetual challenge. 
Many boxers are like this. 

❖ il! 

5 '.^ 

We understand that the latest strin- 
gent Prohibition regulaliqn in America 
compels bootleggers to print the names 


attended an inquest. What strange 
lives some men lead ! 


smrs in an agonizing ueain. isn u civii- .. advantage of modem motor traffic in 
isation wonderful ? London is com|)lctely nullified by the obstruc- 

tive horse. Motorists find their motors useless 
Dean Inge says that if he had his and are driven underground. 
choice he would put back the date of More often the fate of the unhappy 


Burglars broke into the Fleet Street | his birth forty or fifty years. Hitherto 1 pedestrian. 


VOD. CLXVT. 
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LEFT HANDS ACROSS THE CHANNEL. 

Just as in England, so — and this is curions — 

In Erance that runs a different traffic code 
Whereby her Jehus, whose elan is furious, 

Are made to keep the right side of the road, 

A sudden mouement to the left, or sinister, 

Upsets the cart of yet one more Prime Minister. 

I have not always held with you, Poincaris ; 

I sniffed at your excursions in the Euhr ; 

Your rule of “ Si vis pacem, helium para"' — 

Its fiscal virtues struck me as obscure ; 

But, oh 1 1 give my bosom leave to ache 
For pity of the painful toss you take. 

You were a patriot, out for France’s glory ; 

Ever of other lands you loved her best ; 

Had England reared you, you *d have been a Tory 
And made Imperial Preference your quest ; 

Yet with your whiskers France has wiped the floor 
Because she feared her food would cost her more. 

She loved you dearly when your Army routed 
The Hun in peace-time — she cried; ^^tres 
bonr^ 

Deliriously she loved the w^ay you flouted 
Her old Allies with your unyielding No7i / ” 

But, like our Mr. Baldwin, you must fall 
Because she loved her tummy most of all. 

And yet I see from this apparent evil 

Much good for our democracies ‘‘emerge ; ” 

I see the Entente, thanks to your upheaval, 

More cordial still (if possible) resurge ; 

I hear two nations’ hearts together beat 
With mutual hate of dearer things to eat. 

Another’s lips, not yours, will chat at Chequers — 
Whose (as we go to Press) I cannot say ; 

But, though he’s one of those same Conference- 
wreckers, 

With the old cry, “I’m there, and there I stay,” 
Naught can unstick two peoples firmly glued 
All through a common fear of costlier food, 0. S. 


IN THE NEWS. 

The Millionaire. 

The fact is that millionaires are really very much like 
ordinary human beings, but it would be fatal in the journal- 
ist’s opinion to admit this. The first thing he learns is that 
there is no human interest in human beings as such; it 
is only after becoming famous or notorious in some way 
that one’s humanity is discovered to be a matter of absorb- 
ing interest. 

For instance, I eat cold sausage. “ Eeally ? ” you say, 
yawning, if you say anything. Perhaps you yourself eat 
them; the possibility leaves me equally cold. As cold- 
sausage-eaters we have no chance of publicity ; but, if we 
were also murderers or millionaires, the bright young men 
of the Press would be censured by their editors if they failed 
to mention our weakness for cold sausage in their accounts 
of us. “ The murderer was especially fond of cold sausage ;” 
“Mr. Asa Q. Sassafras, the ihillionaire Waffle King, is in 
the habit of eating a cold sausage every morning.” Then 
the public thrills. 

It is presumed to have an insatiable appetite for news of 
this description : — 

“ Mr, Nosmo King, the Near-Beer multi-millionaire, and 


his family have arrived at the Savile Hotel from Attaville, 
Wis. They intend spending a fortnight in London before 
proceeding* to Paris, and will return here for the Season. 
‘ I ’m just crazy about your old City,’ remarked Miss Eiki 
King. ‘ Yesterday I went to peek at St. Paul’s. We srue 
have nothing quite like it in Attaville.’ ” 

Sooner or later we shall hear of Miss Kiki King again. 
She will be engaged or married, and I am ready to w^ager 
that she will choose her father’s chauffeur. If I win my 
bet I am afraid I shall be disappointed in Mr.' King, of 
whose strength and ruthlessness in business I have heard 
a great deal. I want him to be the first millionaire who 
will dare to flout the Press of the world by giving his immedi- 
ate consent to his daughter’s marriage with his chauffem\ 

Hitherto the hallowed ritual has been studiously observed. 
The news of Miss Gloria’s elopement and the letter she left 
for her father is flashed across oceans and contments by 
pale-faced operators wearing green eye-shades, and metal 
expanding bracelets round their shirt-sleeves; The next 
day they announce that Miss Gloria has been found in a 
one-roomed apartment in the Bronx, peeling onions for her 
husband’s evening meal. “ Yes, my father forbade me ever 
to see my husband again after he caught him holding my 
hand ; but, though I have married out of my own class, I 
have married the man I love.” 

A few days later we learn that Miss Gloria’s father has 
refused to see her again. “ I have no daughter ! ” Then 
comes the manly visit of the chauffeur to his father-in-law, 
followed by her father’s to Gloria. Little boys and girls 
who have acquired only recently the daily paper habit 
wonder breathlessly what is going .to happen. Inevitably 
follow forgiveness, tears, universal joy and the installation 
of the chauffeur in his father-in-law’s business. “ I realise 
that my daughter has chosen a Man 1” - 

Mr. Nosmo King may surprise me by immediately wel- 
coming his chauffeur as a son-in-law, but I expect nothing 
new when he tells us the story of his early struggles. 
This is the pabulum which the journalist keeps for little 
magazines of the intimate kind which have made the 
modern suburban home what it is : — 

Take the case of Mr. Lincoln 0. Berkeley, the Over- 
shoe (we should say Golosh) Magnate. He rose, it seems, 
every morning, winter and summer, at four o’clock. He 
chopped wood for various, neighbours, fetched water and 
was generally useful within a radius of five miles.- • After a 
mouthful of clam-chowder he trudged to the village school 
and returned to repeat some of the morning’s tasks. ' With 
the money thus gained he bought an Encyclopedia’ on the 
instalment plan. From the age of twelve to sixteen he 
hired himself to a farmer, paying for correspondence courses 
with his meagre wages. During this entire period he lived 
on butter-milk and corn-cobs. Then, carrying a grip con- 
taining his Encyclopedia and a tooth-brush, he sought 
the city and began to starve. The day before he had 
arranged to commit suicide an old man slipped in front of 
him on the sidewalk. Eemarking, “ I trust, Sir, that you 
have sustained no serious injury,” Mr. Berkeley assisted 
the man to his feet. He was, of course, a millionaire, and 
took young Berkeley into his business. The rest was plain 
sailing. 

This is the stuff that does the young ones good ; it con- 
firms them in their optimism, I am sure that it meets 
with the approval of miserly farmers and the proprietors 
of correspondence courses; and I advise all boys who 
are under twelve years of age to lose no time in following 
Mr. Berkeley’s example. 

Is there no hope for us others, who know from sad ex- 
perience that aged gentlemen are remarkably steady on 
their feet ? I think so ; we can always become chauffeurs. 





THE EIVALS. 

Masteb Hebbeet Asquith. “HE HATES ME MOEE THAN HE HATES YOU." 
Master Stahlet Baldwin. “BET YOU HE HATES ME MOST.” 

Master Asquith. “ I ’LL EIGHT YOU POE IT OUTSIDE.” 




Lawyer. “Weli/, to defend you I shall waht mohez» Have you any?” 
Cl ^ t , ‘‘Oh, YUS— plenty.” 

Lawyer . « Splendid. Now, what do they accuse you op stealing ? ” 
Clmit. “Oh — ^MONEY.” 


MEN OF THE MINUTE, 

JIr. Gboce. 

“A living gesture of undaunted perseverance.” 

By The Eael of Blazonhead. 

Unlike most of those who have been 
the subject of the-shetehes which I have 
hitherto attempted, Mr. Grock as yet 
has filled no place in the fiiercely irra- 
diated arenas of politics or the law. 
Born somewhere in France on April 1, 
1872 (an annus viirahilis which fur- 
nished history with at least one other 
remarkable personality), this consum- 
mately equipped and passionately sin- 
cere exponent of fundamental truth is 
consequently to-day in his fifty-second 
year. Neither a public-school nor any 
ancient foundation in our two great 
Universities, those twin nurseries of so 
much forensic and political eminence, 
can claim the honour of his education. 
He was not ambitious for, nor did he 
seek election to, a scholarship at Wad- 
ham or Merton or evenBalliol; nor did 
it fall to his lot to grace the Presidential 
: Chair of the Oxford Union Society, 
-though there will be few dissentients 


from the opinion that, had he sought 
distinction along any such well-trodden 
avenues, his career would have been 
attended by success not less pre-eminent 
than that of others ungifted with his 
particular attributes of balance and 
initiative.^ But he decided that his 
own special and individual qualities 
would find more congenially independ- 
ent and wider scope beneath another 
kind of limelight and on a less common- 
place stage. 

SHAKESPEARE AND THE MUSICAL 
CLOWNS. 

His selection of the method best 
adapted to his sensitive and peculiar 
gifts need cause little surprise to those 
who, like myself, have made a study of 
the application of particular ambitions 
and^ abilities to a general purpose. By 
his immortal conception of the character 
of Feste Shakespeare has indicated in 
Tioelfth Night his recognition of the 
potentialities of musical clowning as 
an influence upon the philosophy of his 
from the time when the 
destinies of Home were directed by an 


Imperial violinist with a marked though 
unappreciated sense of humour, whose 
wayward genius succeeded in firing the 
homes if not the hearts of his unre- 
sponsive subjects, right down to the 
nineteenth-century triumphs of Pagan- 
ini — ^whose “ one-string theory ” found 
a later if less Mephistophelian exponent 
in “ The White-eyed KafSr — the pro- 
fession of a musical clown has been 
followed in history by a succession of 
illustrious individuals. Moreover, dur- 
ing my tenm:e of the Attorney-General- 
ship I had the honour of discussing 
the contrapuntal composition of inter- 
national agreements with the greatest 
of modern pianists, whose views on the 
question of clieveUire are scarcely en- 
dorsed by Mr. Grock, but whose subtly- 
Gilbertian humour ultimately led him 
to the Presidential throne of Poland. 
The subject of the present observations, 
however, bases his claim to fame, un- 
like his prototypes, upon his master}^ 
not of one, but of a variety of instru- I 
ments, always excluding that which I 
has served to win access into the p6nB^ ' 
tralia of Cabinets (real or shadow’^) for ! 
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persons perhaps of equal eminence but 
inferior versatility — the human voice. 

AN EXAMPLE TO MILLIONS. 

The task which he early set himself 
— ^the austere severity of which is now 
but too apparent in the weary pallor of 
his face and the depilation of his mas- 
sive head— was to secure and consolidate 
by the exercise of his magnetic talents 
a mutual understanding between Great 
Britain and his native country ; and of 
his tireless energies toward this end 
millions of men and women in both 
France and England have been the 
appreciative and applauding witnesses. 

In order that the catalogue of his 
successful activities may be made less 
tedious than that of the allies x'efer 
to those who invaded Troy), it may 
briefly be summarized by stating that 
over the past five years or so he has 
abundantly achieved his object. 

Having by strenuous diligence and 
the most arduous application mastered 
the initial difficulties of the clown’s 
profession, this shapely boy became at 
length a powder in Paris, where his 
enlightening and sagacious influence 
in 1919 was a dominant factor in har- 
monizing the counsels of the Allied 
statesmen there assembled in conclave. 

AN UNEOETUNATE INCIDENT. 

Evening after evening during those 
anxious and laborious days I myself 
drew from him both fortitude and in- 
spiration ; and it is an open secret that 
it was only owing to an unfortunate 
experience of the instability of the fur- 
niture at Versailles and of the unsub- 
stantial nature of the glass panelling 
against which he happened momentarily 
to have leant, that his portrait finds no 
place among those of the Elder States- 
men of Europe immortalised by Sir 
William Oepen in his pictorial record 
of the Peace Council assembled in the 
Galerie des Glaces. 

But it is in London that the man has 
attained to his fullest stature and to the 
securing of emoluments which would 
not be disdained by a Leader either on 
the Film or in the Forum. Statesmen, 
orators. Privy Councillors, and even 
those, such as ex -Lord Chancellors, 
who combine in one person this trinity 
of distinctions, sit nightly at his feet, 
forsaking for the purpose the sedater 
portals of the Chancellery Club and the 
classic precincts of Cheerio’s; and he 
has succeeded in wringing even from 
the members of a Uas6 and unimagina- 
tive House of Lords tributes of popu- 
larity scarcely inferior to those accorded 
to the Dolly Sisters. 

Not that Fortune has left him alto- 
gether scatheless. Deprived, by one of“ 
those inscrutable decrees of Providence 
to which we must all submit, of the 



services and assistance of a devoted 
partner, he rises superior to the buffets 
of Fate and continues to exhibit the 
resilient courage and the undaunted 
self-reliance that are characteristic of 
his mercurial nation, and which might 
well provide an example to some among 
our own enfeebled and superseded poli- 
ticians, untinged as it is by the fatuous 
idealism so rightly deprecated by the 
most prescient of our legislators. 

NOT A “MEEK MAN.” 

Brilliant, impetuous, sometimes a 
little too sure of himself, and almost 
childlike in his impulses, he belongs to 
no party of surrender ; he is no ‘‘ meek 
man,'* but a philosopher who insists on 
a self-confident and inflexible grappling 
with difficulties as they occur. The 
supreme clown of his time, he is with- 
out a peer — or indeed. a peerage. I 
have myself, both while in and out of 


office, enjoyed for several years an asso- 
ciation with him of which at the time 
he may possibly have been unaware, 
though it was as close as the limitations 
of theatrical architecture would permit, 
and unbroken by any cloud save that 
produced by an unimpeachable tobacco. 
From constant and unwearying obser- 
vation, therefore, I am in a position un- 
hesitatingly to assert that, apart from 
the ungracious v/orld of politics, hardly 
anyone in our generation has mside pro- 
gress so swiftly and so deservedly as 
Mr. Greek, with regard to whom it may 
fairly be claimed, if and so long as his 
interest I'emains centred in the great 
work to which he has set his hand, that 
there are hardly any limits to the am- 
bitions which he may legitimately 

{Continued on page 18, col. 6.) 

Next Week, Mr. Jack Jones. 

[I don’t think so. — E d.] 
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roystering in 9 . quiet way all the time 
as it is. You see, there is a huge hole 
in my umbrella. I suppose, however,” 
I said, turning to the Illustrator, ‘‘that 
we ought to take a turn on the greatest 
switchback railway in the world.” 

“ No,” he said, “no. I do not think 
the Flag calls us there. But I ’ll tell 
you what 1 11 do, We '11 go and Break 
up the Happy Home.” 

Hardly anyone was Breaking up the 
Happy Home, but a large congregation 
assembled to see us do it;. 

We had a Archdeacon here yester- 
day,” said the man in charge. 

Fired by emulation, the Illustrator 
took two shillingsworth. 

It 's rather funny,” I pointed out, 





THE PURSUIT OP PLEASURE. 
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DON’T GBOUSE AT YOUR COOK. RELIEVE YOUR FEELINGS AT WEMBLEY. 


trator’s character written on* a piece of. 
paper for me by a dark gentleman in 
flowing robes, hailing probably from one 
of the mandated poitions of Africa. 
This only cost me sixpence, and, con- , 
sideringthat the soothsayer had nothing 
but the correct initials to w^ork upon, it 
may be considered cheap at the price. 

** Tender and kind-hearted,” said the ! 
oracle, “is your disposition. You are 
considered good company, as you have 
pleasant manners, ‘ are seldom blunt- 
spoken. You make many friends, and 
many events in life will come about 
by association among other people. You 
have good talents, and if they are 
actively Engaged they would bring you 
in a good percentage. You have suffi- 
cient abilities to enable you to fill a 
responsibility. 

Lucky Day, Saturday ; 

Best Days, 8th, 17th, 24th 
of each month.” 

“The tw^enty-fourth of this month,” 
I pointed out to him, “will be Empire 
' Day. Isn’t that an extraordinary co- 
incidence ? ” 

A few minutes later, turning a corner, 
we came suddenly upon the Palace of 
Beauty. 

There they all were inside, like 
leopards at the Zoo, or like fishes in the 
Aquarium — Helen op Tboy, Cleo- 
patra, Scheherazade, Dante’s Bea- 
trice, Nell Gwynne and the rest, 
down to Miss 1924. Owing to the 
glass, of course, one could only irritate 
them, one could not give them buns. 

“ It seems to me,” I said to the 
Illustrator, “that there ought to be a 
guide. I ’m perfectly certain that lots 
of the people who come here don’t 
know who all these ladies were. In the 
first of tliese cases, gentlemen, we 


have the notorious Helen op Troy, 
responsible for the breaking-up of the 
happy home of Mbnelaus of Sparta. 
She made many friends, and many 
events in life came about by association 
among other people. Launched a 
thousand ships, her face did, and sacked 
the topmost towers of Ilium. Passing 
on to the next, we find Cleopatra, for 
whom the Eoman patrician, Mark 
Antony, counted the world well lost. 



TUTANKH-AMEN’S TOMB. 


She was considered good company, as 
she had pleasant manners and was 
seldom blunt-spoken. Having melted 
a pearl in vinegar, she was defeated 
on the Witching Waves at Actium. 
Elizabeth Woodville, first of our 
own British beauties in this collection, 
was the wife of Edward the Fourth, 
known as the Merchant King — which 


once more reminds us that next Satur- 
day will be Empire Day, when a massed 
band six hundred strong ” 

‘ ‘ Scheherazade, ” interrupted the Illus- 
trator, “ has been smiling at me.” 

As we were about to leave, we were 
asked to fill in a kind of voting paper, 
putting the ten beauties of the world 
in the order of our preference. I filled 
in mine chronologically, for I always 
think it politer to pay respect to the 
old. But the Illustrator said he would 
have to go round again, and, taking- 
out his watch’, he stood for several 
minutes in front of each showcase in 
turn. 

“ What on earth have you been 
doing? ” I asked when he returned. 

“1 find that if you stare at them 
solemnly and long enough,” he said, 
“they're bound to turn away their 
heads. It ’s the power of the mascu- 
line eye. I ’ve timed every one of them 
now, and I’m putting them down in 
the order of longest endurance.” 

“Who won? ” 

“Miss 1924 would have,” he said, 
“but she sneezed.” 

“Let’s go out and find some other 
rollicking side-show,” I suggested. “I 
believe there’s a live mermaid some- 
where or other who dives into a salmon- 
pool.” 

-We were diverted from this spectacle, 
however, by seeing an eager crowd 
gathering at the gate of a low building 
with white walls. I read the placard 
on it. 

, “Is your craving for jollity still un- 
appeased ? ” I asked. 

“It is,” replied the Illustrator. 

“ Come along, then,” I said. 

We entered Tutankh-Amen’s Tomb. 

Evoe. 
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THE CASTLE COW. 

When I entered the dining-room 
Peggy was sitting on the arm of her 
father’s chair. 

*‘He’s a dear,” she crooned, ‘Mnit, 
oh 1 so pig-headed. What is 850,000 
lire in English money ? ” 

I can’t do mental arithmetic,” I 
said, ‘‘ but it ’s probably quite a modest 
snm in sterling.” 

“Thera!” cried Peggy in triumph. 

“ I knew it must be a bargain. Do you 
ever see The Italian Mail ? A friend 
of Mum's sends it to her. Listen to 

this sale. 

^ Beautiful Medl^val Castle near 
Florence. 

28 room's, large loggia on the street. Exten- 
sive grounds. Two garages, one by gate near 
tram-line. Stables, large farmhouse (a Swiss 
cow also goes with the property). Beautifully 
and completely furnished in the style of the 
building itself. Price : Lire 850,000 Furn- ' 
ished. 750,000 Unfurnished.’ 

There 's a picture of it and it looks ^ 
simply ripping. Battlements with in- 
and-out bits ” 

“ Machieolated,” I said. “It cer- 
tainly sounds attractive- There is prob- 
ably an arrangement for pouring molten 
lead on unwelcome callers and perhaps 
even an oubliette. Mediaeval builders 
were very good at providing little con- 
veniences of that sort. I ’m not so 
sure about the furniture. It may h6 
beautiful, and I don’t suppose Dante’s 
Beatmce would have found any fault 
with it. They weren’t so finicking in 
those days.” 

“ What do you mean?” said Peggy 
bluntly. 

I waved my hand. “ A velvet canopy 
for your bed but no tooth-glass.” 

“I ex]pect they’ve put in a tooth- 
glass by now. But, anyhow, I don’t 
care. 1 want Daddy to buy it.” 

“ I would, my dear,” said her father 
earnestly, “ if it wasn’t for the Swiss 
cow. I"was reading about them only 
the other day. They are traizied to 
fight; and the most ferocious are crowned 
queens. How do I know that this one 
isn’t a queen ? In any case she is an 
exile and probably hbme-sick and irrit- 
able in consequence.” ' 

“They only fight each other,” said 
Peggy. 

“Well,” said her father, “we will 
assume that she is of a pacific nature, 
though I doubt it. Indeed I am inclined 
to suspect that her present owner’s chief 
concern is to get rid of her, and that he 
is giving the castle away with her as a 
bonus or bribe. Still,' for the sake of 
the argument we will presiime that she 
is a pattern of meekness. What then ? ' 

1 l&ve I, have you, Peggy, or your dear ' 
ever felt the faintest wish to 

keep a cow ? The milkman calls twice 
a day. If he should go on strike there 
is a thick white stuff in tins 

Peggy glanced at the clock and jumped 
up, “Bother! I shall be late,” she 
cried, and fled. 

I looked at her father. “ Will that be 
the end of it ? ” I inquired. 

He smiled. “ Oh, no. But I have a 
second line of defence — the tram-line.” 

“ Still, I like the cow touch,” I said. 
“ It ’s unusual. I ’m thinking of selling 
my deer forest. I ^vender if it would 
go better if I threw in the canary ? ” 

“SORRY YOU’VE BEEN TR-ROUBLED.” 

Philip was not peculiar in his dislike 
of being rung up and then dismissed as 
a wrong number, but he was, perhaps, 
unusual in recognising that the mistake 
Tvas not the caller s fault. So that, 
when he took off the receiver and a 
voice said hopefully, “Is that Miss 
Shaw ? ” his explanation was as courte- 
ous as could be. 

“Ohl” said the voice regretfully. 
“ Isn’t that 3575? ” 

“ Yes ; but I ’m afraid there isn’t any 
Miss Shaw here,” he insisted. 

“ Oh 1 ” The owner of the voice 
seemed flustered and there was a mo- 
ment’s silence. “ Oh I I ’m so sorry. It 
was 3573 I wanted.” 

“ Not at all,” said Philip, and hung 
up the receiver. 

But there was sometliing about the 
voice, or about the day, or about Philip— 
or quite possibly about all three — that : 
made him wish that the conversation 
could have been prolonged. There was 
a softness in the voice, a kind of hesit- 
ant charm, he reflected, as, ' half an 
hour later, he found himself regarding 
the telephone with unusual interest. 

After all, why not ? His fingers 
touched the receiver, and “Number, 
please ” was sounding in his ear before 
he realised that some answer was ne- 
cessary. 

“3573,” he said doubtfully. And 
then, inevitably, “ Is that Miss Shaw? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“I wonder,” pursued Philip pleas- 
antly, “if you could give me tlae num- 
ber of the lady who rang you up just 
now ? ” 

“ How do you know anyone rang me 
up? ” came the reply in a surprised tone. 

“ She rang me up by mistake,” Philip 
answered fluently, “and, as I’ve in- 
vented a little system which prevents 
such things, I thought she might like 
to hear Of it.”‘ 

“ A what ? ” 

system. A new kind of phon- 
etics. I ’m offering it to the Post Office 
very shortly. If you could let me have 
her number ? ” 

“Well, the sooner you give it them the 
better, I should think. Miss Tyndall’s 
number is 3040, if that ’s what you 
want.” 

“Thank you,” said Philip politely, 
and rang off. 

The next few moments seemed en- 
couraging. Having diligently rung up 
3040, Philip was lengthy in his apolo- 
gies that he had not been given 4030. 
But his regrets were nothing compared 
to the astonishment he expressed at 
hearing Miss Tyndall’s voice again. 

“But,” he stammered, “surely it 
was you who rang me up by mistake a 
little while ago ? ” 

“Was it?” said the voice. “How 
very funny!” And a pleasant little 
laugh reached bis ears. 

“I say, isn’t that extraoi’dinaiy ? 

I don’t ttdnk that kind of thing can be 
just chance, do you ? I mean, here we 
are, miles away probably, and "never 
seen each other, and then connected 
up like this twice within an hour. 
Don’t you think ? ” 

He hesitated artistically. 

“Are you still there?” came the 
voice encouragingly. 

“ Yes ; but- ” 

“Oh, I thought they’d cut us off, 
perhaps.” 

“No; but I suddenly thought per- 
haps you wouldn’t like rhe to say what 

I was going to say.” 

' “I wonder. It’s difficult to tell, 
isn’t it ? ” 

“ Don’t you think we ought to — 
celebrate it somehow ? It sounds awful 
cheek, I know, but — one gets so lonely, 
doesn’t one? I ’was just thinking 
of going down to Soho for dinner. 
Gardino’s. You know it, I expect.” 

“Oh, yes; I like Gardino’s.” 

“Do you think— perhaps ? At eight ? ” 

The voice quoted, sm-prisingly : — 

“ Perliai^ it may turn out a song, 

Perbaps turn out a sermon.” 

The couplet was followed by a click 
and silence. 

“ On the whole,” reflected Philip, tak- 
ing up his hat, “it ’s worth trying.” 

Miss Tyndall hung up the receiver 
with a smile and sought out her brother. 

“I’m going to have a birthday treat, 
after all,” she said, “in spite of your 
old work upsetting everything. I’m 
going out to dinner,” 

“ Good. I ’m so glad,” he answered, 
looking up from a pile of papers. “ It ’d 
be a shame to have to stay in on your 
sixtieth birthday. Good luck 1 ” 

Another Gllimpse of the Obvious. 

“Many ‘prominent men . . . became ab- 
sorbed in tbe idea, and now there are thousands 
of people . . . who believe firmly that the 
only way to end war is to abolish it.” 

Monthly Magazine, 
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BYPATHS OF DALLIANCE, 

A MEETING of tlie leading blossoms 
of the eoHutry -was called at the Horti- 
cultural Hall to discuss the proposal 
of The Times that the blue primrose 
of the Himalayas (P. Winteri) should 
be propagated in England. 

Mr. A. <3r. Gaedineb (“ Omega of the 
Mowing-machine”), who is always on 
the side of the angels and is conversant 
with the language of flowers, was in 
the Chair. 

Before the proceedings opened the 
Chairman read a number of letters from 
well-known people. 

Lord Bosebeby wrote say- 
ing that any attempt to super- 
sede the yellow primrose with 
a blue would be resisted by 
himself. The only association 
that a primrose should have 
with that colour was the Blue 
Eiband of the Turf, \vhich he 
personally hoped again to cap- 
ture. (Loud cheers.) It had 
given him great pleasure to 
celebrate his birthday a few 
days ago by winning the Thou- 
sand Guineas, and that was 
an augury. (Renewred cheers.) 

The Clerk of the Weather 
wrote to say that it w^as true 
that he had been putting up a 
very bad Spring — (Groans) — 
but he would urge this point 
in his favoiu:, that the rain had 
been very good for the prim- 
roses. They had never been 
so fine and never had so proved 
their right to he uiitampered 
with. (Cheers.) 

A letter was read from Lord 
CuRZON, as head of the Prim- 
rose League, saying that the 
** favourite flower” that he 
and his fellow-pohfcieians owed 
allegiance to was and must 
continue to be yellow. The 
party was true blue, but their emblem 
was the yellow flower of April 19th, 
which their revered hero expressed a 
liking for in salad. 

A letter was read from Miss Jekyul, 
in which she said that no doubt the 
P. Wi%teri was of decorative use under 
certain conditions, and she had for a 
long time grown a few ; but it would 
be a mekneholy day for England if it 
took the place of the yellow primrose 
in the woods* Her own Munstead wild 
garden should never encourage such an 
interloper. 

Mr. Gordon "Wordsworth wrote that 
he was sure that his grandfather would 
have disapproved of the innovation. It 
was a point of faith with him, as with 
Mr.' JfeiiU, that ^umroses should be 
yellow. (Cheers.) All rhythm would 


go — ^not that that mattered much^ to- 
(jay — (Laughter) — ^if the famous lines 
ran, or rather stumbled : — 

“A primrose by the river’s brim 
A blue primrose was to him.” 

A letter was read from an Australian 
visitor saying that if the yellow prim- 
roses gave way to blue ones it would 
break her heart. Nothing had ever 
given her such pleasure as the sight of 
the English copses this Spring; they,] 
were like a mirror of the starry skies ; 
and how she could ever tear herself 
away from England she did not know. 
Blue primroses would never look like 
the starry skies. - 



Old Burglar, “Don’t tbouble to beckon ’ow much we ’vb 
PINCHED, Bild. It ’ld be in the papers in the mobnino.” 


A letter was read from Br. Bridges, 
the Poet Laureate, saying that if the 
yellow primrose was banished from the 
English country-side he should remain 
permanently in America. (Sensation.) 

The Bluebell said that The Times' 
proposition was probably more distaste- 
ful to him — and not only distasteful 
but grossly unfair — ^tban to any other 
flowers present. As it was, the prim- 
rose that they all knew and, he would 
add, admired and honoured — (Cheers) — 
paved the way for his own advent. Eirst 
the primrose, with its very attractive 
yellow — (Renewed cheers) — ^in the cop- 
pices and hedgerows, and then, as the 
yellow wave receded, the arrival of him- 
self to flood the woods with blue, (Loud 
applause.) The contrast was one of the 
most charmingthings in Nature ; foreign- 


ers came from the most distant parts of 
the world to see it. But what kind of 
an effect would there be if the primrose 
also were blue?. There would be no con- 
trast at all — nothing but monotony ; and 
his own position would be one of con- 
siderable peril, because people would be 
tired. He wished to utter his protest 
with aU the intensity at his command. 
(Cheers.) 

The Eorget-me-not said that he could 
see no necessityfor any new blue flowers. 

The Wallflower said that its own 
experience was that to trifle and ex- 
periment with the natural colour of a 
flower was a mistake. Its own proper 
hue was umber or yellow ochre. 
Yet florists had monkeyed with 
it until they had forced purple 
and red into its petals. Gar- 
deners of debased taste might 
like this, but he, the speaker, 
loathed it. (Loud cheers.) 

The Speedwell said that it 
saw no call for another blue 
flower. 

The Perhvinkle said that 
there was no necessity for 
another blue flower so long as 
The Times permitted himself 
to continue. If people would 
look at him more they would 
find that he could do for them 
much that a blue primrose 
would ; but he had never had 
the attention he deserved. 
Possibly he suffered through 
sharing the same name as a 
common form of shell -fish 
eaten with a pin, (Cries of 
Shame.”) 

The Cowslip said that it saw 
no great enormity in substitut- 
ing blue for yellow primroses. 

The Bog Violet said that 
there were suJEcient blue flow- 
ers in the woods. 

The Primrose, who was very 
imperfectly heard in the repor- 


ters* gallery, was understood to say that 
she much preferred to remain yellow. 

In summing up the debate the Chair- 
man said that the consensus of opinion 
was hostile to The Times' revolutionary 
proposition, and that the decision would 
be forwarded to the proper quarter. 
(Loud cheers.) 

After singing “The Yellow Flag” 
the gathering dispersed. E. V. L. 


Another Glimpse of the Obvious, 
“The list of eminent men enrolled in that 
service cannot be numbered ; for it is innu- 
merable .” — Lord Birkenhead in “ Tlie Sun- 
day Times,” 

“ Plumber Puppies, Parents registered K.C, ” 
Advt, in Provincial Pa^er, 
This confirms the theory that plumbers 
are born and not made. 
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A JUMPY EXPERIENCE, 

It was a Sunday evening and I was 
urging an unwilling bicycle along a 
Hampshire road. Approaching an un- 
known village I dismounted, for I am 
a nervous rider, and one never knows 
what insoluble traffic problem might 
be presented by cross streets even in a 
small town on a Sunday; and as I 
wdieeled my bicycle through the main 
street I noticed a little chapel devoid 
of architectural interest, bearing an 
inscription over its portals which 
woke dim recollections in my mind of 
something I had read or heard long 
ago about a peculiar sect in America, 
whose religious exercises took the form 
of leaping or prancing in a state of 
pious fervour. For on a tablet on the 
fagade were the words — 

JUlilPEKS Mission HALL. 

Extreme and unusual expressions of 
religion have always had an interest 
for me, and as I looked at the chapel I 
thought what a wonderful thing it was 
that an obscure sect in America .should 
have succeeded in finding converts and 
making a foot-hold in a little Hamp- 
shire village. I reflected on the extra- 
ordinary persistence of certain human 


instincts. Here was a survival of the 
pagan religious dance, taking one back 
to the childhood of the race. In imagin- 
ation I could hear the monotonous thud 
of goat-skin drums and see the swarthy 
naked figures swirling in the dust ol a 
sun-scorched Babylonian market-place. 

My interest, though keen, was of 
course purely academic. I had no inten- 
tion of being converted to this ritual. 

The sound of many voices singing 
came to me from the open door of the 
little chapel. It seemed quite an 
ordinary and familiar tune. As I drew 
nearer 1 could hear the words and was 
surprised that they were well known to 
me from my infancy. I looked in and 
saw the hall filled with a crowd of people 
whose appearance seemed in no way dif- 
ferent from that of the congregation to 
be seen in most chapels. There was a 
pastor or minister in a small pulpit 
facing the door, and a young woman of 
modest appearance was playing a har- 
monium, Not a soul was jumping, not 
one. It was heart-breaking. 

I waited till the hymn was finished, 
with some faint hope of still witnessing 
an orgy of religious fervour; but no. 
The pastor offered prayer. I thought I 
discerned a gleam of fanaticism in his 


expression, and therefore stayed on, still 
hoping. The prayer seemed intermin- 
able, but nay spirits again rose when I 
heard the shuffling of feet among the 
hearers. But it came to nothing. I 
had no luck A few minutes later the 
singing re-opened — it was the Doxology 
— and then a few^ little boys and girls 
came out, the forerunners of the dis- 
persing worshippers. 

I pushed on up the street, carrying 
with me a sense of failure. 

About a hundred yards farther along 
I accepted defeat utterly, for I came to 
JUMPEES POST OPPICJE. 

If you doubt this tragic narrative, I 
refer you to the Ordnance Survey of 
Hampshire, Christchurch district. 


A Poor Audience. 

“ The first independent Chair of * Sport 
Hygiene* has been established at Berlin 
University, the lectured being Dr. Mallwitz.’* 
Evening Paper, 

“Is it not possible in our schools of all 
classes to teach something of the meaning of 
loyalty and Empire to the younger genera- 
tion? — ^Pro Eeg-bm Patriam.*’ 

LeiUr in Daily Paper. 

Certainly, and what about a little Latin 
too ? 





PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


[Mat 21, 1924. 


■who seemed to he unattached, the only and conse(jiiently listened. ^ 

WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRICHTOM. two in the room. I saw no peers. much for ms, old man, do y;ou ? 

III.— The Bit. It is generaUyaUeged that the Cosmo- “Notmueh,George,”IwMsperedback. 

After our visit to the West Pier pole is monopolised by the nieinbers of “The only pemon here that I should like 
George said that we must go back to one profession or religion. This I judged to dance with is our "waitress. _ 
the Oosmopole and dance at the Tea to be untrue. On the contrary, it seemed George looked shocked ; it is dimoult 
Dancing. to me that every creed, class, colour and to see why. 

IT TTCT'U ... 4. 4- It TV* I.’' i-v-F 'TlT/acta rtTrri V 


In London I have never felt an irre- race were fairly represented. 
sistible temptation to dance at tea- Which is Lord Leather, George ? ” 
time. At Brighton, however, it seemed I asked. ^ - 

the natural and ine^dtable thing to do. “Don't see him here to-day, old chap,’’ “Not much, I whispered, ner’vously. 

Such is the effect of a bracing sea-air. said he shortly. One of the * 

“But who do we dance with?” I said. Trim waitresses served tea, and the one fair* The latter had golderi hair 
‘ ‘ They used to have dancing-partners youth of Brighton scraped and slid upon and blue eyes, and as a matter of fact I 
at the Gosm'opole,” said George. “ Any- the polished arena before us, goaded on thought her exceedingly beautiful. But 
how, there’s always a bit or two by the noise of a saxophone groaning I was not going to tell Gewge, 
about?” like a sick sheep. George pointed out * “You can’t be too particular, old boy, 

4: ^ ^ said he a little too loudly. “ You 

“A bit, old boy. A piece of know what your dancing’s like.” 

goods— a charmer.” ^ said; “but they 

“Do I understand you to mean ^ don’t.” ^ 

a young lady, George ? ” “ Very weU, said George ; 

“Not quite, old man; but ' ' mmm » you ask ’em, old boy. 

something Hke it.” “I haven’t finished my tea 

“Is a ‘bit’ the same thing yet,” I said, terrified. “ Suppos- 

as a vamp?” I inquired. I am they’re offended, Cieorge?^” 

always fascinated by technical “If they’re offended,” said 

terms. ^Wmk % George easily, “they’ll say so.” 

“ More or less,” said George ; 4 ^ What fun I ” I murmured. 

“ but not ae dangerous— a kind : ^ T sometimes gets a snub,” 

of grass-snake. Quite respect- AlBmM George loftily, “but not 

able,” he added. /Ih mU ‘ V Brighton.” 

“Then how, George,” I pur- L (vl lUfM \ “Idon’tpropose to be snubbed 

sued, as we entered the Winter m ImlKm ' ' ^ Certainly not at 

Garden, “ shah w'e get to know m WMU Brighton.” 

one ? ” J '/ Y''' 9 “ Go on,” said George ; “ you 

“Don’t talk shop, old bo^’,” 1 1 ask the fair one.” 1 George 

said George, and sat down sud- 1 | wouldn’t like her. 

denly. • ' |||^^T ‘ -- “ I’m quite happy w^atching,” 

The Tea Dancing is served, lllMl flmllfl ^ 

or done, in a kind of greenhouse .] d “Well ’’said George, rising 

or winter garden. It has a glass ’ ' 1 ^ suddenly. I don’t know how it 

roof, gay decorations, shaded A BARE VERACITY. was done, but ten seconds later 

pink lights, palms, tropical daf- Young Vurate {concluding his fishing storey). “And it ' he and the dark woman were 

fodils, green pillars and lattice- as long as— ee— no— I must not say as long as revolving dreamily under the 

W’orkup which, onefeels, wistaria because my little fingeb is bather gj^eenhouse roof . Iputherhalf- 

or grape-fruit ought to grow. ! way between a bit and a vamp. 

George had promised me that at the I to me the Professor of Dancing, who was I The other, I judged, was a more 


“What d’ you think of these two?” 
said George, and nodded backwards at 
the ladies on our right. 

“ Not much,” I whispered nervously. 
One of the young ladies was dark and 




V 1 «/ 


A RARE VERACITY. 

Young Curate (concluding his fishing stoi^y). “And it 

WAS AS LONG AS— EB— NO — ^I MUST NOT SAY AS LONG AS 
MY LITTLE EINGEB, BECAUSE MY LITTLE FINGER IS BATHER 
A LONG ONE.” 


Oosmopole I should see the flighty but easily the saddest-looking man in the refined character, though equally a 
exciting Londoners who flock to Brigh- room. It is his duty to pluck in turn child of gaiety. But even a single snub, 
ton weekly. On the way down he had the wall-flowers from the walls and I felt, would throw a shadow over my 
murmured the names of several peers wear them like a rose. I watched him week-end. Besides, I have not George’s 
and distinguished men, and an equal pluck a lady of some fifty summers and address. I sat where I was and lit a 
number of actresses, all of whom, I substantial frame. She opened like a cigarette. The fair girl sat alone on 
gathered, had been staying at the rose and rapturously swayed away in the next sofa. George and the demi- 

Oosmopole during his last visit. Lord his arms, observed of all observers, but vamp danced superbly. 

Leather, for example, who was gener- oblivious and happy. George made a But “ Courage I ” I said at last. “Did 

ally seen with Patience Parr. I looked caustic comment ; but for my part I not come to Brighton to see life ? ” 

about me with interest. I do not see why the old should not After all, a Brighton snub would be an 

I saw two family parties with a row make fools of themselves as well as the experience, and by all accounts a rare 
of daughters and three small boys in young — or better. To-day, after all, one. 

Eton collars. I saw several greyhaired is the Age of Age. Let the old things I rose and approached the girl. I j 
men and sober women of advanced have their fling, I say. said feebly, “ Don’t you dance ? ” 

years. I saw several youn^ couples, On the other hand, it seemed unjust She smiled sweetly. Her eyes were 
all obviously citizens of Brighton. I that there should be no Dancing Pro- extraordinarily blue, 
saw several comely young ladies, but fesseuse for the lonely male. “ No,” she said, 

all these were aheady members of a George leaned over and whispered “ Oh 1” I replied. 
iCoiq>le. On our right, it is true, by a heavily behind his hand, so that every- I sank on to a chair, staggered. That 
strange chance, sat two young ladies one could see he didn’t want to be heard, one so fair and fluffy and engaging 
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should be incapable of the Pox-Trot in 
the twentieth century was incredible. 
However, it was not a snub ; it was a 
mere statement, kindly made. And I 
summoned all my powers to continue 
the conversation. 

“ It ’s very cold,” I said. 

** Yes, it's a bitter wind.” 

“ Do you live in Brighton ? ” 

** We live at Putnev. We 're staving 
at Hove.” 

I breathed again. One can always 
talk to a Londoner. 

“ Have you been to any theatres 
lately ? ” I said. 

“ I never go to the theatre.” 

“ Gh ! ” I said again, and loosened my 
collar a little. 

“ Not keen on the Drama ? ” I ven- 
tured brightly. 

I 've given up the World,” she said, 

“I beg your pardon?” The band 
was playing a noisy cacophonous one- 
step. I thought I had not heard her 
right. 

“ given up the Worlds*' she said 
louder, fixing her blue eyes seriously 
on mine. 

“ Oh! ” I said for the third time, and 
pinched myself. “ Quite,” I added 
vaguely. 


‘‘That's why I don’t dance,” she 
explained. “I used to love dancing, 
but I found I couldn’t combine it with 
the Good Life.” 

I now felt that I knew where I was. 

“Oh, come,” I said, “ there 's nothing 
wrong in dancing. You get to know 
people, and so on ” 

“But not in the best way,” she said 
earnestly. “ You can’t say that it en- 
riches your spiritual life in any way.” 

“No,” I admitted — “no, I suppose 
not ; ” and I glanced at George and the 
demi-vamp. 

“I met a Christian negro once,” she 
went on, “on a steamer; and he was 
so shocked to see the white men and 
women embracing each other like — 
like that ” — she also glanced at George 
— “that it opened my eyes. So I gave 
up the World,” she said simply. “I 
expect you 're laughing at me.” 

“Certainly not.” Nor was I. “ But 
why ? ” I began feebly. 

“Why do I come to a place like 
this ? ” she said sadly. “ I ’m trying to 
save my friend as well.” 

“ Heavens ! ” I thought ; “ George had 
put his foot in it again.” . 

Poor girl! how fortunate that it 
was I who had approached her and not 


George — George with his brutal man- 
of-the-woiid manner. George, as like 
as not, toould have laughed at her. But 
then, she would not have told George. 
He has not my gift of establishing sym- 
pathy. 

At that moment a very handsome 
man moved towards us through the 
tables. 

“ Ah, here 's my friend,” said the girl, 
her eyes brightening. 

The man looked sourly at me and 
said heartily, “ Well, Belle, shall we trip 
a measure ? ” 

The girl nodded, looked at me, put her 
hand on my arm and whispered, “For- 
give me. But from something I over- 
heard your friend say I fancied you 
didn’t dance much. Good-bye.” And 
she added kindly, “ I like you.” 

They whirled away among the 
dancers. I returned to my table, where 
I was joined by George in the course of 
an hour or so. 

“Know who that was?” he said. 
“Belle Heather, I bear. She’s in 
Say WJien ! you know. Best dancer in 
London. Why didn’t you dance, old 
man? ” 

“I don’t dance with ‘bits,’” I said 
aloofly. A, P. H. 





Bargee. ‘‘If axythink ’appens to that thebe bridge, I know I shall get the blame for it.” 


HAND AND HEAD 

{Showing the advantage that Labour'' 
has over the Brain~%vorlcer). 

Some of tbe liardsliips of the lot of 
the literary toiler will at once become 
apparent if we imagine, let u&-say,'the 
ooahminer struggling ^under the same 
conditions/ 

To begin with, we will ^picture the’ 
coal-miner labouring (without ' settled 
hours) on piece-work, and, instead of 
being remunerated at the end of each 
week, waiting-' for - payment (as the. 
scribe does) until such time as his out- 
put may be 'actually consumed by the 
public. What would the miner have to 
say to that ? 

Then again, do you suppose he would 
just shrug his shoulders if the dust and, 
slate were ruthlessly sifted by a partial 
hand from the tons he had produced,' 
payment being made merely for the 
large lumps remaining? Yet it is no 
uncommon experience for the writer 
who counts upon an article to provide 
a new hat for his wife to find on publi- 
cation that everything except the veiy 
best points have hew struck out by a 
fiend with a blue pencil so that the 
mutilated composition will barely fetch 
the price of a new tie. 

And would the miner smile patiently 
and keep on pegging aw^ay if his kitchen 
cobbles were rejected in the summer 
as not being topical ? 

^ limagine that something of the bitter- 1 


ness of a playwright’s life^ would come 
home to him if there were a Censor- 
ship of Coals. We will suppose that 
the miner, without '.receiving a half- 
penny, has been working ceaselessly for 
six months at a vein. He shows the 
result to the Censor, and the following 
scene (which will have a familiar ring 
to many dramatists) then ensues : — 

Censor. Two guineas. 

■ Miner {forking out) . What ’s this for ? ; 

Censor'. For telling you whether Ij 
approve of your coal or not. 

Miner. And do you approve of it ? 

Censor. I do not. i 

Miner {witha slight note of^petulance). 
Well, what ’s wrong with my coal ? , 

Cerisor. I am not obliged to give any, 
reasons for my decisions. Your coal is 
condemned. 

Miner. Then I shall appeal. ' 

Censor. You speak as if you had the 
rights of a mmderer. There is no appeal , 
from my decision. 

In addition writers suffer from ama- ; 
teur competition in a way that has never 
been experienced by trade unionists. 
The poor writing slave finds his space; 
encroached upon by an ever-increasing 
mobof Society notorieties, stage-eelebri- ; 
ties and criminals. His brilliant little 
articles are frequently squeezed out by 
a Countess’s '“Why My Daughter is a 
Great Actress,” or by the effusion of 
a low comedian who is, if anything, 
'duUer in print than on the stage. 


It is nothing unusual for a Sunday 
journalist, afteranticipating the £1 4:S.7 d . 
he hoped to receive for his psychological 
analysis of the Wembley Girl, to find 
that his space has been absorbed by the 
highly-paid memoirs of some gaol-bird 
financier. 

What would the dockers think if a 
cinema-star, whether for advertisement 
or pay, did a member out of a job of 
unloading lard? What would the rail- 
waymen think if the Directors thought 
fit to popularise the Flying Sootsmsun 
by employing, at a huge salary, a prize- 
fighter or somebody nearly convicted ^ 
of murder to take the place of the usual 
trade-union fireman ? 

Or rather what would Messrs. Bevin 
and Bromley think for them ? 

Commercial Candour. 

From a tailor’s circular : — 

** Artistry in tailoring is confined to the 
■West-Jjnd ; its very nadir is reached in this 
House.” 

M, Poincar^ was still in the Meuse when 
the news of his supporters’ defeat arrived.” 

Daily Paper. 

To keep himself cool, no doubt, during 
the political crisis. 

From a recent novel : — 

** Owen was in heroic mood, full of vaguely 
dashing schemes,* regarding the world as his 
oyster and burning to get at it sword in hand.” 
Wenever use this instrument forgetting 
at our oysters. 
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Mr. Baldwin’s motion regarding the free trade,” and declined to vote for a 
ESSENCE OF PA RLI AMENT, inexpediency of removing/* in the midst proposal that might tlirow his con- 
Monday, May 12tli. —JJniovtun^itely of the present distresses,” the duties stituents on the dole; by General 
the Speaker felt obliged to rule out of 1* by which much employment has been Seely, who, as a still convinced Pree 
order Sir William Davison’s inquiry preserved,” and almost milder was the Trader, compared the action of the 
about the continuous campaign of abuse speech with which he supported it. Government to that of the gardener 
directed against H.M. Ministers by the The hardest thing he had to say who should take a hot-house plant 
Bolshevist rulers in Moscow and its was that the Chancellor of the straight out into the frost ; and by Mr. 
probable effect upon the negotiations Exchequer, as sometimes happened to Austen Chamberlain, who trounced 
with the Soviet delegates in London. a first-class brain,” had done an ex- the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
Possibly he feared that the reply would traordinarily stupid thing ; and the in a manner that roused Mr. Graham 
be unfit for publication. most notable was his appeal to the ibx- to protest that no one who knew Mr. 

The House was interested to hear manual w^orkers in the Ministerial ranks Snowden would accuse him of callous - 
from the Secretary op the Treasury not to give a vote without reflecting on ness. There were only about thirty 
that Prance has paid her war-debt — to the effect that it might have on the absentees from the division — Mr. Pur- 
Spain. But, when Colonel Ashley employment of their comrades in the cell being one of them — and, though a 


asked what was being done 
about her war-debt to Great 
Britain, Mr. Graham said 
that was a ** much larger is- 
sue,” which he must not dis- 
cuss. 

A complaint that wireless j ;; 
sets at Windsor had been j j; 
subjected to ** serious oscilla- > i 
tion” caused the Postmas- i 
tbr-General to observe that 
this sort of trouble was gen- 
erally due to *‘the misuse of 
reaction ” by persons pos- ^ 
sessing valve-sets. His fur- 0 
ther statement that persistent 
reactionariesmight have their §1 
licences cancelled has, I am ^ 
assured, no political signifi- ^ 
cance. ^ 

The remaining Budget Ee- ^ 
solutions were passed. An J 
eleventh - hour attempt to 
abolish the enter fcainment- 
tax by the great twin-bretli- 
ren of ** variety,” Sir Wal- 
ter DE pRECE and Sir Alfred 
Butt, was unsuccessful. ' ft; 

Tuesday, May IStlu — The 
Speaker made a brief refer- 
ence to the Clydeside Social- 
ists’ attack upon him last 
Friday, and claimed that the 
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cheap entertainment 

{A Variety Turn). 

Sir Walter de Frege and Sir Alered Butt. 


handful of Liberals voted 
with the Conservatives, the 
Government had a majority 
of 66, the figures being : For 
: '■ 1 the motion, 252 ; against, 317. 

I Wednesday, May 14tli . — 

■ ; Thanks to Lord Laminuton, 

■ the Peers enjoyed debates on 
■: two widely different themes. 

First he inquired about the 
1 present condition of Persia, 
and was informed that recent- 
ly it had greatly improved. 
It was rather sporting of 
Lord Parmoor as a Labour 
^ man to be so pleased about it, 
seeing that the improvement 
appears to be mainly due to 
the Commander -in - Chief’s 
gp having established a militaiy 
autocracy. 

Lord Laminuton’s next 
topic — the prevalence of 
street accidents in London — 
aroused an eyen wider inter- 
est. Lord Newton seized 
^ the opportunity to enter a 
‘\ further plea for the “ Walk on 
the Left ” movement, and in- 
cidentally remarked that Vis- 
count CuRzoN ought to be 
put in gaol. Lord Banbury 
described* how he had been 


House should support his decisions ** at workshops. Being determined, for tac- nearly knocked down at Hyde Park 
the time when they are given.” Mr. tical reasons, that the motion should Corner, not by a fine ladjr upon a white 
Snowden, on behalf of the Government, be treated as a Vote of Censure, Mr. horse, but by a vulgar taxicab. An even 
expressed complete confidence in the Snowden would have been hard put to more poignant experience was that of 
Speaker’s impartiality, and Mr. Bald- it to lash himself into the requisite the Mai^quessCuRzoN, who after a street 
win, for the Opposition, was sure that fury but for the exaggerated claims of accident was mistaken by the kindly 
all sections of the House would be with some of the agitators outside. These motorist who picked him up for his 
him. Mr. Kirkwood said nothing, he fell upon and tore to pieces, to the scorching namesake in the Commons. 

It was unfortunate that Mr. Gil- great satisfaction of himself and his Lord De La Ware, who replied for 
CHRIST Thompson should have selected supporters. the Government, is very young ; and 

this particular afternoon for asking Not till near the end of a speech that some of his elders seemed to think that 
leave to introduce his ” Access to Moun- had lasted over an hour did he come to he showed the callousness of youth 
tains ” Bill. The result was that his what Mr. Baldwin had put forward’ as when he declared that the victims of 
eloquent arguments in favour of the the crucial question — ^the effect that London’s Juggernaut usually had no 
measure were punctuated by constant the abolition of the duties was likely one to blame but themselves. As his 
cries of ** Agreed ” by Members who to have upon employment — and then view was supported, however, by Lord 
had assembled for the debate on the he treated it very lightly. Haldane, as inveterate a pedestrian as 

McKenna Duties, and were anxious to Eemarkable speeches were delivered Felix, no doubt there is something in it. 
obtain rapid access to Snowden. by Mr. Purcell, the Labour Member In further explanation of the com- 

Sfcudiously mild was the wording of for Coventry, who scoffed at ** academic munication addressed by the Foreign 
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Office to the occupants of Chesham allintheir j)owertoput anendtoabuses, ally Lord Darling allowed it to be re- 
House, the Pemb Minister made a and declared his unbounded faith in the jected without a division, 
nice distinction between property un- financial success of the Exhibition. The Soviet Government has appar- 
doubtedly belonging to the late Tsarist “ Not a copper of the six hundred thou- pitly repudiated all the paper-money 
Government and property ' alleged to. sand w'ould be wanted.” On the issued by it last year. ^ Sir E. Hall, 
have so belonged. It is the former strength of this assmance the House always the little optimist, inquired if 
that the Government have suggested passed the Vote. steps would be^ taken to protect the 

should be handed over to the represen- Tlmrsday, May IStli . — So far as I, interests of British holders.^ Even he, 
tatives of the Soviet Government ; not being a layman, could gather from Lord I imagine, was hardly surprised by Mr. 
the latter, whose destination must be Darling’s exhaustive and ingenious ex- Ponsonby’s reply that the Government 
settled by the Law Courts. Meanwhile planation of his Criminal Eesponsibility have no power to ensure that Soviet or 
the negotiations wuth the . . any other foreign currency 

Soviet delegation are being should be redeemed at its 

conducted with the same leis- ' [1 il face-value. 

. ureliness and secrecy as pre- On the Home Office Vote 

vailed underthe old diplomacy Winteingham urged an 

andno statement can bemade increase in the number of 

until there is '‘something of factory inspectors, each of 

substance” to announce. But | 1 1|| | ^ whom is at present supposed 

the Prime Minister declined | It f| rnore than a 

to ’admit Colonel Geetton’s 1|| Im/ ^ thousand factories. She was 

inference that no progress of |j ^ v7 W strongly supported by Mr. G. 

While quite willing to set ^ Under- Secretary,who said the 

up a Committee to inquire ^ It Eactory Acts were in a hope- 

into the desirability of Devo- ^ Y state of confusion, and 

lution generally, the Govern- Bridgeman, wffio com- 
ment are not prepared to give I * mended the Bill that he had 

a further day for the discus- ^ ^ prepared while Home Secre- 

sion of Mr. Buchanan’s abor- I v tary to the tender mercies of 

tive Government of Scotland successor. 

Bill. Mr. Neil Maclean was p||\^ Henderson was faced 

shocked at the reply. Did with a more ticklish question 

the Prime Minister really when Mr. Hayes called upon 

mean that the Scots Home jKSBPT him to redeem one of his pre- 

•D.>i 1 J 1 Election pledges and rein- 

state thepolice strikers. There 
V ^ was some Liberal and even a 
\ little Unionist support for 

^ the proposal; but the Home 

' M Secretary, to the loudly-ex- 

pressed disgust of the Minis- 
tcrial back-benchers, declined 
'1 to grant immediate reinstate- 

ment, on the ground that po- 
lice strikes were not like in- 
dustrial disputes, and that 
those who downed truncheons 
'* could not expect the same 

— 7", — ■ — . treatment as those who mere- 

Wembley in particular, which THE MIGRANTS? ly downed tools. 

Mr. Johnston, who seconded Mir, Stanley Baldwin, “Ip all these swallows don’t make Fridai/ Mai/16th-~DrBsited 
the Amendment, hastened to ^ summer, at least they indicate a seasonable change.” unofficiallv bvtbp RnTTPiTnp! 
repudiate on behalf of the Leng-Stubrock, Gener^ Captain F. Guest, General and Given a bless 

libotir Pm;,,. ^ Joh„. , W.„. S, 


the negotiations wuth the 
Soviet delegation are being 
conducted with the same leis- 
, ureliness and secrecy as pre- 
vailed underthe old diplom acy 
and no statement can be made 
until there is “something of 
substanc e ” t o announce. But 
the Prime Minister declined 
to ’admit Colonel Geetton’s 
inference that no progress of 
substance had yet been made. 

While quite willing to set 
up a Committee to inquire 
into the desirability of Devo- ; 
lution generally, the Govern- ' 
ment are not prepared to give 
a further day for the discus- ; 
sion of Mr. Buchanan’s abor- : 
tive Government of Scotland j 
Bill. Mr. Neil Maclean was i 
shocked at the reply. Did ] 
the Prime Minister really | 
mean that the Scots Home , 
Eulers would have to try their ' 
luck in the ballot again next , 
year ? That is so,” said Mr. 
MacDonald. 

A proposal to increase tlie 
Government guarantee to the 
WembleyExhibition from one j 
hundred thousand pounds to 
six hundred thousand pounds 
naturally led to a good deal 
of criticism. Most of it was 
friendly ; but Mr. Darbishire, 
in moving to reduce the Vote, 
displayed a violent hostility 
to exhibitions in general and 
Wembley in particular, which 
Mr. Johnston, who seconded 
the Amendment, hastened to 
repudiate on behalf of the 
Labour Party. Mr. John- 
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THE MIGRANTS? 

Mr . Stanley Baldwin. “Ip all these swallows don’t make 
A summer, at least they indicate a seasonable change.” 

Mr, Leng-Stubrock, General Seely, Captain F. Guest, 
Colonel John Ward. 


ston’s c^ject was to draw attention to Bill, it was intended to reconcile legal Mines, the Nationalisation of Mines 
the profiteering of the hotel-keepers, and medical theories by enabling juries Bill might almost be described as a 
and to suggest that the Government in certain cases to return the verdict of Government measure. As such it cn- 
should defeat their rapacity by mooring “Not Guilty on the ground of insanity,” countered the lively criticism of Mr. 
a couple of dozen big ships in the instead of “ Guilty but insane.” But Lloyd George, who subjected its de- 
ihames and luting the berths at cheap his learned juniors among the Peers tails to merciless ridicule, and declared 
rates. Mr, Hardie contended that saw much more in it than that, and did that it would set up a gigantic trust in 
there was profiteering mside the Exhi- not like what they saw. Prom Lord the interests, not of the community but 
bition -as well as outside and gave a Sumner onwards they riddled the Bill of the miners. All but a handful of the 
picto^que description of the AVembley with such destructive criticism— declar- Liberals present ioined the Oonserva- 
sandwich two slices of bread about the ing that its adoption would tend to the tives, w'o hac vice, in the Lobby, with 
thicknessofpaper^tos“ the photograph further bewilderment of juries and open the result that “the Bed Dragon,” as 
of a piece of ham. Mr. Thomas pro- a door through which many undoubted Mr. Lloyd George had dubbed it, re- 
mised that the Government would do criminals would escape — that eventu- ceived its quietus by a majority of 96. 






THE PERILS OF MECALOGRANIA. 


{By Our Cerebral Eocperi,) 

A CERTAIN amount of surprise has been 
caused by a recent pronouncement of 
Professor E. W. Ebid of Aberdeen. After 
a careful cranial measurement of many 
students he has arrived at the conclu- 
sion that the size or shape of the head 
furnishes no indication of intellectual 
endowment. Professor Eeid’s state- 
ment commands respectful attention in 
view of his eminence, .but it is well to 
reflect that the examination on which 
it was based was confined to students, 
presumably from Aberdeen — or, at any 
rate, from Scotland — ^and that their 
cranial dimensions cannot be accepted 
as fully representative of the civilized 
world. The ancient Piets, it will be re- 
membered, were more famous for the 
size of their feet than of their heads. 
It is, we believe, stated in an ancient 
chronicle that this peculiarity led to the 
invention of the kilt. Owing to their 
large feet the Piets were obliged to put 
their trousers on over their heads. Ob- 
viously their heads must have been, of 
modest size, and it may well be that 
this trait is still preserved in the modern 
Aberdonian. 

Of Dundee we cannot speak with 


accurate knowledge, in the absence of ] 
a skull- census, but the keen rivalry, and ^ 
even antagonism, which has always ex- 
isted between the two cities and the 
preoccupation of the Diindonians first 
with the whale fishery, and later on with 
the jute industry and the manufacture of j 
marmalade, would lead us to expect im- 
portant divergences, facial and cranial. 

South of the Border there can be little 
doubt that the tendency, in the last 
fifty years or more, has been towards ; 
an increase in the size of heads. Stock 
sizes in hats have all been revised on the 
up-grade. Yet this growth camiot he I 
regarded with unmitigated satisfaction 
or complacency. The retention of the i 
phrase *‘fat-head,”ina derogatory sense, 
is an index of distrust in mere bulk. 
Proverbial philosophy is almost solid 
in its disparagement of big heads, and 
even in pantomimes they are more pro- 
vocative of wonder thaji respect. Gold- 
smith, in his portrait of the omniscient j 
schoolmaster, explicitly states that his 
learning was all carried in “ one small 
head. ” And this prompts, me to observe 
that, though two heads may be better 
than one, the maxim does not apply to 
cases in which they both spring from the 
same body, .as with calves or Siamese- 
twins or two-headed nightingales. Sere 


science can emphatically declare that, 
as conducive to longevity, one head is 
better than two. 

We hope that Professor Beid will 
continue his investigations, and we 
appeal to him to solve if possible a 
problem of paramount importance to 
all earnest craniologists. Is the phe- 
nomenon known as swelled or swollen 
head capable of precise measurement, or 
is it unattended by any actual increase 
of size ? The further question, whether 
the complaint can be cured by any 
treatment short of decapitation belongs 
rather to the sphere of surgery. 

It cannot be fully discussed here, but 
the need of diminished heads is already 
becoming urgent in at least one locality. 
We have the authority of The Man- 
chester Gwrdian, the most cerebral of 
all dailies, for the statement that the 
inhabitants of Preston in Lancashire 
(the county which dominates the in- 
telligence of Great Britain) are at the 
moment notorious for wearing the 
largest hats in England. 


“Young Swiss gentleman desires to meet 
young English lady for English conversation ; 
against indemnification or exchange in 'other 
language .” — Argentine Better, 

It sounds like another problem for the 
experts. 
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RARRi p nc RADvi riM wliicli he has so often sojourned in onr midst; but none 

L UJ- tiAtSYLUlM. myself, have made shrewd guesses at the real 

{By our Fleet Street Fldneicr.) identity of the dashing Count Ozambucko,** who has from 

The problem that is exercising so many fertile brains in time to time thrown himself so wholeheartedly into the 
the kitchens of our great hotels and restaurants just now is, life of the West End, will not be surprised if eventually he 
of course, that of feeding the multitudes of divers nations should elect to avail himself permanently of Great Britain’s 
whom the lure of Wembley is drawing, or expected to draw, reputation as an asylum for dethroned rulers, 
from every corner of the globe. It is not so much a matter * * * * 

of quantity, though naturally that is not inconsiderable, but I sometimes wonder if there is a busier Man-about-Town, I 


from every corner of the globe. It is not so much a matter * * * * 

of quantity, though naturally that is not inconsiderable, but I sometimes wonder if there is a busier Man-about-Town, 
the advisability is appreciated of providing our guests with in the fullest sense of that term, than my brother fldneur, 
viands resembling as far as possible those to which they are ‘^Frankie Gilbert, the — as for all his manifold activities and 
accustomed at home, in order to minimise the consequences interests I am sure he would prefer to be called — novelist, 
of a too-sudden change of diet. The night before last I sat next to him at the inaugural 

^ The publicity recently given by the Press to the importa- dinner of the Pep Club, and, though he had to dash away 






^ The publicity recently given by the Press to the importa- dinner of the Pep Club, and, though he had to dash away 
tion, for the benefit of American visitors, of a number of live immediately after the soup in order to be in time to respond 
terrapin and a quantity of buffalo-steaks may have created to the toast of his health at the annual banquet of the Best- 
an impression that TJ.S. A, is in the position of *‘most-favoiu'ed Sellers’ Society, he found time to summarise for me liis 
nation” in this respect. That such is far from being the doings for that day as a fair sample of his diurnal pro- 
case, however, I have satisfied myself by personal inquiry gramme. 

in ^eculinaiy regions of that typical caravanserai, the Fritz. Bising at dawn, according to his vront, he dictated to 

There in'his sanctum ^ his stenographer a few 

that most erudite and ^ a. *4 short stories that had 

accomplished of cor<7o9zs come to him in the form 

ll&us, Mr. Grosventre, of dreams as, he teUs 

assured me of his readi- ^ ■ '-'i ■ me, they seldom fail to 

ness to meet the de- TP do. This accomplished, 

mands of any race on | he donned a bathing 

earth at a moment’s -iU- . | costume, mounted his 

notice. By way of ex- -;g-' ' — I chestnut hack, Phoebus, 

ample he mentioned | barebacked, cantered 

that only that morning P him to the Park, swam 

at breakfast his seal- ^ ^ Jgi|^| ^|M g|pj||||^^ him two or three times 

b?en\a°rmfy^conf across the^ Serpentme, 

maux family. He ex- home to breakfast, dur- 

pressed a mrdonable ' -1^ ing which meal he dic- 

pridetooinhawngsuc- m 'Y(* tatedacouple of articles 

ceeded m pleasing a /A that had ocem-red to 

Oanb epicure with a \ PIM 's. "'i him in the course of his 

^sh of cockatoo stewed ^ . N morning’s exercise, 

in coconut-milk, and in Xv Ten o’clock found him, 

beanng his special pre- Wife [to very careficl driver), “It*s bad enocgu having the dogs bark in his capacity of sar- 
paration of haunch of xjs, George, but I think it ’s the limit when they get in front torial expert m Savile 

goat pronounced by a f ^ Row,wherea;onference 


There in'his sanctum 
that most erudite and 
accomplished of cordons 
bleusy Mr. Grosventre, 
assmred me of his readi- 
ness to meet the de- 
mands of any race on 
earth at a moment’s 
notice. By way of ex- 
ample he mentioned 
that only that morning 
at breakfast his seal- 
blubber cookery bad 
been warmly, com- 
mended by an Esqui- 
maux family. He ex- 
pressed a pardonable 
pride too in having suc- 
ceeded in pleasing a 
Oarib epicure with a 
dish of cockatoo stewed 
in coeonut-milk, and in 
hearing his special pre- 
paration of haunch of 
goat pronounced by a 






W^— 
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Wife {io very careful driver). “It’s bad enocgh having the dogs bark 
sEmsD us, George, but I think it ’s the limit when thes get in front 

AND BARK B.iCE AT US.” 


gourmet from New Guinea to be hardly distinguishable from of Master Tailors awaited his judgment on a proposed 
missionary. modification of the lapels of this season’s lomige-suit. The 

With omr own gastronomes always quick to adopt new remainder of the morning was fill e d by his reception of a 
ideas from abroad, Wembley seems likely to leave lasting deputation of magazine editors at his Club and his lecture 
traces on the British tochm. on fox-hunting at Harridge’s Stores. 

TT,- . j . * I ^ -n • T j. T 1 ' -After a bite of lunch at the Saveloy, where he had to give 

W e who are doing om bit in the Brighter London cam- an opinion— an adverse one, by the way— on a dance thought 
pai^ little realise that we may thereby be exercising a likely to supersede the “Blues,” he rushed in his 90 h.p. car 
powerful if subtle mflueuce on the mternal politics of otW' to Henlands for some stunting in his private aeroplane • for 
coimtries, even swaying the fates of foreign dynasties. Yet, he assures me his ideas never flow so freely as when he is 
from what I have been told, I have very httle doubt that looping the loop or doing a'spinning nose-dive, 
the attractions of t^s viUage of ours are directly respon- At five sharp he was back at the Linoleum Hall for his 
siWe for the present cnsis in Euntama. debate with Miss Electra Badchild on “ Should Novels be 

migratory bird, lately retmu^ Naughty ? ”— a contest in which he took the negative view 
from the Near East, whispered to me the other night, is and won on points. * ^ 

dinner engagements I have already indicated, 
to bung about a bloodless revolution, depose Ba,sil After these he was due to broadcast some cantL of one of 
and bamsh him with an adequate pension, was in reality his famous social satires in leonine hexametei's. Then be 
engineered by no less a person than the young monarch said with a sigh, he would be free for a good hard spell of 

;■ „ 1 1 , A TT- T, ‘ , r . . dictating before turning in for a brief but inspirin'^ 

Those who have only met His Euntaman Majesty on his slumber. ^ ^ 

rare oflicial visits may not have been aware of the strong A strenuous daily life with, I fancy, the single regret that 
predilection for Enghsh ways that has long it is not possible to be sure of dicUting satisfactSly in 

the privileged few who have penetrated the i 7 icognito under one’s sleep. Maoioiuy m 






A GLASGOW MINSTEEL, 

Is it not hard that I must date my ditty 
(I, who to Arcady would fain have flown) 

Erom this suspect — ^nay, most notorious — city, 

Eealm of Unrest, Eed Eevolution’s throne ? 

Though by the Clyde I have my habitation, 

Yet Marx is not for me the first of seers ; 

I have no talent for vituperation, 

No scheme to smash suppressive atmospheres,* 

Believe me, oh, believe me, I ’ve no mission 
To bring the British nation on the dole ; 

I have no flair for riot and sedition ; 

I rather like policemen on the whole. 

And, more than this, I know a lot of others, 

My neighbours, toilers with the hand or pen. 

Who are not Comrades (any more than brothers). 

But simply very decent working-men. 

And then the Clyde ! To Diehards as they shiver 
‘‘ The Clyde ” connotes a loud ill-mannered school. 
But I would charm them chanting of a river 
Where Naiads laugh by many a sunny pool — 

The Clyde before she reaches towns and troubles 
(Lock-outs proclaimed, strike-notices j)ut in). 
Where, past her snowy orchards, rainbow bubbles 
Dance from the foam and flash of Cora Linn. 

W. K. H. 

4 - 

* It was tlie boast of a Clydeside IM.P. that he would “ smash the 
atmosphere ” of the House. 


HOLDEES OE THE EOAD. 

In shaggy shapes, untouched of coiiib, 

We haul our varnished tubs, 

Conveying safely out and home 
The governess and cubs ; 

Though engine-power our pace derides 
And leaves us in the dust, 

By the black sweat upon our sides 
Ours is a sacred trust. 

Though burnished pole-chains flash no more 
Nor lead-bars lift and swing 
Where high-bred teams at porch and door 
The trampled gravel fling, 

With shoulders thrusting to our load 
And collar-bells a-chime, 

Our humbler hoofs still hold the road 
Against the march of Time. W. il. O. 

Judicial Candour. 

“His Honour said lie could not overlook the fact that there had 
been fourteen convictions for drunkenness, assaults, etc. His own 
opinion of prisoner was naturally brutal, and became worse when 
under liquor .” — Ncur Zealand Paper. 

“We should suggest to the towering young Vakil of Lucknow 
not to make a dash in politics. He has already made a hash 
which cannot bo whitewashed .” — Indian Paper. 

This must be the sort of dish that, as Shakespeare says 
ill Twelfth Night j one would “ taste with distempered 
appetite ” ? 
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5n ilDenioiiain. 

E. Nesbit. 

[“ Neminem trktcm fecit .” — Old Latin 

‘‘E. Nesbit ” — \vhat tinclouded joys 
That name, familiar on the cover 
Of twenty books for girls and boys, 
Eecalls to every story-lover ! 

You flattered both the old and young 
In your exhilarating pages. 
Enhancing with a golden tongue 
All that is charming in all ages. 

How we adored The Would-he-Goocls 
And drank delight in brimming 
beakers 

Exploring likely neighbourhoods 
For treasure with The Treasure’ 
Seekers I 

Would that your Bastahles could be 
Indefinitely duplicated, 

So rare, in life, it is to see 
High spirits wdth good manners 
mated. 

Later you spread, each Christmas time, 
Your magic mat for every comer, 
And bore us smoothly to the clime 
Of Wonderland and endless summer. 

With you in elfin halls wo drained 
Nectar from jewelled fairy flagons. 
Most amiably entertained 
By friendly Phoenixes and Dragons. 

You waved your wand, and swift up- 
sprang . ■ 

Enchanted castles,. magic cities ; 

You were a poetess, and sang 
Delectable fantastic ditties. 

s;: sis si: s!s 

You pass, but only from the ken 
Of scientists and statisticians, 

To join Hans Chbistian Andersen, 
The Prince of all the good Magicians. 

So, for the joyance that you gave, 
Inspired by love, not code or system, 
Punch lays his laurel on your gi*ave, 
Quod neminem fecisti tristem. 


THE CELEBRITY. 

A RATHER sad thing has just hap- 
pened to Habberley, the poet, a man 
who has ahvays been sensitive to the 
precise value of fame. He is not, for 
instance, like James II. As Dryden 
tells us in his great ode, 'vvhen James II. 
heard of his brother’s last illness : — 

“ Half nnarrayecl ho ran to his relief 
So hasty and so artless was his grief ; 
Approaching Greatness met him with her 
charms 

Of power and future state, 

But looked so ghastly in a brother’s fate, 
He shook her from his arms.” 

Habberley never in any circum- 
stances shakes advancing greatness 
from his arms. And it is for this rea- 


son largely, I think, that he lias devised 
a System of beginning, instead of end- 
ing, his lines with punctuation inaiks. 
Thus — 

“ the spring has asked our pardon 
for what she did of wrong 
, the tulips, in the garden 
are fianiing all day long 
: all things must live ( 
god w’ot) i too forgive 

■which is the second poem, if you re- 
member, in the collection entitled 1 
Should Worry (1921) and the eighth and 
last in J7Z Tell the World (1922). In 
Combinys (1923) it immediately pre- 
cedes that exquisite .piece beginning : — 
“ destiny 

and the rolling of years 
? that tea-cup poised in the air 
and laughter 
and tears 

; the light has touched your hair your 
hand 

ah ged if those 

! but you would not inidci stand 
you have forgot 
, no sugar x)lcase 
>rs 

1 just a spot . . 

in wdiich the same tendency is revealed. 
Nor need we cavil, I think, at the prac- 
tice of spelling the name of the Deity 
with a small “g,*’ wdien the same re- 
ticence is shown by the poet in the use 
of the word ‘‘i.” 

Criticism of liis work has a more 
immediate and remarkable effect upon 
Habberley than upon any otlier writer 
I ever met, and that is saying a good 
deal. A wrord of praise transports him 
to the seventh heaven; the slightest 
touch of disapproval plunges him into 
the depths of gloom. 1 shall never 
forget his outburst of rage when The 
Speettdor, I think it w’as, found fault 
with his rather original use of the semi- 
colon, or his delight Avhen The New 
Statesman declared that he had sounded 
a new note in song, a tribute all the 
more remarkable because Habbeiiey’s 
political views are of a somewhat re- 
actionary kind. 

But it is the delicate flattery of the 
photograph that pleases Habberley 
most. How often you must have seen 
in the illustrated weekly Press, and in 
most of the morning papers — 

“The author of Combings waiting at 
his favourite desk,” 

As a matter of fact Habberley nearly 
always writes lying on tlio floor. 

Or, “ Mr. Habberley, the poet, seeks 
inspiration in his garden.” 

Whereas in very truth -Mr. Habber- 
ley ’s inspiration invariably comes to him 
-while he is smoking a pipe in a hot bath. 

There are, of course, photogTaphs and 
photographs. Photographic fame comes 
fairly easily to murderers, to those -who 
have just wTitten a book or those who 
have invented a new machine, and 


genius competes in the papers with 
mere notoriety, with recent additions 
to the Zoological Gardens and even at 
times with the larger vegetable grow' tbs. 
To be photographed on account of some 
particular achievement in fact is in 
these days a trifling affair. 

There is then a secondary stage. This 
is to have one’s photogTaph published 
constantly, either with a correct or an 
incorrect name underneath it, as the 
photograph of a well-known man. This 
too lias often happened to Habberley. 
I do not think that even on the day 
when he appeared as the Secretary of 
the x\malgamated Steel Nut and Crank 
Makers Association he w^as seriously 
annoyed. It was obvious that he existed 
somewhere in a portrait-gallery of famous 
men, and only one of those clerical 
errors, to which all journalists are liable, 
had caused the confusion. 

But there is yet a third stage in photo- 
graphic fame, the highest and the hard- 
est to reacli. This is when one’s mere 
presence on the steps of a building or 
casual appearance in the streets pro- 
vokes the prowling camera-fiend. Such 
tribute is reserved in the main for 
Royalty, for Cabinet Ministers, for cine- 
matograph stars, and for those whose 
faces are so familiar that they have al- 
ready become a household want. For 
all his talent one could not yet quite 
put Habberley in this list. 

It was therefore witli a genuine thrill 
of joy that he beard a friend accost him 
last w'eek wdth the words : — 

“ Hullo, Habberley ! I saw a snap- 
shot of you w^alking through Trafalgar 
Square, tins morning.” 

“ Oh ? ” said Habberley, pretending 
to a faint derisory amusement which 
he w^as very far from feeling. “ What 
paper w’^as that in ? ” 

He was told. Needless to say he made 
a very swift excursion to the nearest 
bookstall. What was his chagrin to 
find on the back page of the — ^but why 
be too precise in so painful a matter ? — 
a photograph with the following words 
inscribed beneath it : — 

^ “ Mr. Jan van Albert, the Dutch 
giant, snapshotted in Trafalgar Square 
yesterday close to an ordinary man.” 

Habberley was the ordinary man. 


Another Impending Apology, 

“ City Council. * 

MENTAL HOSPITAL DIETARY. 

Lord Mayor’s Allowance Increased.” 

Headlines in Provincial Paper, 


“ If you lake the Advice to Beginners by a 
well-known exponent of Lawn Tennis in 

the , you will soon be ablo to hold your 

own with them on the Courts.” 

* Advt, in Scots Paper, 

A rather discouraging prospect. 
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WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

XXIII. — Jonathan Jo. 
Jonathan Jo 

Has a mouth like an “ 0 ” 

And a wheelbarrow fuU of surprises ; 
If you ask for a bat 
Or for something like that, 

He has got it whatever the size is. 

If 3 ^ou 're wanting a ball 
It 's no trouble ait all ; 

Why, the more that you ask for the 
merrier — 

Like a hoop and a top, 

And a watch that won’t stop, 
And some sweets and an Aberdeen 
terrier. 

Jonathan Jo 

Has a mouth like an “ 0,” 

But this is what makes him so 
funny : 

If you give him a smile 
Only once in a while, 

Then he Jiever expects any money ! 

A. A. M. 







m 
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revolutionary, his burlesque dancing 
being especially attractive. I was sorry 


mous good-will towards IMr. Jack Bu- revolutionary, his burlesque dancing 
AT THE PLAY. CHANAN for coming back from America, being especially attractive. I was sorry 

*‘ToKr’' (Shaftesbury). and certainly his delightful dancing, for Prince Pml,^ who had to be very 

I THOUGHT at first we were going to his deft strokes of mimicry, his pleasant solemn and villainous about affairs of 
have a little coherence imported into voice, with its not unpleasant Trans- State in a White Hussar’s uniform ; but 
the libretto of this farcical musical atlantic flavour, his resource in pro- someone has to do this kind of thing 
comedybyMessrs. Douglas Furber and viding engaging variations on a simple and the lot fell upon Mr. Fred Groves. 
Harry Graham. We certainly began theme, deserved the applause they won. Mr. DouctLAS Furber, having, no doubt, 
by plunging into the thick of a plot. And when we applaud our musical- written his own part of Tscharheff ^ with 
Into the palatial establishment of comedy heroes we don’t merely clap, his diverting distortion of the most 


Gironniers, with its army of manne- 
quins and assistants and no busi- 
ness w’hatever, there enter (1) the 
leader of the People’s party in 
Mettdpolachia, Von Koompf, a 
gloomy unw’ashed fanatic; (2) the < 
leader of the Middle-class party, 
Tschariceff, a Eussian bourgeois ^ 
on the make; (3) the discarded 
mistress of Prince Paul, leader jMl 
of the aristocratic party; (4) the 
Princess Stefanie, reigning sove- « 
reign of Mettopolachia, who has ^ 
come over to invite (5) Anthony ^ 
Prince, otherwise Toni, junior ^ 
partner of Gironniers, to go back 
and stand b^^ her against the 
various in tri guer s in her distracte d 
little principality. Here indeed ^ 
are threads to be ravelled and un- \ 
ravelled. But we don’t let them 
worry us. Ton i refuses to be seri- 
ous about anything or anybody 
— even about the Princess, who 
throws herself daintily enough at 
his head. We just move off for 
more song and dance to an hotel 
on the Mettopolachian frontier, 
where a conference of the party 
leaders, angling for the English- 
man’s support, is interpolated to 
keep up the appearance of cohex*- 
ent design; thence to the ante- 
room of the Princess’s palace, 
where the Blue-and-claret Hus- 
sars welcome Toni, their new’’ 
Colonel, by making him drink a 
prodigious Mettopolachian cock- 
tail to each of his predecessors, / 
in order that Mr. Buchanan may 
be diverting in a song and dance 
entitled “Blotto.” Just before 
the curtain a perfunctory kiss, 
off'ered by the Princess and ac- ^ 
eepted by the Colonel, indicates 


over them as the ’Spurs are I extravagant English slang, spread him- 
self on it to our entertainment. 
Everybody worked hard, especial- 
ly the little grey-and-blue ladies 
— the assistants — in the First 
Act, who must have been in ex- 

b cellent condition. They surely 

used up all possible ways of 
waggling the human leg to music, 
and proved that St. Vitus is still 
the authentic patron of this form 

ART FOR THE PEOPLE. 

My dear Peter, — It certainly 
is rather inexplicable that, in 
selecting distinguished artists to 
carry out their travel poster cam- 
paign, the great railway groups 
should have passed you over, 
especially since you say your wife 
considers that your pictures com- 
pare favourably with those of Mr. 
Augustus John. I wish I could 
do more than merely share your 
indignation, but, beyond being on 
nodding terms with our local 
station-master, I have practically 
no influence in railway circles. 
I do not even possess a Home 
Bail which I could threaten to 
sell by way of protest, 

fM \ ' / \ But there is no reason why you 

\ \ f / ^\ \ should be out of this very excel- 

\ \ \ j / \ \\ for the People ” move- 

\\\ 1^013 1, even though you do have 

{ \ \\ ^ 1^0 start in a small way and with- 

y J^j\ newspaper recognition. Get 

\ ^ going, my dear Peter, in your 

own neighbourhood. Come to 
grips with life through the medium 
JNG WITH “JUNE” AT ITS HEELS industry. Be the friend 

mb. Jack Buohakait. 

fanie , . . “June.” suburban professional man — a 

far nobler aim than endeavour- 


GENTLE SPRING WITH “JUNE” AT ITS HEELS 

Tooii Mb. Jack Buchanan, 

Princess Stef anie , . . “June.” 


that all the difficulties of the State are I roared over when they kick the winning ing simply to stagger the critics of 
at an end. goal on their own ground. Burlington House and Bond Street. 

The dialogue was a good deal above June,” the Princess, had nothing Think of the popular glory which Sir 
the musical comedy avk-age, and nice much to do but look very wistful and ador- John Millais achieved by becoming 
silly jokes like, “"But even a worm able (over her shoulder) and to dance a joyously associated with our daily ab- 
turns, Toni,” “ I don’t see why it should, few thistledown steps. There is an art iutions. 

it’s the same aU round,” are dotted certainly in her trick of casual under-em- Save in the plain, matter-of-fact, un- 
about. Mr. Hirsch’s music, rather phasis. Miss Veronica Brady inspired poster, the pleasant articles of 

nimble and spirited than sensuous or conturi^re) delighted her warm-hearted everyday commerce have been much 
“ catchy,” prevented one from critically partisans by just being her genial self, neglected. The sausage, the crumpet, 
estimating the quality of Mr. Douglas her part making no pretence of being in the joint of meat, for examples, rarely 
Furbee’s “lyrics.” They seemed quite any way connectedmth the alleged plot, appear on the walls of the Eoyal 
up to standard sample. Mr. Charles Stone put up a quite Acad-emy, I liave often thought that 

The audience was in a mood of enor- excellent performance as the. egregious the calm mystery, the mottled beauty 




and the sleek significance of the raw 
sausage is insufficiently appreciated by 
the artist with a message. Is not the 
suburban tradesman, too, as pictur- 
esque a subject as the haymakei", the 
waggoner and the ancient mariner in 
patcYied trousers? You could paint 
beautiful little pictures of shopkeepers 
and the things they sell, helping us to 
understand and appreciate them as we 
have never done before. 

The fashion-plate that mocks us 
from the tailor’s window stands badly 
in need of being humanised. At pre- 
sent, in the face of* that terrifying per- 
fection, we are depressed rather than 
inspired. We are not elated by the in- 
comparable appearance of ‘*Spofkins’ 
Seven Guinea Suits ” when worn' by 
god-like young men whose lives ap- 
parently call for no greater exertion 
than that of lighting a cigarette at the 
foot of a marble staircase, or leaning 
negligently upon a gold-mounted walk- 
ing-stick. We want to see how an 
ordinary person looks in them when 
applying for an overdraft or running 
after a tram. 


You could captivate the public, and 
probably benefit the tailor, by making 
these ladies and gentlemen of the 
fashion-plate do a little natural work. 
You might even fit some of them into 
intriguing problem pictures. Figure 
the effect of a finely-imagined domestic 
scene upon a possible customer. “ My 
word,” he would say to himself, “ the 
fellow in that picture makes a pretty 
good show. Easy to see he's master 
in his own house. Believe I could look 
like that in one of those suits. I *11 get 
one before I talk to Angelina about 
that new wall-paper.” 

How easily, again, might your 
painter's skill eliminate the distrust and 
horror that hang about the dentist’s 
ante-chamber. Affecting pictures of 
the dentist playing with his little fair- 
haired daughter, reading aloud to his 
old mother, or taking the collection on 
Sundays, would reveal him to us in a 
new and sunnier light and make us 
yearn to get into his kindly presence 
and murmur Ah ! ” and “ Glug-glug,” 
in response to his cheery prattle. Or, 
if such revelations of his unsuspected 


humanity were not sufficient, an at- 
I tractive fresco, illustrating the delight- 
ful things one may expect to dream 
about under the influence of gas, would 
keep many a timid patient from bolting 
at the last moment. 

1 look forward to seeing you brighten 
the suburb by some such exercise of 
your gifts. Your sincere 

Pantagrtjel. 

No Novelty. 

Notice in a “ wireless ” shop : — 
‘‘Sj^EifcLiNa Baby 
Loudspeaker.” 

“ 0. Dixon is a medium right-handed bowler 
who can make the ball swim into the bats- 
man.” — Spo^iing Paper. 

A very useful accomplishment on these 
wet wickets. 

“The large beams have broken near the 
centre of the floor at No. 10, Downing Street, 
The accident is attributed to the recent visit 
of the (xlasgow Orpheus Choir .” — Daily Paper. 

It will be remembered that : — 

“ Orpheus with his lute made trees 
1 Bow themselves at his command.” 









PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[May 21 , 1924 . 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


as if slie were the merest unintellectnal ; but gradually she 
is drawn into the circle of the militants and has the supreme 
courage to put her cause before her love and to face the 


Shobtly after his wife’s death Cablyle writes of her ultimate trials of prison and the dreaded hunger- and-thirst 
letters, “they equal and surpass whatever of best I know strike. Then comes the War to overshadow all lesser 
to exist, in that kind.” And in defence of the coterie-sprache tragedies and quarrels and incidentally to enable Ursula 
or family dialect which he fears may make her half-sheets and her soldier lover to live the more happily ever after for 
rough going for outsiders, he incidentally mentions her the estrangements which conflicting views temporarily 
outstanding quality — ^that noble whimsical economy, half- brought about. A wholesome book to read for both sujEfra- 
spiritual, hali-intellectual, which sets itself to make the gists and anti’s ; though perhaps a little depressing in that 
most of sad or insignificant things, which is “ready [as he the hopes of the one party, fulfilled, have been so little like 
puts it] to pick up every diamond-spark out of the common the dream, and the fears of the other have proved so fantas- 
fioor-dust.” In this light, a light partly suggested by Mr. tically baseless ; while there are many things which both 
Leonard Huxley’s preface, I have just read his admirably sides would be glad to forget and which it is nob so well 
edited Jane Welsh Carlyle : Letters to Her Family, 1889 — that they should forget. The story of Urstila's long struggle 
1868 (Murray). Over a couple of hundred letters, two to get her invention to counter the liquid-fire menace even 
addressed to her uncle, John Welsh, and the rest to her considered is, one supposes, only a thinly disguised version 
cousins Helen and Jeannie, have at last been surrendered of the Ayrton gas fan, and rings true, though it may easily 


for publication by Je An- 
nie’s only daughter. 
Jeannie, or “ Babbie,” 
was Mrs, Carlyle’s 
closest confidant. She 
had lived for months at 
, a time at Cheyne Bow, 
and her gentle shrewd 
understanding of do- 
mestic and intimate 
allairs is postulated on 
every page addressed 
to her. She hears all 
about Miss Ger.aldine 
Jewsbuby’s first novel : 
“ If she loill run about 
the streets naked -it is 
not I who am her 
keeper.” She hears all 
about LadyAsHBUBTON ; 
and this all is not so 
much as the Gerald- 
ines of biography have 
credited. She hears 
about Carlyle’s Snark- 
like relegation of meal- 
times; of the white hat 
and knapsack with 


IB lli!;!ll!jf!ifym 
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“TAKEN AT THE ELOOH.” 

Nervotis Artist {who has been fortifying himself). “’Souse me, ol’ man. 
Got to go ’n shee a dean an’ chapter ’bout a design for a stained-glasph 
WINDOW. Dear ol’ boys ! ” 


be discounted as a par- 
liiiijiiiiii tial account. An in- 
i' ‘ I terestingstory; shghtly 

! but not unpleasantly 
overshadowed by its 
thesis. 

I like these essays 
by “The Londoner,” 
now reprinted under 
the general title Day In 
and Day Out (Cassell). 
They are slender 
enough ; within thenar- 
row limits of a small 
_ book lie packed no 
fewer than seventy sep- 
arate discourses; and 
their range is over the 
widest possible field. 
Our essayist takes any 
^ topic of the day for his 
own. He has, you may 
be sure, something to 


say about it that would 
not occur to you; from 
his store of various 
knowledge he digs up 


which he tnxmps battlefields; of his returning “as bilious as something new and strange, whether he is writing of 
he went” from one of these expeditions to anew buff-and-red caddis-worms or of old armour or of the great W G 
chintz drawing-room. She hears about Mazzini and about Grace. And’ he has been doing this steadily for some 
Gambardella, whose portrait of Mrs. Carlyle is one of the seventeen years, in the columns of a. popular evenin'^ 
best of an interesting gallery. And she hears, but seldom paper, contriving somehow to remain always fresh and 
enough, her aunt’s cry for “calm” and “to be left in peace instructive, and never permitting his language to degen- 
with my sadness.” When Jeannie marries, Helen gets the erate into that sort of journalistic jargon which he takes 
lion s share of letters ; among them that characteristic little occasion to reprehend in his essays on the allied subiects 
piece of sensibility about the lost “Nero” which ends, “I of nose-bags and food-control. In an eloquent foreword 
wish I had never set up a dog.” Mr. J. 0. Squire speaks warmly of this modern Hazlitt 

X, A rz ^ ^ historians, I suspect, will also 

Edith Ayrton Zangwill, m. The Call (Allen and have something to say of him. They will discover, as 

Unwin), has set hei'self to reproduce the atmosphere and many of his admirers have already discovered, that he is 
essential history of the Suffrage movement in those hectic Mr. Oswald Barron; and possibly they will use his urbane 
years immediately pi^ceding the War. She brings obvious elegance, his sensitive but unaffected humanity, as sticks 
qualifications to the task, personal association with active wherewith to chastise the decadent journalist of their own 
thinkers and workers m that unhappy and now scarce century. Personally I find it remaiWe that any writer 
credible struggle, a gift for narrative, a faculty of apt should contrive to be at once witty and informative in so 
characterisation and the seas^ gifts of humour and fair- short a space; and you might think it even more remark- 
mmdedness. Ursula her heroine, is something of able that so many modern readers should be found capable 

a paragon, an original and brilliant investigator, with her of keeping their attention focussed on any single subject for 
private labora ory m her s ep-father’s house m Lowndes nearly a whole column of print. Bead the book, aid find 
Square, and a beauty withal. Love takes lier oflf her feet out how “ The Londoner’’ tempts them to do it. 




I believe it was Henry James who said that he always 
felt in reading D’Annunzio that the gas was leaking some- 
where behind the purple curtains. Well, a parallel impres- 
sion-say th^ presence of one of those unpleasant-smelling 
funguses in an otherwise attractive wood — ^is the chief 
thing I find myself retaining of Mr. E. Tempee Thurston’s 
May Eve (Hutchinson). Superficially it is a stagey book; 
and its staginess is highly derivative. I doubt if it could 
have^ existed but for Maeterlinck and Yeats. But it is 
ifcs differentiating atmosphere — ^the fumes given off by its 
unengaging treatment of a very delicate problem — ^which 
does it the greater disservice. The story itself is simple 
enough. In an out-of-the-way Irish village dwell three; 
middle-aged ^ cronies — a professor, a doctor and a parish I 
priest. Their sentimental unity and intellectual diversity i 


are cleverly shown in their confabulations over Bobna, the 
professor’s daughter, who proposes to become a nun. A 
reiterated admission that she is afraid of life ” is appar- 
I ently her sole claim to this vocation, but she is allowed to 
depart and nmke trial of it, while the professor remains 
behind with his Lepidoptera. On her return to say good- 
bye she assists at the frustrated wooing of a female Emperor 
moth which her father has hatched and imprisoned in a 
gauze cage. This spectacle, reinforced by a paternal lecture, 
the mysterious piping of a wandering tinker and the timely 
intervention of Christopher Gasso^i^ a personable young 
scientist from Dublin, induce her to change her mind; and 
in the haunted span between May eve and May morning 
she resolves to stay in the world. This, I think you will 
feel, is all for the best. But I put it to Mr. Thurston, who 
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is not as a rule the author to disappoint me, that it is the misfortune to murder the father of the ladjr with whom, 
neither ethically nor artistically worth while to train heavy in the very article of the fatal deed, he fell in love. He 
biological guns against such a thing of straw as a negative did not know whom he slew ; the lady knew” not who was 
attraction to the cloister. the murderer; and, still in ignorance, they married eacJi 

other. When the deadly secret was revealed, naturally 

ilfy One (Heimemakn) comes at an opportune there were domestic difficulties. However, by dint of a 
moment and is a delightful book for cricketers both young little more judicious slaughter, these were satisfactorily 
and old to read. Mr, J. B. Hobbs is afflicted by no false solved, and all was well. Although the narrative is maped 
modesty; and when he has played a good innings he quite by the incredibly violent behaviour of all concerned, it is 
frankly says so. But over and over again he expresses his conceived in a spirit of romantic fantasy whicli deserves 
gratitude to those who encouraged and befriended him dur- a better interpretation. 

ing his early struggles ; and his admiration for that greatest 

of all giants of our national game, W. G., is profound and As a successor to NordenkoW s MilliGU I have found 
sincere. Beading these pages I get the impression not only Almighty Gold (Constable) a little disappointing. In the 
of a great cricketer, but also of a man with a true sense of first book Mr. J. J. Connington had an original idea, which 
values, in wrhom success wdll never induce a swelling of the he worked out with ability and restraint ; here his theme ’ 
head. Mr. Hobbs offers us a lot of interesting matter about lacks novelty. Johnnie Boden, when a youth, inherited 
tours to Australia and South Africa, but he never descends enough money to make liim think and act as if there was 
to gossip. In these days, wffien the captaincy of the no end to it. But the end soon came ; the girl to wrhom he 


England XL has again ^ was engaged threw him 

to b^e decided, I cannot ^ over, and he was left 

refrain from^quoting Ins I hopeless and almost 

says, that I speak for I — ' partnership 

90 per cent, of cricket- ' iTOMil /At* splendid 

ersj^by whom I mean ^ ^ ^ rogue,” Frank Trevi- 

more inspiring captain to rebuild bis foi'tune. 

thana^maMowplay- j alliance 

but in speaking for 90 ^ \ ( minatingfi^a Hehad 

per cent, of the pubUc ]\ / a genius for advertise- 

Mr. Hobbs is more ni \ ^ 'h / ment and for inspiring 

than usually daring. j ' f /// confidence in people 

Ayart from^ a fe'sv mis- j j | j] ^ ' \ who wanted to get rich 

Lly one eiTor which | P | ifflB wPSSjMwS;- shoil tim^thT pLtne? 

requires correcting. IjflflliBf ■ ship, from a financial 

Eefemnce is made to point of view, was col- 

“ made 160 in the Talkative Barber. “I see some op the wikeless experts believe first 

’VnraitiT- itiqM-. o SOMEONE FROM ANOTHER PLANET IS TEinNG TO COMMUMlaiTE WITH US.” Until i EOTli/WCA, at lirst 

- . y . ., ‘ Suffering Client. “Some barber, I expect.” scornful of all women, 

cord individual score. ^ was caught in the toils 

Mr. M.ir_shs initials are J. IP., and his score was 172 not of Lady Le Venner (she was the enterprising lady who had 
out, beating by one a magnificent innings by the late Mr. thrown over Johnnie) and became her lover did the bottom 
E. E. Eostee._ a small matter, perhaps, but if records must begin to fall out of their vast fortune. Then crisis followed 
be given it is just as well that they should be accurate. crisis, until at last the crash came. Le Venner, described as 
n • • 1 "u 1 ^ iir -rr TT ^ ^ pobshed wcrewolf ,” had his revenge for his wife’s un- 

faithfulness; shot himself, and Jo7mnzc (always 

Gi eat Watei s (Jonath^ Cape) was unfortunately a lunatic, less decisive) was sentenced to five years’ penal servitude. \ 

and that ewn f he^ero to I®"’® T®"’® “i “®/ altogether successlul study of human nature 

and that even the heio, who relates the story, was subject under the strain of a passion for wealth, 
to aberrations of the intellect. All fonr were pirates of ‘ * 

the most bloodthirsty eighteenth-century breed— worse; if in Sonas ofFieldand Varm ta -RnT-r .x-r, Q.sv,o\ 
possible, than Sawkins, Teach and Buackbeaed; each and Douglas^English has collect^' f numW ^ 

SiJgSySy Vo^Lppe^^^^^ Se°Ld wKave^SlotSTs*4^^^^ 

knowledge m verse oSmoTtSiutarqlaU^. 




Ivy 

hi' \ 


Talkative Barber, “I see some op the wireless experts believe 

SOMEONE FROM ANOTHER PLANET IS TRYING TO COMMUNICATE WITH US.” 

Suffering Client . “ Some barber, I expect.” 


Wesley and charged by that divine with the sacred mission “ ver se ot a most unusual qua lity. 

of slaying Spaniards and taking possession -of then.' wealth. JV '~~7~7Z 

Suffering under this rather dangerous delusion, he kidnapped ,, , Ecclesiastical Erudition. 

Peter Cornfm-t, his son, in order to educate the lad to the mu -^“ch^ological Discovery at Peterborough. 
same amiable profession. Despite some passing ouahns of +i,» to an antiquarian expert, who suggests 

conscience, Peter imbrued himself in bloSd with In 

;tbe course of capturing a Spanish town, Mr. Gmnfort had Or perhaps one of the four Evangelists, possibly St. Thomas. 
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An official of the Post Office draws 
attention to the fact that weather re- 
ports may be obtained over the tele- 
phone. This should be the very thing 
for any man who hasn’t had the worst 
in him brought out by golf. 

“ Wonderful spectacles at Wembley,” 
says a headline. Those tortoiseshell- 
rimmed ones, no doubt. 

Out of seventeen million motor-cars 
in the world, fourteen million are in 
America. That makes us feel a little 
more kindly towards Columbus. 

si: sj: 

We think, we have discovered the 
real reason for the lengthening of skirts. 
It is to prevent the waistline from fall- 
ing below the hem. 

After the various newspaper reports 
of freaks it is rather cheering to read 
that last week a hen belonging to a 
Hampshire farmer laid an egg justj 
about the size and shape of an egg. i 

I 

We also hear for a positive fact that 
a Tooting cat has resolutely refused to 
mother any stray weasels, chickens, 
puppies or hedgehogs for the benefit of 
the cheaper Press, and is bringing up a 
family consisting entirely of kittens, j 

'‘'si:'*' 

A contemporary gossip-writer re- 
minds us that being born at sea is not 
an uncommon experience. Still it is j 
as well not to make a practice of it. 

si: 5{: 

The latest development in broad- 
casting in Pennsylvania is the trans- 
mission of the rattle of the rattlesnake. 
Some sad day we shall be listening-in 
to the low cooing sounds of the haggis 
calling its young. 

k Morning Post writer thinks it time 
for women to reveal their ears. It 
seems that ears are among the few 
secrets that women can keep. 

Two American engineers claim to 
have discovered a method calculated 
to silence motor engines. Perhaps they 
got the idea from Mr. Snowden, wdio. 
has an invention for silencing the whole 
of the British motor industry. 

A recent interview states that when 
visiting Mexico Mrs. C. Cameron walked 
right into the thick of a revolution. 
Travellers are requested to keep to the 
left of revolutions in Mexico. 

A man charged in a London police- 
court, with assault admitted striking a 
man, tut said that he didn’t hear the 


blow struck. It seems that the acous- 
tics of his victim’s body were bad. 

* ^ sis 

The breeding of silkworms is being 
encomraged by the Spanish Govern- 
ment. They make such docile little 
pets for Dictators. 

'Ai * 

A 

A man will go a long way to save his 
face, says a weekly paper. Yet we can 
spare some sympathy for the man 
who absent-mindedly leaves his in the 
luggage-rack. 


With reference to the Access to 
Mountains Bill, now before the House 



Whek the taedoeino eiem commis- 
sioned THE ARTIST TO DO A DRAWING OF A 

“Morning Coat and Vest” I hardly 

THINK THAT THEY CAN HAVE INTENDED 
HIM TO TAKE IT SO LITEEALLY. 


of Commons, we understand that Mr. 
Lloyd George will oppose the measure 
on the ground that he holds the orator- 
ical copyright in mountain tops and 
sunsets, and also the provincial rights 
of the daylight ends of tunnels. 

“I do not claim to be able to an- 
nounce any formula that will guarantee 
the peace of the world,” says President 
OooLiDGE. It is said that Mr. Lloyd 
George knew of this all the time. 

'I* 

A woman told the Thames police- 
court magistrate that her husband had 
not given her a black eye for nearly a 
year. This seems to confirm the pessi- 
mistic view that sentiment is dying out 
in this country.- ■ ^ 

“Dead men tell no tales,”. observed 


the bored man from Texas as he shot 
his loquacious fellow-clubman in the 
midst of his seventh repetition of the 
story of how he holed-out in one. 

The public has been asked to avoid 
country lanes when the nightingale is 
being broadcast. If this request is in 
accordance with the bird’s own ex- 
pressed wish, we can only assume that 
publicity is making it a little uppish. 

Germans who wish to drill privately 
can now buy gi*amophone records which 
will ring out the words of command. 
We ourselves can imagine no jollier 
way of spending a summer evening 
than to loll in a deck-chair on the lawn 
and have the sergeant-major turned on. 

The report is denied that Greece is 
to lend the famous statue of Hermes 
by Praxiteles to the United States, 
It is felt that, as the figure is hold- 
ing the infant Dionysus, it would be 
distasteful to a Prohibition country. 

When Waterloo Bridge is opened to 
foot-passengers only, it will be the one 
safe place for pedestrians in London. 

:|: s'fi 

M. Eobert B. Tristram Coffin, in 
The No7ih American Beview, says that 
no one but a saint deserves to live 
beside a Devon lane. Since the intro- 
duction of charabancs, no one but a 
saint can. ... ... 

It is reported that the new Tube 
carriages are to be fitted with spring 
seats. Most Londoners will be glad of 
the information. They might have 
travelled on the Tubes for fifty years 
and never found out for themselves. 

We take this the earliest opportunity 
of denying the cruel rumour that, in 
order to save railway fare, intending 
Scotsmen are now arranging to be 
born in England. ,,, 

'k 

The Eev. H. E. L. Sheppard, in his 
recent book, gives a good deal of advice 
on how to begin sermons. Personally 
we think he ’s attacking the trouble at 
the wrong end. 


“The question must; arise : Is this gilding 
of the lily desirable, or even justifiable ? ” 
Ladies* Paper 

We have^no authority for it, not even 
Shakespeare’s. 


“ The smaller looal authorities assert that 
owing to poverty they will be unable to build 
under Mr. Wheatley’s scheme, even if they 
receive the full subsidy of £999 9a9 9ye9ar per 
house for 40 years .” — Glasgow Paper, 

We only wish loe were a smaller local 
authority. 
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THIS PERSONAL TOUGH. 

I HAVE been asked to write an article 
(not, I am thankful to say, for this 
paper) with a strongly personal note. 
I resent this. It seems to me that in 
the daily and weekly Press there are 
too many of these passionate out- 
pourings of the soul. It seems to me 
that one’s main preoccupation should 
be with the subject of the article. If 
one is writing, for instance, about the 
decimal system, one should stick to the 
decimal system, only allowingreferences 
to one’s politics, dress and taste in wine 
to creep in incidentally by a sort of 
undercurrent. 

Nowadays that is not what editors 
seem to want. How different it was 
in the good old times ! You would open 
a paper and read simply something of 
this kind : — 

PEEISTYLES 

These graceful and amusing little crea- 
tures. . . . 

And as likely as not there would be no 
signature, perhaps not even any initials 
at the end. The whole article would 
be about peristyles and peristyles alone. 

How terribly our manners have 
changed ! 

In these days the Editor begins by 
inserting a preliminary announcement 
to prepare the public, not for peristyles, 
but for becoming acquainted with the 
man who is going to write about them. 
Thus— 

AN AMAZING AETICLE ON PEEISTYLES 
By A. J. BeIiWETher, 

The famous Bi-Metallist and IRIan of the 
World, will appear in the 
NEXT ISSUE 
of the" 

LEPIDOFTEBISr S BEYIEW, 
After which follows a short account of 
the family connections of the Bel- 
wethers, a photograph of the country 
house occupied by a collateral branch, 
together with* the principal hms mots \ 
made by Mr. A. J. Belwether’s great- 
uncle to the Peince.Eegent. AU, of 
which is repeat^ again under the title 
points' ABOUT PEEISTYLES 
together with an intimation that the 
article was specially written for readers 
of The Lepidopterisfs Review , and sug- 
gesting that it was only because he 
loved the readers of The Lepidopterisfs 
Review so much that Mr. A. J. Bel- 
wether permitted himself to break a 
life-long silence and burst into print 
at aU. 

And when one finally comes to the 
article, or as much of it as can be found 
amongst the photographs of the Bel- 
wether family, it probably begins — 

“ As I was leaving the club after an 
excellent lunch . . 


and it is not until the very end that 
you find anything about peristyles at 
all. In fact it would be simpler if Mr. 
Belwether said, “And now, if you really 
want to know anything about peristyles 
and not about me, look it all up in The 
Encyclopcedia Britannica, where there 
is far more than you or I will ever be 
likely to want to read.” 

I think this is all wrong. It seems 
to me that it is insulting to the readers 
of The Lepidopterisfs Review, It sug- 
gests that they have no friends. When 
they feel lonely they have to be intro- 
duced by the Editor to somebody like 
Mr. Belwether to talk to them about 
his personal affairs. It is a poor subter- 
fuge to pretend that they are interested 
in peristyles or that the Editor wants 
them to be. 

I wouldn’t say that one article ought 
not to differ from another in point of 
language and outlook, but I think that 
this difference ought to make itself felt 
more gradually. The personality of Mr. 
Belwether should steal into the hearts 
of his readers through his grace of dic- 
tion and because of the wise things he 
has to say. We do not want him sitting 
on the table or banging* the furniture 
about. After all, he may not be a very 
nice man. But what does it matter 
whether he is a nice man or not, if he 
is going to teU us something about 
peristyles ? 

There must, after all, be a limit. If 
not, we shall wake up some morning 
and be confronted with the following 
announcement : — 

Head this Month’s Issue of the 
A.B.O. ; or, 

LONDON TEAIN DIEEOTOEY. 

Every article has been written with a 
strongly individual and personal note, 
which will specially appeal to London’s 
large circle of train-users. 

The following experts have contributed . . . 

And then we should all miss our 
trains. 

The fact is that there are too many 
personalities in London ; the place 
teems with them. It is very difficult to 
avoid them. Why should editors go 
out of their way to create new ones and 
thrust them into our homes without 
asking whether we like it or not ? 

Personally I hate to have them butt- 
ing in, 

I have seen a page of a daily paper 
with as many as five totally new person- 
alities on it. I felt that they were all 
having breakfast with me, and I like 
having breakfast alone. My usual menu 
is 

But no, I forgot. 

• In order to register as strongly as 
possible my disapproval of this per- 
sonality craze I have asked the Editor 


not to print anything underneath this 
article, but to allow it to stand entirely 
on its own merits. There shall be one 
place at least where I have liberty to 
blush unsigned. 


WITH BRUSH AND BRILLIANTINE. 

Following the time-honoured example 
of a trade contemporary (says Weekly 
Haircuts) we have this year sent a 
representative to Burlington House to 
study its works of art from the point of 
view of the profession we represent. 

What impresses me chiefly (he writes) 
about the Eoyal Academy is that so few 
of the studios af our portrait painters 
appear to be equipped with brush and 
comb and a bottle of brilliantine. 

SirN. Orpington’s one-and-a-quarter- 
length portrait of the young Earl of 
Umpshire is in many respects an excel- 
lent canvas, the d.b. vest being a mas- 
terly piece of work. But I venture to 
suggest to this great artist that it is a 
pity to spoil a masterpiece for the sake 
of sixpennyworth of pomade, and that 
in painting a portrait it is just as well 
to make up one’s mind on which side 
the sitter’s hair is parted. 

On the other hand, I have nothing 
but praise for the portrait of Mr. Anthony 
Stango. Little wonder that requests 
are made daily of the attendants for 
the address of the artist whom Mr. 
Stango entrusts with his face-massage. 
That this gentleman suffers so exten- 
sively from baldness cannot fairly be 
attributed to the painter. But the 
malady is not of a kind that is hopeless. 
On careful examination through' a mag- 
nifying-glass I observed that many of 
the follicles are still alive ; and I would 
venture to suggest that Mr. Stango 
should .procure a bottle of “ Thrillo, 
the Perfect Hair-Eaiser,” which is 
advertised on another page. Thrillo 
should be rubbed into the scalp with 
the knuckles. So admirable is this pre- 
paration that it might even be effective 
if rubbed into the canvas itself. 

In the presentation portrait of the 
High Sheriff of Bluffington the mous- 
tache is appalling. Half of it is of 
the butterfly type and half of it wal- 
rusian, giving a very imperfect balance 
to the face. 

More than one good painting in the 
exhibition has been spoiled by a taupe 
that has side-slipped, or nervous scissor- 
work over the ears, or the unsightly 
trail of the safety-razor. And, while 
the undulating locks of Miss Penelope 
Pink’s “ Nymphs off the Coast of Spain ” 
are a very fine piece of hairdressing 
indeed, I doubt whether ..any known 
method of permanent waving could so 
completely withstand the buffeting of 
the Atlantic breakers. 
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ON SPEAKING ITALIAN. 

{Hints for use during the Boyal visit.) 

You all know, I am sure, the gentle- 
man who casually claims an intimate 
acquaintance with seven languages, and 
have experienced that nasty feeling of 
inferiority in his presence from which 
I am about to release you. Your feel- 
ing is no better founded than your 
astonishment, upon landing at Calais, 
to find urchins of five or six years old 
chattering fluent French. For the 
superior gentleman is nearly always a 
fraud. I have myself played his game 
when I was quite sure that my vis-d-vis 
knew nothing hut English. And this 
is how it is played. 

Let us say that the language you 
claim to know is Italian. When speak- 
ing to a fellow-countryman, intersperse 
your remarks with references to Italian 
cities, men and buildings, in the ver- 
nacular. The effect is amazing. There 
is a perfectly true story about an Ameri- 
can lady who was being shown round 
Florence by an English friend. She 
remarked, These Italian hill towns 
are tail very much alike. I visited one 
i a week ago very similar to this, but 


the guide called it ‘Firenze.’” That 
will show you what can be done. 
Eaffaele is a new discovery to thou- 
sands who would smile familiarly at the 
name of Eaphael. 

When conversing with a native the 
method is slightly different, but hardly 
more difficult. There is a certain tech- 
nique of attitude required to face a vol- 
cano erupting foreign matter in large 
quantities. Show no fear when his face, 
convulsed with fuiy, advances to within 
one inch of your own ; nor allow any 
expression of relief to appear when, by 
a supple movement from the hips, he 
withdraws it to five yards and beams 
upon you like the sun in his strength. 
Maintain an air of sympathetic, serious 
and vibrating interest. Allow the head 
to nod slowly three times per second ; 
slightly crease the forehead ; pout the 
lips and fix the eyes upon the second but- 
ton of your friend’s waistcoat. Confine 
your verbiage to the following limits • 

(1) Magari , — This word is possibly 
derived from the Greek fiaKapw^, and its 
primitive significance is “ Lucky Dog.” 
The Greek Government, if this deriva- 
tion is correct, should certainly deliver 
a stem ultimatum demanding an in- 


demnity for its murder. For it has come 
to mean anything whatever. It is a 
philosophic particle giving vocal ex- 
pression to a shrug of the shoulders 
(male) or a toss of the head (female). 
As an interruption it is perfect, because 
it does not interrupt. It merely gives 
the orator the pleasant certainty that 
you are still there. i 

(2) This is a master- word, 

though, alas ! its use is restricted because 
it is only suitable for a pause in the 
other’s address ; and this rarely occurs 
until it is time to leave. But it never 
fails of its effect, and the speaker him- 
self will use it so frequently that if you 
know its meaning you can almost per- 
suade yourself that you do understand 
what he is saying. As he uses it, it 
means “ to put the matter in a nut- 
shell,” and he will proceed to fit nutshell 
into nutshell like a Chinese box-puzzle. 
As you use it, it means ‘‘I absolutely 
agree with you and we may sum up 
the whole matter as you have so ably 
put it,” or as you are about to put it 
so ably.” The attitude for the ejacu- 
lation of insomma should be that of a 
Jew swearing he is not making a profit 
on the article he is selling. 
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With these two words you may 
worthily sustain any conversation ; but 
if ambition is not yet satisfied here are 
one or two accessories. 

Ma . — This is not the hero’s dying 
appeal to his mother, but a word in- 
dicating a surprised, though on the 
whole credulous, interest. Sir Walter 
Ealeigh in the Millais picture is 
certainly about to say to the 

sailor. 

Accidenti . — A word to avert wrath 
or to express sympathy in misfor- 
tune. Very useful on the golf-links, es- 
pecially when playing foursomes. Hav- 
ing missed a two-inch putt for the 
match, you turn with a brilliant smile 
to your partner, and with a gesture 
expressive of proud submission to the 
decrees of Fate exclaim, Accidentia 
He reahses at once that Providence has 
played you a dirty trick and his raised 
niblick returns to rest or is diverted on 
to a caddie. 

Peccato is another word of much 
the same significance, but implying 
the jocular acceptance of slightly more 
personal responsibility. No Italian 
ever admits that he is in the wrong. 
But when he trumps his partner’s ace 
he will occasionally allow that the devil 
has distracted his intelligence, and the 
word which* describes this process is 
peccato. 

Now you can speak Italian. But be 
careful to discover whether your ms-d- 
vis is talking his own language or 
yours. They are frequently indistin- 
guishable, but Italian English is rather 
mere anapasstic in sound than Italian 
Italian. Failure to differentiate may 
mean a ^^cavalleresque incident” (in 
plain English, a duel), for nothing so 
flagellates the human soul as the failure 
to make its utterances in a foreign 
tongue understood. Thus you will see 
tall Englishmen speaking slowly and 
loudly to Italian porters, Americans 
tromboning on a more than usually 
piercing note to the same, and French- 
men elevating their arms to Heaven in 
despair that the Almighty has created 
men fools enough not to understand 
words so obviously comprehensible. 
But you, my reader, armed with this 
mine of wisdom, will pass serenely 
through the land, the admired of your 
countrymen and the confidant of the 
natives. 

Condescension. 

From an article on Wonderful 
Wembley ” by Lord Eothermere : — 



“My dear Basil, what are you roaring at?” 

“Dunno — couldn’t hear it. But judging rRoar the applause it must have 

BEEN DEVILISH FUNNY.” 


THE GUB. 

We walked upon a baby fox 
A-basking in the meadow ; 

He jumped like any Jack-in-Box 
And vanished ere you ’d said Oh ! ” 
The prettiest of little thieves 
And coated like October leaves. 

A shadow in the morning’s prime, 

To ground his quick pads bore him, 
Milk-tooth and youth and summer-time, 
His troubles all before him ; 

You said, ‘^But all his pleasures too, 
For he 11 have both, like me and you.” 


‘ E’en on some January eve. 

When he’s got home (uneaten), 

He ’ll like to chuckle in his sleeve 
At foes bis -wits have beaten — 

Two whips, a huntsman, horses, hounds, 
That yearly cost five thousand pounds. 

We walked upon a baby fox 
A-basking in the meadow ; 

He jumped like any Jack-in-Box, 

And vanished ere you ’d said “ Oh ! ” 
We wished him, as to earth he popped, 
Pluck and good luck when earths are 
stopped. 


“ It i-s quite a mistake to suppose that the 
exhibition is too far out. I found it could be 
reached by taxi in twenty minutes, and I am 
told that the journey can be done by rail from 
Baker Street and other points in ten minutes.” 

'Daily Paper. 

Does Lord Beaveebrook know this? 


Yes, after all, it must be fun 
On starlit quests to prowl light, 
Keep ambush by a jack-hare’s run, 
Go rabbiting by owl-light, 

And live as long as foxes may, 

A pirate and a proUgL 


*‘The Unemployment Committee are com- 
piling an insular register of persons likely to 
desire unemployment at the end of the summer 
season.”— Afa/ia; Paper, 

Hence the expression, << Happy Man be 
his dole 1 ” 
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PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

XIII. — India. 

If the Government of India had asked 
me to run through their catalogue of 
exhibits for Wembley (they did not) I 
should have examined the considerable 
volume without any traces of excite- 
ment until I came to the last page, 
where it says — 

LIFE PICTURES fbom SOUTH INDIA 

The Parlakimedi Show 
Dramatic Performance 
Snake Charming 
Music and Dance 
Juggling and Sword 

A FREE SHOW. 

‘=‘Ahr’ I should have cried at that, 
“now you are talking indeed. Take 
my advice and give us a little more of 
that kind of thing. Never mind if you 
have to crowd out some of the em- 
broideries and brocade and lacquer work 
and ivory and silver and brass. Yery 
beautiful, I know. But have you ever 
seen my Aunt Caroline’s drawing-room ? 
I assure you that the model bullock- 
carriage of a Maharanee that we lent to 
the C.M.S. Bazaar in 1895 ” 

And, if the Government of India had 
replied in their somewhat stuffy way 
that it was impossible to relieve or 
mitigate the flood of Indian handiwork 
at Wembley without offending one or 
other of the great Provinces, I should 
turn to the earlier part of the volume, 
about seventy pages or so, dealing with 
the railways of India and the geological 
survey. 

“Go a little easier,” I should tell 
them, “ on all this stuff. Don't let me 
deter you from exhibiting the model 
ei the railway saloon used by King 
Edwabd VII. during his tour in India 


WHERE EVERT PROSPECT PLEASES. 

as Prince of Wales in 1876, because 
people wiU want to compare that with 
the one used by the Peince of Wales 
in 1921, which I notice was panelled 
with salamander asbestos millboard 
panels, painted white and relieved with 
polished teak mouldings. But is it 
really necessary to show that model of 
the bogey covered goods-wagon on the 
Darjeeling- Himalayan Eailway ? 

“Then as to geology. We all love 
geology. By all means exhibit the piece 
of quartz felspar rook with graphite in- 
clusion from Anuradhapura ; but what 
about all this highly phosphatic mica 
peridotite from Jogitand ? and the piro- 
htic bauxite from Bihar ? I have rela- 
tions in India in almost all the services 
and -I know how seriously you all take 
these things out there. But I can assure 
you from my own personal knowledge 
that the popular interest in pirolitic 


bauxite amongst ordinary Englishmen 
has never been at a lower ebb than it is 
to-day. 

“ So cut it out if you possibly can, and 
give us instead a life-size working replica 
of a tiger-shoot on elephants, with a back- 
ground of Indian jungle and Indian sky. 
Have you seen British Guiana, where 
they have a live bush-rat and live wild 
turkeys and wild indigenous natives and 
a large live negro with a beatific smile 
sifting gravel for diamonds all day[, to 
the rhythm of some mysterious tune of 
his own? Or consider Hong Kong, 
where you may sit at tables inlaid with 
mother-of-pearl and have tea brought 
to you by real Chinamen, without milk 
or sugar or handles to the cups — ^tea 
that no doubt is caravan-borne all the 
way to Wembley from the wilds of the 
Kensington dep6t. 

“Let us have more Indian snake- 
charmers and fakirs, and men doing 
the mango trick. Let us have a puhha 
suttee and a car of Juggernaut, and a 
model of tiffin on a lonely station in 
the hills, with punkah coolies pulling 
punkahs, 

“And above all things, if you can 
manage it, show us one or two stuffed 
agitators. You know what I mean; 
those non-co-operating waUahs.” 

As it turned out, however, the Govern- 
ment of India preferred to go on its 
own methodical way, piling bamr upon 
bazar j and adding olivine basalt to con- 
glomeratic sandstone, thereby making, 
I think, a serious error. They must 
dree their own weird. 

^ Nevertheless there is near India a 
live mongoose. It is usually attached 
to a brick and attended by a patriarch 
wearing a crimson turban. There is 
always a knot of admiring spectators 
round this mongoose, and they are 
divided into two classes : the one which 
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has either been to India or else to the 
Zoo or else read Bihhi Tikhi Tavi, and 
keeps saying, “ That is a mongoose,” 
and even strokes the animal ; the other 
sterner and more critical section which 
is willing to admit that it is alive animal, 
but inclined to be sceptical about any 
animals having such a ridiculously im- 
probable name as a mongoose. The 
mongoose itself wears a worried kind j 
of look and cannot understand why 
nobody takes it to a d^k bungalow. | 
And when you have passed through | 
the spacious white Court of India, with 
its domes and minarets and central tank, 
there is, amongst the multitudinous 
bazaars, one hot corner at least. This 
is when you find yourself suddenly con- 
fronted by the glaring eyes of all the 
jungle beasts of prey together, some of 
them having just killed antelopes or 
black buck, and resting their paws or 
fixing their teeth in red sealing-wax 
blood. 

, Conspicuously in the midst is the 
first pig that was stuck by H.E.H. the 
Peincb of Wales in 1921. And part 
of the spear is still sticking in it. How 
it is that no souvenir-hunter from over- 
seas has plucked this out and carried 
it off, I cannot say. 

There is also a bear which has not. 


HAPPY DAYS IN THE JUNGLE, 

I think, been stuffed in a characteristic 
jungle attitude, like the other beasts. 
I say this because, though it stands 
in a natural upright position, it has a 
pair of field-glasses slung round one 
shoulder and is carrying a wooden tray 
for whisky and soda in its front paws. 
I have asked several old sMkharis about 
this, and even the most imaginative of 
them agree that Indian bears in their 
natural condition never co-operate to 
this extent. 

It is just this part of the Indian 
Pavilion at Wembley that I should 
have advised the Government of India’ 
to turn into a really popular place of 
amusement. A moving elephant, either 
alive or mechanical, carrying a howdah, 
should have been provided, and air-guns 
charged with darts given to the spec- 
tators, who thus from a reasonable 
range might have experienced some of 
the thrills and glamour of the East. 

It would have been iinpossible, of 
comrse, to present the successful marks- 
men with their trophies, because they 
have only been loaned to the Exhibition. 
But some such prize as a model of the 
Taj Mahal or a bamboo whatnot could 
have been offered instead. This, to- 
gether with an efficient service of bul- 
lock-waggons and palanquins, to make 


the tour of the remoter Provinces, would 
have put a little more life into India 
and been worth any quantity of mica 
peridotite. 

There may be a million separate ex- 
hibits in the Indian Pavilion at Wem- 
bley, or there may be a million and a 
half, I cannot say. I was obliged to 
stop counting them myself because I 
found I had reckoned a brass ash-tray 1 
twice over, and this threw me all out.' 
Nevertheless this pavilion has rendered 
one great service to mankind. Several 
indefatigable globe-trotters, who have 
been boring their relations for years by 
explaining to them souvenirs of Oriental 
travel after lunch, have now taken 
prussic acid and died. What else could 
you expect ? What is the use of Uncle 
Christopher’s pointing to a carpet 
and saying to Tommy, “ Nice thing this 
prayer carpet. I picked it up in Tra- 
vancore,” when Tommy merely replies, 
Are you sure, Uncle Christopher, that 
that is so ? For I remember that in 
the Wembley Exhibition that pattern of 
prayer carpet occurs in Tonk”? (Uncle 
Ghristophei^ gives a gurgling cry) 

There is another charm about India 
which makes it extremely attractive to 
the Wembleyite. It is so cool there. 

Bvoe. 
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I approached the bar and ate several “Parsm’s Buin,” said the acolyte, 
WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIGHTON. « chips ** in quick succession. It is one without a smile. 

IV. — The Road to Ruin. of the few weaknesses of an otherwise The peer looked at us without com- 

L/IFE is very full at Brighton. But fine character that I cannot resist any ment. He drank a little P .R., nibbled 
there are still moments in the day when sort of food that is offered to me at the a potato-chip, lit a cigarette, placed 
no dancing is done at all. The Tea Banc- wrong time. The man in evening dress one hand on the breast-rail and one 
ings at the Cosmopole Hotel, the Superb looked at us without comment, drained foot on the foot-guard, and gazed at 
Hotel, the Large Hotel, Sherry’s, his glass and pushed it across the bar his image in the looking-glass opposite, 
Monkey’s and the People’s Dreamland to one of the white-robed acolytes as one profoundly doubtful of his 
all end about six o’clock. Between that beyond. future 

and dinner-time there is practically “ The same,” he said shortly. “ What ’ll you have, old man ?” said 


and dinner-time there is practically 
nothing to do. Many of the guests are 


Doubtless one of the Brighton peers George. 

-I T _.J n* 


as one profoundly doubtful of his 
future 

“ What ’ll you have, old man ? ” said 


content to sit in the lounge and make of whom I had heard so much. I studied the pretty card on which was 

remarks about each other. But this is The acolyte took a bottle of gin, a printed a list of the things which men 
a low pursuit, and the better part re- bottle of old brandy and a bottle of might drink at that hour. There were, 
pair to the American Bar and drink gin. curai^oa (dry), and from each of these besides “Fancy Drinks,” twenty-seven 

I know nothing that so suggests he poured two drops into a silver cock- “Before Meals Cocktails,” and nine- 
solidity and the permanence of our tail shaker. He took the egg of a hen, teen “ After Meals Digesters.” 
institutions as a good Cocktail Bar. boiled it and deftly peeled off the shell. They included : — 

Thisbar.amassivepiece OocKTAms. 

of furmture, was m it- ^ 1 |q1 I 

self a promise of de- 
corum, like the Table of 
the House of Commons. 

It had in front of it a 
substantial breast-rail, 
which those who prac- 
tise at it may hold and 
be secure of their posi- 
tion. Near the floor 
there is another round 
rail, by which additional 
confidence is given to 
the feet. When an 
Englishman has one 
hand on the breast-rail 
and one foot on the foot- 
guard it takes a great 
deal to move him. 

Behind the bar stood LAh 

two figures in white » r 

robes, sleek, immacu- ^ 

late, deliberate, know- ^ miakvEffs 

ingaU things, incapable eve. Jaeoe?” 

of error. Before the ^ ^ 

bar stood a single man ‘ Orphan’s End. 

in full evening dress, clinging to I He mashed the egg-shell into small I “I ’ll have a Guards’ Cocktail,” I said 





Farmer, “How did ye come by that black eye, Jaege?” 

Jarge, “Ole cow had a way o’ flickin’ me face wi’ heb tail, so I 

TIED A BEICK ONTO IT.” 


Cocktails. 
Johnson’s Special. 
Bronx. 

Club. 

Martini. 

Clover Club. 
Parson’s Ruin. 
Angel’s Kiss. 
Engine’s Whistle. 
Mary Pickford. 
Devil’s Delight. 
Prairie Moon. 
Elephant Eye.' 
Qneen’s Comforfc. 
Bamboo. 

After Meals 
Digesters. 
Stinger. 

Port and Starboard. 
Benedictine, 
Maiden’s Prayer. 
Swiss As. 

Egg Hogg. 

Sherry Gobbler. 
Pink Fizz. 

Bishop’s Own. 
Cow’s Ear. 

Whisky Egg. 

Egg Milk. 

Milk Egg. 


bar stood a single man I * .. I Orphan’s End. 

in full evening dress, clinging to He mashed the egg-shell into small “I ’ll have a Guards’ Cocktail,” I said 

the breast-rail with a yellow drink pieces with a pestle and mortar and at last, with an air. 

before him. About the room sat little threw them into the shaker. The yolk The man in evening dress looked at 

groups of people, talking contentedly in of the egg he beat with an egg-beater me without comment. 

hushed tones, and in arm-chairs like and threw away. He poured a tumbler- “Sorry, Sir, don’t serve ’em,” said 

those in the smoking-rooms of liners, ful of milk into the spirits, dropped in the acolyte. 

immovable by any storm. The room a sprig of thyme, added two drops of “Then I’ll have a glass of water, 
had such an atmosphere of order and orangebitters,stirred the mixture clock- please,” I said, and ate another chip, 
peace that one could not credit the exist- wise with an arrowroot, shook the whole The acolyte pushed a jug at me and 
enoe of Bolshevism, of industrial unrest in a religious manner, and poured two took away the chips, 
or war. Here were men and women at thimblefuls into a glass with a false “I 'll have a Devil’s Delight,” said 
one with another, sure of their destiny bottom. He took a small cherry-stick, George hastily, in a desperate attempt 
and the rightness of existence, having such as ladies use to clean their nails, to recover our good name, 
a common bond of sympathy and a transfixed with it an African betel-nut, The peer drained his glass and pushed 
common standard of orderly indulgence stuck it in the glass,* sprinkled the sur- it across the bar. 


and excess. One thought no longer of face with nutmeg and ground celery. 


the House of Commons. 

On' the bar stood a little trayful of 


and the appetiser was ready. 


“ The same,” he said shortly. 

We took our drinks, sat down quietly 


“What drink’s that, George?” I at one of the tables and tried to listen 

• T l» iTiiVi 


appetising delicacies, designed to make said, hoping, I confess, that the peer to the subdued conversations, 
the dinner of the guests endurable— would give the answer and begin a “ Well, all I can say is,” said a man’s 
olives and bits of cinnamon, crisp flaked conversation. ' voice loudly at last, summing up a dis- 

potatoes, horse-radish, nutmeg, and the “ Looks like an AngeVs Kiss” said cussion, “ you won’t see 771 $ on the pier 
fins of cuttle-fish, fried. George knowingly. with all this bronchitis about.” 












r- 


rt “I don’t like this place as well as where we were last year. Mummy. They don’t mince 


“ Which is Lord Leather, George ? ” 
I said, 

** Don’t see him, old boy*” 

I wondered if Lord Leather was the 
man in evening dress. This gentleman 
fascinated me. So aloof, so immaculate, 
so placid and independent, and yet in 
some indefinable way so sad, he stood 
there speechless, communing with him- 
self and with himself alone, paying no 
attention to any one of the men and 
women about him, save when at inter- 
vals he pushed his glass across the bar 
and said, quite shortly, The same.” 

Mysterious, aristocratic, inscrutable 
he stood there, drinking cocktail after 
cocktail, and all without the smallest 
sign of hilarity, conviviality or even 
satisfaction. There was something 
tragic in that silent, lonely, methodical 
course of appetising. It would have 
been more decent, I felt, if the man 
were drunk. 

I am a regular reader of our subver- 
sive revolutionary Press and I thought 
I knew the signs. The conviction grew 
upon me that he was a peer. 

Yet I did not despise him. On the 
contrary I seemed to feel that some- 
where in him was a kindred spirit — or 
perhaps an ex-kindred spirit; and I 
longed to comfort him. 

** George,” I said, ** I 'm going to 
talk to that fellow. He wants cheer- 
ing up.” 


I rose, my glass of water still in my 
hand, and slapped the man in evening 
dress a smart slap on the back. 

I have seen the men of our Dominions, 
I have seen the sons of America do this 
to perfect strangers in cocktail bars 
many a time, and always with success. 
They follow up the action, as a rule, 
with the formula, ** Boys 1 have you 
heard the famous story of the Muskegon 
professor ? ” and so on. And forthwith 
all is smiles, good-fellowship and general 
well-being. 

I did this. I said ‘‘ Boys ! ” (I ad- 
dressed him in the plural, to make him 
feel that he was one of us) “ have you 
heard the famous story of the Colonel 
and the monkey?” and I told him, 
without waiting for a reply, the funniest 
story I knew. 

The man in evening dress, who had 
winced perceptibly when slapped on 
the back, heard mo through with his 
eyes on his glass, smiled faintly at the 
end, said, “ That ’s a good one. Very 
funny,” drainedhis glass and walked out. 

Quite polite ; but to my trained eye 
it was clear enough that he had never 
heard a thing so far from funny in his 
life, I had driven him away. 

A man entirely without humour, I 
concluded — a peer, a peer in business, 
and driven to drink by financial mis- 
fortune principally attributable to his 
lack of sensibility. 


Another man had approached the bar 
during my story, laughed very heartily 
and ordered an Engine's Whistle. 

^ “ Who is that fellow ? ” I said to 
him. 

“Don’t you know Jake Turbot?” 
said he. “ Why, youTl see that stoiy 
of yours in The Brighton Bulletin on 
Monday. Jake writes those comic 
pieces in the Watch Me column. Old 
Jake? Why, he’s the funniest man 
in Brighton I” A. P. H. 

Distressing Scene on Golf Dinks. 

** Another runaway win was scored by 

Mrs. . She literally trampled on her 

opponent .” — Daily Pa;per. 

“ S . , . hung on the statue with one 

arm and Hung taunts, sneers, and insulting 
remarks . . . with the other.”— 

He must have been an army signaller. 

“ Mary was fined £6 for having less than 

half a glass of poteen .” — Irish Pa^er. 

“In future,” said Mary, “no half- 
measures for me ! ” 

From a broadcasting programme : — 

“ Songs of Surrey Nightingales (with notes 
by E. Kay Kobinson), relayed from Surrey.” 

Evening Pajger, 

With all respect to that charming 
writer, we should Have thought that 
the notes of the nightingale were godd 
enough. 
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THE NATURE LOVERS. 

Bearing on the first attempt to broadcast 

the singing of a nightingale. 

The man, his wife and their two 
children were walking home through 
the woods. Behind them the sun was 
setting in a blaze of ever-changing 
colours, but the man and his wife were 
talking and did not notice it. They 
were talking about the fare to Margate 
and the cost of having their house 
painted. 

The two children kept looking round 
at the glorious sunset, and as twilight 
was approaching they trod softly for 
fear of disturbing the fairies. 

Suddenly, from a tree not a stone* s- 
throw from their path came a clear 
melodious triUing. In presence of the 
sweetest singer of the woods the voices 
; of other birds were stilled. Even a 
gamekeeper paused in his stride, mar- 
velling. 

‘‘ What bird is that, father ? asked 
one of the children in a low voice. 

“I didn’t hear it,** grunted their 
father, for he had no idea what bird it 
was. 

The children lagged behind, peering 
up amongst the branches for a glimpse 
of the bird whose voice was so beautiful. 

“ Eor heaven’s sake, don’t keep dawd- 
ling about, you two!** called their mo- 
ther irritably. “ Do you think the *bus 
will wait all night for you 7 ** 

I With still lingering steps the children 
moved on again. The man and his 
I wife went on talking about holidays and 
: paint and other thmgs that mattered. 

sjs ‘ ^ ijc 

It was the evening of the f oUowingday. 

In the little front room of the house 
which needed painting the man sat 
juggling with wires and knobs and 
screws and crystals — ^his wireless set, 

‘*It *s past, their bedtime,” said his 
wife, looking anxiously at the two 
children, who sat obediently silent, 
phones gripped over their tiny ears. 

“ Ssssh .... ssssh . . . -,** said the 
man. I think it *s .coming through 
now. They *re just switching us over 
to Einghammer Woods.** 

Eor five minutes or more the four 
remained motionless. Then one of the 
children began drumming impatiently 
with his fingers. 

Quiet 1 quiet!” whispered the man 
sharply. “ Didn’t you hear that — the 
nightingale *s just started” 

With eyes closed and imaginations 
fleeting, the man and his wife listened 
enraptured to a thin little squeaking 
that trickled tinnily into their ears. 

“Listen! Isn’t that wonderful?** 
breathed the man. 

nodded,. looking to see that 
the children were listening too. 


“ It *s not so pretty as that bird we 
heard in the woods last night,” said the 
little girl disappointedly. 

“Don’t contradict your father,** her 
mother reproved. “ It is very beautiful 
indeed.” 

The little girl began to cry, her 
brother fell off his chair and they were 
both sent up to bed in disgrace.^ 

In Einghammer Woods a nightin- 
gale was startled by somebody who 
tripped over a microphone wire down 
in the wood below. - He ceased his 
song and fluttered swiftly away from 
the hearing of man. 

In the little front room of the house 
which needed painting the man laid 
down his head-phones. 

“I wish I could get those children 
to take a little more interest in nature,*’ 
he grumbled. 

“They don’t understand yet,” said 
his wife, going on with her sewing. 


TO PHILOMEL. 

{A variation on the above theme). 

Avatjnt, ye poets, with your strain 
Of Philomel as one forlorn, 

Pressing, in her “ eternal pain,” 

Her tawny breast against the thorn ; 
No more from Heliconian founts 
We gain the natmral history that 
coimts. 

The plea of melancholy can 
No longer safely be essayed 
Now that unconquerable man 
Applies his science to her aid, 

And stimulates her by the mellow 
Persuasive accents of the violoncello. 

Linked henceforth with life’s busy hum 
By valves and waves and “magna 
vox,” 

The nightingale will soon become 
Eamiliar as our hens and cocks, 

And nightly edify each urban 
Community fromDarlington to Durban. 

Erom loneliness at last set free 
The prima donna of the wood 
Blesses Maeconi, for *tis he — 

Not Matthew Arnold, Keats or 
Hood — 

Who lets the universe applaud her. 
Along with Ohaliapine and Harbt 
Lauder. 


Our Authoritative Press. 

«<Por Europe this remarkable change in 
French politics may, or may not, have im- 
portant conse<iuences .” — Daily Faj^er. 


“ In a New Zealand egg-laying competition 
an Indian runner duck team of three laid the 
wonderful aggregate of 900 eggs in si days, 
constituting a world’s record .” — Daily Paper, 

An effort should surely be made to pro- 
cure the attendance of this team at 
Wembley. 


AN INLAND REVENUE RIDDLE. 

Although reasonably patriotic, I had 
made up my mind to live abroad. The 
savings of toilsome years would pro- 
duce a small but pleasant income. Such 
an income would look quite handsome 
in a land where the currency had so 
heavily slumped. 

Was it not clear that I could escape 
the rigours of the English summer and 
the insensate demands of the Income- 
Tax people by going abroad at once ? 
It seemed so. But I am a cautious 
man. I felt no doubt whatever that I 
could find a better climate ; but should 
I be exempt from income-tax ? So I 
got a copy of the Inland Eevenue In- 
structions on the subject, found the par- 
agraph dealing with residents abroad, 
and read as follows : — 

“ No allowance, deduction, reduction of rate, 
or relief shall he given so as to reduce the 
amount of the income-tax payable by an indi- 
vidual below an amount which bears the same 
proportion to the amount which would he pay- 
able by him by way of tax if the tax were 
chargeable on his total income from all sources, 
including income which is not subject to in- 
come-tax charged in the United Kingdom, as 
the amount of the income subject to income- 
tax so charged bears to the amount of his total 
income from all sources.” 

I read it quite brightly and briskly 
the first time; then more slowly and 
thoughtfully. I read it seven times in 
all. Then I took a pencil and flavoured 
it to taste with commas and semi-colons ; 
but it became no clearer. I parsed it ; 
I analysed it ; I translated it into fair 
Erench and very dubious Spanish ; but 
still there was no light. 

I rang for my landlady and read the 
thing to her. Irrelevantly she said she 
would make me “ a nice cup of strong 
tea,” and suggested that I should go to 
bed. I drank the tea and went to bed. I 
dreamed of a small town near Avignon, 
and that Mr. Philip Snowden stood 
in the market-place crying out, “ Aind 
no relief shall be given.” Yet in the 
morning I came to it again rather hope- 
fully. I am considered to have quite 
a nice light baritone bath voice. So I 
balanced the Instructions on the taps 
(H&O) and sang the paragraph to a 
Gregorian chant. I flatter myself that 
my phrasing was of the happiest, but 
it remained a song without words so 
far as any meaning was concerned. 
With despair I realised that I could 
never know what my financial position 
would be as a resident abroad. I must 
face the English summer and the half- 
yearly instalments. I am going to live 
in a boarding establishment at Mar- 
gate, run by the widow of an Income- 
Tax Assessor. Very likely I shallmarry 
her. She must know some wonderful 
things. 
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THE EXPERT WHO GOULD TELL WITHOUT LOOKIHC. 

It was Harley Street, and the Great Man himself was 
bending over me. 

My own doctor had sent me there as an “interesting 
case.” This, I shrewdly suspected, without prejudice to his 
right to make me a small charge on his own account for 
having^ invested my apparently trifling ailment with such a 
gratifying atmosphere of distinction. 

For what seemed like half-an-hour (it was really sixty 
seconds) the Great Man glared at me. I began to feel con- 
vinced that I had committed some heinous offence against 
the rules of healthy living and was going to be made to pay 
the penalty, I wondered how much funerals cost nowadays. 

Suddenly he frightened me almost out of my skin by 
speaking. 

“Your case is deeply interesting,” he said. “Curiously 
enough, I have only met two others like it during over thirty 
years’ practice. Stranger still, both these came to me 
within a day or two of each other, about twelve months ago. 
Most remarkable coincidence of all, perhaps, each left a 
widow and seven children. I think you said you have 
seven yourself, didn’t you ? ” 

He paused impressively. I coughed but didn’t attempt 
to answer his question. Somehow I don’t think he really 
meant me to. 

“Now doubtless you imagine,” he continued, “that I 
am going to carve you up or fill you to the brim with pills 
and potions. Completely mistaken, my dear Sir. Com- 
pletely, I assure you.” 

He paused again, washing his hands with invisible soap. 
His eyes shone, apparently in joyous anticipation of some 
devilry even more fascinating than clissection. 


“ Ninety per cent, of digestive troubles,” he resumed, 

“ are now known to be due merely to bad teeth. Clear 
away the teeth and you clear away the indigestion.” 

Once more he paused, beamed expansively, and waggled a 
fat forefinger at me with elephantine waggishness. 

“ To cure your complaint,” he continued unctuously, “ I 
shall have to pass you on to the dental specialist next door; 
a little expensive perhaps, but easily the best man in Europe. | 
You can never hope to enjoy normal health again until I 
every tooth in your head has been extracted.” 

It was at this point that I grasped my plates and rever- 
ently bared my totally toothless gums, ‘ 

BOUNDARY PROBLEMS. 

It is curious that two boundary problems should have 
broken out about the same time: the problem of the 
I boundary of the universe involved in Einstein’s theory of 
crooked space, and the problem of the boundary of North- 
ern Ireland due to the intrinsic curvature of the politician. 

The newspapers show an increasing tendency towards 
mistaking the latter problem for the former. 

However that may be, it will be generally agreed that it 
would be conducive to world peace to refer the former 
problem for final settlement to Sir James Cbaig and Presi- j 
dent CosGRAVE, and the latter to Einstein and Professor 
Eddington. =====z=======^^ 

Prom the Palace of Beauty (Wembley) programme: — 

“Mary Queen of Scots. Born 1542. Executed by Elizabeth at 
Holy rood in 1587.” 

Was Mr. “Jimmie” Brown, Lord High Commissioner for 
Scotland, aware of this ? 
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nrw/Kt -rrviinRiA mir-iii-r protected for the most part man did not pay his toll; for the sul- 

T H E ROYAL TOU RNAlvIElMT. the snares of matrimony ? It will phurous fumes which rose after the ex- 

One of the best things about this be an awful thing when everyone is plosion of the Navy’s “powder-charge*’ 
Tournament was something which the “ useful ” ; and, though we may do at the stockade must have gassed the 
public did not hear, and that was the without war, I hope we shall never do greater part of the band, 
apt, graceful, earnest and exquisitely without the Services. They must re- For the rest, I am not afraid to use 
tactful little speech of Mr. Stephen main, like the best monastic Orders, again the word “ art.” So long as he 
Walsh, the Secretary of State for in our midst, to be a national museum sticks to his own departments (and does 
War, at a luncheon gathering a little of the sterner virtues and the gym- not, for example, plunge into the drama), 


before. He paid a tribute to the Ser- 1 nastic arts, 
vices as sincere and elo- 




quent as any patriot could [■: I • I 

wish, but without say- -l. 

ing anything that could 
offend any but the most 
quarrelsome pacificists. 

W ould it not be a good 1 > V 

“ gesture,” by th^ way, — — J 

andhelpful to Mr. Walsh ^ 

and other peace-lovers 
who succeed him, to |rT®S 

change the title of his de- || ' 
partment to the “Army n \ 

Office simply? We all | 

realise that the Navy is a J W 
pretty useful and neces- 
sary possession, war or A 

no war; and one wonders ^*'***^ 

if the same is not more ^ 
true of the Army than is v * 
generally admitted. In 
political speeches it is al- ^ 
ways assumed that all ex- 
penditure on the Fighting 
Services is either “waste- . 
ful” or “.unproductive; ” but is.it either? 




bstic arts. 1 the performing sailor or soldier is a real 

artist, and the best and 
'-rf-'if • 'I f Toaost popular turns 

'''■ *i I \ . '' i] f ; are neither the patriotic 

' I f warlike, but those 

¥ ‘ which please and satisfy, 

1 ‘ considered as works of 

I art. And these are ninety 

I " ^ y / \ per cent, of the whole. 

^ J ^ thinks of the 

^ ^ / shining guns which “ 0 ” 

( f W guns, any more than one 

Hammer ” as a belhger- 
ent gesture. The Musical 
‘ (done this year by 

‘VCit bailets, and never weju'ies 

(but it should have “good” 

SAVy GAS ATTACK OK THE BAKD. music, I feel, rather than 

“Don’t we have Fun?” 

I do not know if any such thoughts I and so on). Major-General Lord Euth- 


HEAVy GAS ATTACK OK THE BAKD. 


When one sees the Eoyal Tournament were in the mind of Mr. Walsh as he \ten revealed the interesting fact that 
and thinks of it not as a warlike de- took the salutes in the Eoyal Box. If the Tournament only began to pay when 
monstration but as a small sample of the so, there was only one episode that may this event was instituted in 1^2. Yet, 
physique, intelligence, general educa- have jarred them, the rather unneces- talking of “ the useful,” it appears that 
tion and character-training which the sary shooting of some weU-conducted there are those who question its place 
Fighting Departments are imparting savages in the bush. Not that the white in the show because “it is not under 
to many thousands, it is per- modern conditions a nrac- 


missible to wonder whether 
these Departments do not do 
as much good for the breed, 
habits, hygiene, mental de- 
velopment and social welfare 
of the race as the Ministry 
of Education, the Ministry 
of Health, the Ministry of 
' Labour and the Home Office 
all put together. Few of us 
wish to be back in the in- 
fantry, but most of us would 
be better men if we were. 

We should certainly shave 
more regularly, have better 
digestions and fewer doctor’s 
bills; while I fancy a man 
costs less in the Army in the 
long run than he does if he is 
unemployed. And is it not a 
good thing for the State that 
there should be these large ^ 
bodies of men who make no 
attempt to grow rich, take no 
^r^inpolitips, have no “ pub- 
licity,* * are not afraid of horses 



THE MOKUMEKTAD DEUMS OF THE 13/18 HUSSAES' 
LEND MOEAL SXJPFOBT TO THE MUSICAL BIDE. 

The Black, “At least I paw the gbound.” 

The Piebald, “And I can foam at the mouth.” 


modern conditions a prac- 
ticable evolution of war. ” No 
doubt, as the “mechanical- 
ising*’ of the Army proceeds, 
these critics will expect a 
MusicalDrive of steam-rollers 
drawing 20-inch guns. I liked, 
by the way, the two splendid 
drummers’-horses, who stood 
motionless throughout the 
proceedings, one pawing the 
ground, one foaming at the 
mouth, like understudies 
aching for a chance. 

Where again is the Beauty 
Chorus that could watch 
without envy the Physical 
Training Display of the Com- 
bined ^rvices, unsurpassable 
for uniformity, agility, leg- 
control and a certain austere 
grace ? It becomes a question 
whether our impresarios and 
chorus-girls should not be 
attached to the Services for 
a course of instruction in 
choreography. 






THE OVEBLAHD ROUTE. 

' Mad Moijtagu makes a bad stabt fob Lokdom and looks like overstating his leave. 


Equally artistic and technically an 
interesting novelty was the Drill Dis- 
play by a hundred-and-sixty recruits 
of the Guards* Depdt at Caterham, 
designed to illustrate the new method 
of recruit-training. None of the per- 
formers had had more than three 
months* training, but they had all the 
precision and thrilling fire of veteran 
Guardsmen. I could not detect a 
blemish, even in the notoriously ticklish 
.business of fixing bayonets. Surely for 
this turn the band should play that 
excellent tune, “ The Wooden Soldiers ! 
And, since it is generally considered 
necessary to include a little comic relief 
in the show (not always with suc- 
cess), may one suggest that it would 
be amusing, another year, if we were 
allowed to see the same number of 
recruits doing squad drill at an earlier 
stage ? Military drill is as funny done 
wrong as it is fine done right. 

The Field-Gun Competition was again 
very exciting and popular ; so was the 
tandem-jumping of the E. A.S.O. and the 
trick-riding of the 13 th/ 18 th Hussars; 
but (the only pebble I venture to throw 
at the show) I fancy the rest of the 
audience enjoyed the thrill of horses 
jumping over men as little as I did, 
though very likely the performers would 
reply that this is in fact the safest thing 
they do. 

“ Hearts of Oak,” the Grand Naval 
Pageant, is painstaking, picturesque, 
rich in colour and much enjoyed by 
the young; but the dramatic part of the 
programme is never quite so successful 
as it promises. It is only fair .to say, 
however, that the sailors and soldiers 
acted with a will, sang, shouted and 


hornpiped “ convincingly,*’ as the dra- 
matic critics say, though they were 
strangely uncertain' what to do with 
their hands so soon as they put on the 
uniforms of their ancestors. 

For comedy there is nothing to touch 
the removal of Eoderick Dubh’s body 



“SLOPS” IN THE MODE. 

Cloche Hats and Kerchiefs. 

last year; but the episode of Mad 
Montagu was unintentionally amusing. 
Captain Montagu (a sad wag, I fear), 
being at Portsmouth, applied for leave 
to go to London, but was told that he 
might “go no tother than his barge 
could take him.” A stickler for the 
letter of the law, he therefore mounted 
an enormous boat on wheels, placed 
himself and a gallant crew of oarsmen 


in it, attached to it a team of heavy 
draught-horses, and triumphantly en- 
tered the arena, the crew rowing vigor- 
ously in the air. Once inside the arena, 
however, the heavy draught-horses, dis- 
liking either the Captain or the band, | 
declined to go another step. And, after 
a great deal of fruitless persuasion, both 
he and his crew were compelled to dis- 
mount from the boat and push it (and 
the heavy draught-horses) to London. 
A common piece of leave-breaking 
after all. 

A fine show, as usual, and very 
worthy. In the last four years it has 
realised forty-two thousand pounds 
for Service Charities, not to mention 
twenty-five thousand pounds for the 
State by way of Entertainment Tax. 
(“ Shame ! ’*) There are still ten days | 
more of it. Please go. A. P. H. 

A Doubtful Tenure. 

“Mr. Ramsay MacDonald calmly, pursues 
his course as though he had a freehold lease 
of the Premiership .” — Indian JPajoer, 

“ The Sub-Committee charged with prepar- 
ing a report on a fixed Easter meets again this 
month. ... A good many replies and sugges- 
tions have been received. The Society of 
Gonfueius, in Peking, for example, has ex- 
pressed itself (favourably) on the subject.” 

Headway (League of Nation's Journal), 

Very encouraging. 

A propos of the production of Boito’s 
NerOt begun more than sixty years ago : 

“ No author has yet taken such infinitesimal 
pains to perfect the production of a work.” 

Daily Pajger. 

An apology seems due to the com- 
poser’s ghost. 





TO THE DUCKS OF ST. JAMES’S. 

These be yotir pleasant places, these your bowers, 
This many and many a day ; 

Here, floating' light as silver-petalled flowers, ' 
Long since your forbears lay, 

While through the iron hoops along the Mall 
Chaeles smote the painted ball. 

You know, you on the ruffling waves who ride, 

That by your grace alone 
The solemn blundering pelican may abide 
Upon his ledge of stone. 

And the .pert dabchicks wrangle on the green 
Frontiers of your demesne. 

Do some remote traditions of your kind, 

Some legends far and faint, 

People the va^e perspectives of your mind 
With lingering figures quaint, 

Plumed and bewigged and ribboned squires and 
dames, 

Gay ghosts of old St. James' ? 

Some ancestor of yours was swimming nigh 
When from a blushful tree 
One Samuel Pepys, as he was passing by, 

Snatched apples two or three, 

And peered around in fear and tried to stuff 
His spoils into his cuff. 

And, when a dark-browed saunterer paused to fling 
The corn-grains fast and thick, 

Your forbears knew their sovereign lord the King 
A nd, knowing the kingly trick, 

- Rejoiced and dipped their heads and gabbled loud — 
/ . A perfect Whitehall crowd ! 


But not of pilfering Pepys or laughing Chables 
You reck as I look down 
And listen to the dabchicks’ angry paries 
Along the shallows brown 
And mark your arrogant bearing and admire 
Your many-hued attire. 

You waste no thoughts on the irrelevant past ; 

One purpose you pursue 

With anxious nods and quacks and, swimming fast, 
You seek the ripples blue 
Where in a bobbing archipelago 

Lie spread the crumbs I throw. D. M. S. 


Jn a 000b Cause. 

^ The Royal United Kingdom Beneficent Association pro- 
vides Annuities for poor gentlefolk who are over forty years 
of age and unable by reason of bodily infirmity to earn their 
own living. Those who benefit by this charity are for the 
most part widows and orphaned daughters of professional 
men. Since its foundation some sixty years ago the Asso- 
ciation has distributed considerably more than a million 
pounds. 

The value of the Annuities, originally fifteen pounds, has 
by successive stages advanced to twenty-six pounds. In 
order to make the final increase apply to all beneficiaries 
an appeal for forty thousand pounds was made last year. 
The generosity of the public has furnished more than half 
this^ amount ; and Mr. Punch begs his readers to help in 
raising the balance of the sum needed. He asks them to 
come to the aid of the poor of their own class, whose suffer- 
ing, too commonly overlooked, is often even moi’e piteous 
than that of those who are born to poverty. 

Gifts should be addressed to the Secretary, H. P. 
Htjssey, Esq., The Royal United Kingdom Beneficent 
Association, 7, Arundel Street, Strand, W.C. 2. 
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A LAND OF PEOMISE. 

SiB.&'s'^o-sEMKS {employed). “THEY PEOMISED MB A HOUSE; BUT THBEE DON’T SEEM TO 
BE ENOUGH BEICKS, OE MEN TO LAY ’EM.” 

Second Wobkman {unemployed). “ THEY PEOMISED ME WOEK, AND I ’M WILLIN’ TO MATTE 
BEIOKS OE LAY ’EM; BUT I CAN’T GET A JOB.” 

Both {together). “AND THEY CALL THEMSELVES A 'LABOUE’ GOYEE’MBNT.” 







May 28 , 1924 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ^1,0 i 

Monday, ^ May 19th. — The Prime wards 
Minister informed Sir William Davi- 
son that the powers of the Soviet Dele- 
gation now in London are derived from 
the President of the People's Com- 
missaries of the Union of Soviet 
Socialist Eepnblics. That should surely 
have been enough to satisfy any reason- 
able man ; but I fear that on this sub- 
ject Sir William is not reasonable. 

He and his friends proceeded to put so 
many questions regarding the alleged 
propagandist tendencies of this highly- 
accredited delegation that the Speaker 
had to intervene. 

Inside the House of Commons, as 
well as outside, the air was charged 
with electricity this afternoon ; and so 
much of it was attracted to the devoted 
head of Mr. Willy Graham, in charge 
of the Pre-War Pensions Bill Eesolu- 
tion, that, efficient conductor as he is, 
he was unable to dissipate it all. In 
vain he pleaded that only lack of time 
and money prevented the Government 
from bringing in a really generous and 
comprehensive Bill, 

Members in all quarters refused to TH 
take the will for the deed. Sir J. 
Eemnant, the champion of the “ Porce,” 


Tuesday, May 20th . — The Lords, pital, against a proposal of the London 


c:.oocimv./e: \jr r/\nui/\m ciM 1 « never been sympathetic to- County Council to extend its tramway 

Monday, May 19th . — The Prime wards that democratic vehicle, the system past the doors of that institu- 
Minister informed Sir William Davi- tion. 

SON that the nowers of the Soviet Dele- Lord Newton seized the opportunity 

to withdraw his recent remarks about 
Viscount CuRzoN — ^not that he has 
changed his opinions in regard to furious 
driving, but because he finds that the 
noble Jehu's case is still sub judice. 

His reference to the accused as a 
courageous and energetic member of 
the Party to which I belong " might, I 
think, have been followed up by a 
reminder that the motto of that Party 
is “ Festina lente.” 

In commending the Prevention of 
Eviction Bill, brought from the Com- 
mons, the Lord Chancellor said that 
the floor of the other place was strewn 
with the corpses of slain Bills dealing 
with the same problem, whose urgency 
was attested by the fact that twenty 
thousand eviction orders were made 
last year. Lord Cave thought Lord 
Haldane might have added that only 
I . two thousand odd were carried out, but 
did not oppose the Second Eeading. 
comprehensive Bill. When Captain Brass asked the Pre- 

Members in all quarters refused to THE LIGHTNma OONDUOTOE. sident of the Board of Trade how 
take the will for the deed. Sir J . Mr. W. Graham. many commercial representatives were 

Eemnant, the champion of the “Porce,” employed abroad by his department, 

denounced the proposals as “niggardly.” tramcar, lent a ready ear to Lord Den- and whether it was part of their duties 
Sir L. Worthington-Evans demanded man when he pleaded, on behalf of the “to help the individual trader,” it was 
the withdrawal of the Eesolution and patients in the Eoyal Waterloo Hos- clever of Mr. Webb to read the reply to 
the introduction of a a nrevious ouestion dfinl- 



THE LIGHTNING OONDUOTOE. 
Mr. W. Graham. 


the withdrawal of the Eesolution and 'patients in the Eoyal Waterloo Hos- clever of Mr. Webb to read the reply to 
the introduction of a a previous question deal- 

exports to the 
Argentine. The result 
was to put the House 
into a good humour and 
make it ready to accept 
without too captious ex- 
amination the right an- 
swer when it came. In 
this Mr, Webb drew a 
subtle distinction be- 
tween finding markets 
for manufacturers, which 
was not the duty of the 
Government, and helping 
them to find markets 
for themselves, which 
was. 

In the opinion of most 
Members the chief de- 
fect in Mr. Shaw's Un- 
employment Insurance 
(No. 2) Bill appeared to 
be that it provided for 
the insurance of children 
from fourteen to sixteen 
years and thereby, it 
was argued, would insure 
their fong sent out to 

most violent speech that work at the earliest op- 

Lord WiNTERTON (an au- Disinterested Onlooker , “I don’t doubt that gentleman means well portunity in order to 
thority) had ever heard in offering you those sweets— -but think of the after-effects and qualifv for the dole. Dr 


better one, and, to the 
dismay of the Govern- 
ment, was supported by 
Sir John Simon (Liberal) 
and Mr. Baker (Labour). 

The attack was driven 
home by Sir John David- 
son, who indulges in the 
unpleasant hobby of col- 
lecting politicians* un- 
redeemed pledges, and (S- 
held up for contempt as 
a particularly glaring 
specimen the Govern- 
ment Eesolution. Mr. 
Hayes, the ex-policeman, 
attractively disguised in a 
brown suit with ,a red car- 
nation in his button-hole, ^ 
took up his truncheon 
on behalf of his former 
colleagues. Mr. John 
Eobertson, a Junior 
Whip, essayed to keep 
the bridge against this 
massed attack, but proved 
a somewhat petulant 
Horatius, and made the 
most violent speech that 
Lord WiNTERTON (an au- 










delivered from the Treas- 
ury Bench. 


DON^T YOU EAT "EM, 


Mb. T. Shaw (Minister of Labour). 


Dr. Macnamara, 


Macnamaba was especi- 
ally vigorous in his de- 
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nunciation of this clause. In what was 
perhaps the best speech of his life, he 
chaffed the Ministers who, after all 
their pre-Election talk, had been driven 
hack on that policy of doles described 
by Mr, MacDonald (out of office) as a 
tempting expedient for short-sighted 
and irresponsible politicians.” 

Lord Thomson's defence of the Gov- 
ernment for rejecting the Bueney 
airship scheme and putting forward 
one of their own was very well reasoned, 
but did not silence criticism. The Duke 
of Atholl, remembering that a few 
years ago he had dissipated some thou- 
sands of his own good pounds in aerial 
experiments, thought the Government 
AvoukI have been wiser to let Comman- 
der Bueney “ hold the baby ” in its early 
stages. ' LordCHELMSPOEDsaidthe Ad- 
miralty was keenly interested in airships 
and was conducting “ most amicable 
conversations” with the Air Ministry on 
the question of their control; but he 
doubted whether they could take the 
place of cruisers as “the eyes of the 
Eleet.” There is apt to be “ an indefin- 
able haze in the middle distance ” which 
may prevent effective observation from 
the air, even when from below visibility 
appears to be excellent. Some such 
haze had possibly found its way into 
the atmosphere of the Upper House, 
and accounted for the divergency of the 
views expressed. 

The House of Commons also took 
an aerial flight, and gave a Second 
Beading to the Auxiliary Air Force Bill. 
The debate displayed Mr.* Leach in a 
new light. His native pacifism has 
been “ subdued to what it works in, 
like the dyer's hand,” and, though he 
still regards the whole business of de- 
fence as “ a wicked waste of national 
substance,” he is not blind to facts and 
is determined to tnake the Air Force as 
efficient as possible. 

Sir S. Hoaee dwelt on the import- 
ance of popularising aviation, and 
Colonel -Mooee-Bbabazon made the 
practical suggestion that every effort 
should be made to induce the youth of 
this country to abandon the much more 
dangerous pastime of motor-cycling, 
“usually with a girl sitting behind,” 
and persuade them to do their joy-riding 
in an aeroplane with “ the same super- 
cargo.” 

In a rather thin House Sir J. Shieley 
Benn moved in the Commons for a 
Select Committee to inquire into the 
possibilities of developing our export 
trade. The clcni of the debate was the 
appearance of Mr. Sidney Webb as 
a professional optimist. Just as the 
depression of 1909 had been followed 
by the prosperity of 1913, so, he sug- 
gested, our present discontents might 
in 1926 be turned into joy. The earlier 


cloud of gloom lifted almost visibly from 
the shoulders of Members, who listened 
with rapt attention. But it fell again 
heavily when Mr. Webb turned round 
amiably with the remark that he would 
not advise any Member to put his 
money on such a probability. 

Thursday, May 22nd , — I don't sup- 
pose that Lord Bubnham foresaw that he 
was going to provide the Peers with so 
much entertainment when he moved 
that the question of St. Paul’s Bridge 
should be referred to the Fine Arts 
Committee recently set up by * the 
Government. His own speech was, as 
usual, straightforward and businesslike. 



“FOR DEFENSIVE PURPOSES ONLY.” 

Mb. W. Leach. 

But its greatest merit was in furnishing 
Lord Balfoub with a text for a sort of 
Eomanis lecture, in which he not only 
pontificated — ^the verb seems legitimate 
in this connection — on the rival claims 
of aesthetics and utilitarianism, but dis- 
covered a surprising acquaintance with 
engineering problems and the difficulties 
of London traffic. And that was not 
all, for after LordPAEMOOBhadindicated 
the Government's sympathy with the 
motion Lord Cubzon stepped in with 
an almost lyrical appreciation of the 
beauty of the Thames, and an impas- 
sioned appeal that no new bridge should 
be built unless it harmonised with the 
dome of St. Paul's. 

In the Commons the Home Secee- 
taey's statement, that for the purpose 
of regulating traffic at night the police 


were supplied with white gloves, did not 
give complete satisfaction. Complaint 
was made that stations were “issued” 
with only one pair of these gloves — 
“ which is very upsetting to the force ; ” 
while Viscount Cubzon, Vvdio would 
never wullingly drive over even the 
humblest constable, put in -a plea for 
white overalls. If conspicuousness be 
the object, why not white boots? 

Members were a little depressed by 
Mr. Clynes’ statement that only one 
week could be spared for the Whitsun- 
tide recess. But they quickly resumed 
their cheerfulness when Mr. Shaw rose 
to defend the Vote for his department. 
Not a whit dismayed by the knowledge 
that the Unionists meant to move a 
diminution in his salary, and that in the 
absence of the Liberal “ oxen” at their 
Brighton conference it might quite pos- 
sibly be carried, the Ministee of Labour 
carried the war into the enemy's coun- 
try ; boldly asserting that our industrial 
troubles were mainly due to the “ blun- 
dering incompetence” of the late Gov- 
ernment, and that not until the new 
Prime Minister “ made a declaration ” 
had things taken a turn for the better. 

Then he drew a rose-coloured picture 
of all that the Government* had done to 
provide work, and proudly pointed out 
that there were nearly a quarter of a 
million fewer unemployed than when 
they came into office. 

Dr. Macnamaea unkindly interjected 
that last year the “ seasonal ” reduction 
was two hundred and eighty thousand ; 
and Sir W. Joynson-Hicks asserted that 
the^Government had merely carried out 
the plans of their predecessors and had 
not produced a single “ rabbit ” of their 
own. 

Mr. Masterman was scarcely less 
bitter in his denunciation of “ the 
Government of broken promises,” and 
if the division had been taken at the 
dinner-hour Mr. Shaw's salary would 
almost certainly have been docked. But 
[Miss Bondfield ably asserted her 
feminine privilege of talking as long as 
she liked ; and her speech and a debate 
on a private Bill staved off* the dan- 
gerous moment until the arrival of 
“ the Brighton express,” bringing with 
it enough Liberals to help the Govern- 
ment to defeat the closure by a majority 
of 34. The Vote was accordingly 
adjourned, and for the present Mr. 
Shaw's salary is intact. 

Soaps stand still .” — Trade Ta^er. 

Just the kind we want in our bath. 

Pianos from 10 gns. generally in stock, suit 
able beginners.” — Ad'ot, in Provincial Payer, 

Then they would be no use to the girl 
next door, who is willing enough, but 
far from able. 




BROWSINGS IN BOOKLAND. 

{A Shidy in Benevolence : loith acTcnoio- 
ledgments to “ The British Weekly.'') 

I HAVE been taking a preliminary- 
canter through an early copy of Waffle- 
headed Wullie, by Mr. Donald Blurt, 
which Mr. Margeworth will shortly 
publish. It is a most able and impres- 
sive study of a '‘moron/’ and all the 
more impressive because Mr. Blurt in 
his Preface disavows any intention to 
“ edify ” his readers or truckle to senti- 
mentality; his aim being simply “to 
effect a synthesis of objectivity, sub- 
jectivity and relativity as sensed by an 
honest observer.” It must be admitted 
that Mr. Blurt has gone far, some 
people may think too far, in his consci- 
entious efforts to realfse his intention. 
He does not minimise the disquieting 
problems suggested by the increasing 
numbers of “morons” in our midst, 
and his method of dealing with them 
may seem too drastic for some readers. 
Still, as I have said, it is, or at any rate 
appears to be, a remarkable book. I 
confess, however, to being somewhat 
puzzled by a sentence in Mr. Blurt’s 


Preface, where he observes, “We want 
less frowst and more Proust in modern 
fiction.” . What is “ Proust ” ? I cannot 
find the word in "the N. E. D., but in the 
English Dialect Dictionary there is a 
quotation from Waugh, the Lancashire 
author, in which he speaks of something 
having “ prowst my inside up,” which 
seems to indicate upheaval. And no 
doubt there are occasions when we 
need stimulants rather than sedatives. 

* * ^ 

I must confess that I have been more 
pained than pleased to read the plea for 
“the revival of Bludyer” in a- recent 
issue of The Skittish Weekly. It is 
quite possible to regret the excesses of 
some modern authors and to admit that 
their panegyrics of paganism, if trans- 
lated into action, might exercise a dis- 
integrating effect on the fabric of social 
life. But it is easy to exaggerate the 
influence of these caracolings, and I 
for one am firmly convinced that the 
use of the bludgeon or the tomahawk 
is to be deprecated. Bather should we 
«adopt the methods of a sweet reason- 
ableness in dealing with these offenders, 
especially when they are first offenders. 


Let us in conclusion never forget that 
the most frolicsome lambkin may and 
often does (subject to the demands of the 
meat market) develop into the staidest 
of sheep. * * * 

The romance by the brilliant Eou- 
manian authoress, Countess Corczscru, 
which aroused intense interest duringits 
serial issue in the pages of the SanctmUy 
has now been published in book form 
by Messrs. Dodder and Podder. The 
Countess holds the balance between 
Eoundheads and Cavaliers with a mar- 
vellously judicial hand, and it may be 
safely averred that, if she has not sur- 
passed Silas Hocking, she has, at any 
rate, eclipsed Sir Walteb Scott. Be- 
linda of Basing is replete with purple 
patches, alternating with passages of 
reverberating eloquence and strokes of 
pathos which bear the unmistakable 
sign-manual of genius. Miss Dell 
must look to her laurels. 


“ He was very mild-mannered, and once re- 
proved a colleague for saying * Dawn,* *’ 

Daily Paper, 

It is a nice question whether “ Morn- 
ing” would have been in better taste. 
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A CALEDONIAN IN EXTREMIS. 

Yeaes ago, when my brother and I 
drifted about the grey streets of Aber- 
deen with young curious eyes and bare 
red knees, Peter McPhee — by courtesy, 
Uncle Peter — ^was the Alexander of 
our world. 

He used to come often enough to our 




“He would come steidii^g- down the 

STEEET.” 


house, and his visits thrilled us with 
speechless hero-worship. 

Uncle Peter was a great man. He 
was even greater than our father, and 
in those days fathers were something. 
We were not then come to the age of 
the clay-feet parent. 

He had fought the Boers, we knew, 
and singed Oom Paul’s beard. ‘ There 
was no ocean he had not triumphantly 
traversed, no desert he had not splendidly 
crossed. The lion hid from him, the tiger 
cowered at his approach, the mad ele- 
phant was yet sane enough to avoid 
him and not even his own broad chest 
might hold all his medals. 

And moreover he took the eye. Big 
and tall, with a fiery beard like a burn- 
ing haystack and a laugh that shook 
the roofs, he would come striding down 
the street that led to our house like the 
hero of a hundred sagas. That he would 
have overset any horse-and-cart in his 
way was too obvious to be debatable. 

, We used to have a queer sort of meal 
about half-past six called a high tea. 
He would sit, surrounded by us all, 


eating prodigiously and pounding the 
table as he talked. 

And when afterwards he lit his amaz- 
ing pipe, stretched his great legs to 
the fire and said, I don’t think ye ’ve 
hear-r-rd of the black lion that Fair-r-r- 
guson and I stumbled upon last autumn 

near the Thir-r-rd Oatar-r-ract ” 

well, fhen—hxxt there are no words for 
that. . . , 

Last week I met him in the Strand 
and found him sadly changed. 

He hardly knew me, but there was 
no mistaking him, and we turned into 
Totti’s for lunch. 

He was no more the gigantic hero 
of the old days, and disillusion stirred 
within me. But it was moire than the 
mere disillusion of years that moved 
me. The face of Uncle Peter was thin 
and haggard, and his eyes were those 
of a coursed rabbit. 

And then at lunch it was pitiable. 
The old Gargantua was the new ascetic 
— or was it dyspeptic ? If it were not 
indigestion there was indeed something 
wrong. A little fish, some dry toast, 
some fruit and water-tap-water. And 
i he rejected my proffered case, saying, a 



“His eyes were those op a coursed 

BABBIT.” 


little wearily, that he no longer smoked. 
Yet the absurdly handsome tip that he 
gave the waiter belied the notion that 
he had become mean. 

As we came out he told me that he 
was living at the other side of London 
and would catch a train at Charing 
Cross. Would I come with him ? 

I stepped off the kerb to cross over. 


and then he caught my arm. I was 
puzzled. There was no traffic to speak 
of, and the nearest taxi was fifty yards 
avray. But he waited until it was gone. 

Time and again I started, only to be 
restrained by that nervous clutching 
hand. 

We came at last to his little house in 
a quiet neighbourhood. There he lived 
with his housekeeper, a stern Scots- 
woman who had looked after him for 
more than ten years and treated him 
like a younger brother. 

I managed to speak to her while 
Uncle Peter was in another room. I 
expressed my anxiety regarding his 
health, and suggested that he must be 
much older than I had always believed. 

He ’s no so old,” she said — “ barely 
sixty. And as for his health, it 's grand. 
He ’il make a hundred with care. At 
least so they told him,” she added after 
a pause, “ when he sank all his money 
in an annuity last year.” 


REUNION OR PROFIT? 

I LOOKED at the two paper packets 
lying on the table and again I looked at 
The Timee' front page. 

sic sje ^.c 

I recalled the family with the Ther- 
mos. Uncle Joe in the white flannel 
trousers with blue lines, the brown-and- 
white shoes and the field-glasses over 
his shoulder, who always comes late and 
says it was the fault of the car — ^in fact 
who never fails to mention the car 
somehow — and who is so effusively 
welcomed by his niece and her husband. 

^‘Are you sure you’re comfortable, 
uncle ? ” says the niece. 

‘‘ Quite all right, thank you.” 

And then, a little later, ‘‘ Ready for 
some tea, uncle ? ” 

“If there’s nothing stronger I think 
I could do with a cup. I was up rather 
late last night playing bridge.”* 

And then I thought of the two women 
who meet so seldom and have so much 
to talk about and who talk so loudly. 

“What do you think Annie’s done 
now? ” 

“What.” 

. “She’s forced Fred to take a house 
at Melton Mowbray.” 

“No.” 

“Yes. They ’re to hunt all the winter 
and breed Wes^ Highland terriers all 
the summer. But it won’t last, of 
course. It never does. It ’s a marvel 
how Fred stands it.” 

“Poor old Fred! ” 

“Yes, poor old Fred ! But he ’s only 
himself to blame. He should put his 
foot down.” 

“Foot? He hasn’t got one. And 
that reminds me. You remember that 
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Miss Splay who used to go to Scotland 
every year? Well, she’s opened a 
milliner’s shop oiff Hanover Square. 
It ’s called Noisette.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen it. Is Noisette 
Miss Splay ? ” 

“ Yes. I bought a hat there yester- 
day. Not at all dear. She has some 
lovely things. Would you go with me 
to-morrow ? ” 

“ No, I daren’t. As a matter of fact 
I ’ve given up new clothes. Tell me 
some more about Fred and Annie,” 

“ I suppose you heard that all the 
servants left on the same night ? ” 

I looked at the two paper packets 
lying on the table. 

And then I thought of the solicitous 
ones — the married pair. 

“ Are you sure you ’re not in a 
draught, dear ? ” 

“ No, I don’t feel one.” 

“Hadn’t you better put on your 
overcoat ? It ’s silly to run risks.” 

“Very well, then, perhaps I will. 
Shall I blow up your cushion a little 
more ? ” 

j That was of course an air-cushion. 
But there are the two women, a mother 
and daughter, who bring ordinary 
stuffed cushions with them, and you 
know how much room such articles 
can take up. Narrow seats too — ^indeed 
I have heard angry people call them 
scandalously inadequate seats. I for- 
get what the statutory allowance of 
sitting-room is — eighteen inches, I be- 
lieve, in the omnibuses — but people 
can be such encroachers, can’t they ? 

I looked at the two paper packets 
lying on the table, and again I glanced 
at The Times. 

And the Felixes, I thought, those 
who keep on walking and are always 
going to see if there might be some- 
thing more interesting somewhere else 
and then coming back because there 
isn’t. Their sorrow for the inconveni- 
ence caused by passing and repassing 
so often is no compensation for their 
restlessness. 

And the two friends, also women, 
i who always get the names wrong. 

“ Where is She ? ” one asks. 

“There, in the first row. Number 
three from the end.” 

“ Which end ? ” 

“The far end.” 

“ The one in yellow ? ” 

“No, that’s Number five from the 
end. Number three.” 

“ Oh, the one turning round to the 
man behind ? ” 






“No, that’s Number four. She’s 
the one next to that one.” 

“Nonsense, my dear ; that isn’t Her. 
That ’s Miss Something-or-other who 's 
so like Her.” 

:^c 

And the family who take it in turns 
to come and always ’ have chocolates 
(which they call “ chockies ”) and always 
regret that Dot isn’t here to-day, be- 
cause she would have loved it So. They 
would be all right but for their habit 
of standing up just" wh*en it is most 


important that they should be sitting 
down. ^ ^ 

I looked at the two paper packets 
lying on the table. Again I turned 
their seductive pages, weighing them 
in my hands like gold-dust, 

“ Shall I,” I asked myself, “run the 
risk of sitting in the midst of all those , 
people again, or shall I answer Box N. 
849, who wants two seats for the whole 
meeting, centre court, and will give 
any price in reason ? ” E. V. L. 
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ROLLING STONE. 

I AiN't a-goin’ to sign in this ship, sonny, 

Nor sail in 'er no more ; 

I 'm goin' to mosey round an’ spend my money 
An’ ’aye my run ashore . . . 

An’ then look for a ship that ’s bound somewheres 
as I ’ye neyer been afore. 

It ain’t as I ’ye got anythink agin ’er 
Of any soru or kind, 

It ain’t as I ’ayen’t ’ad as good times in ’er 
As any I can mind, 

It ain’t as I ’aven’t ’ad as good shipmates as a man 
’ud wish to find. 

It ’s just that I ’m fed up with things an’ places 
An’ all the blessed show, 

An* what I want ’s a fresh lot o’ chaps’ faces 
An’ a ship as I don’t know, 

An’ different grub an’ a strange berth to lie in an’ 
somewheres else to go. 

I ’ye alius been that way since I was a nipper 
An’ ’ooked it off’ to sea. 

Or I daresay by now I ’d ’a’ been a skipper 
Or mate at least maybe, 

But if I could I wouldn’t do no different (which 
I couldn’t, bein’ me 1). 

An’ I ain’t a-goin’ to sign again, sonny, 

In this old ship no more ; 

I ’m goin’ to mosey round an’ spend my money 
An’ ’aye my run ashore . . . 

An’ then I ’ll look for a ship that ’s goin’ somewheres 
as I ’aven’t teen afore. 0. P. S. 


THE PERILS OF PHILANTHROPY. 

Some time ago I called on my tailor while I was in the 
mood to perform an act of self-denial. So strong Ayas the 
impulse that it caused me to stop short of adding a between- 
seasons’ suit to my order, and on returning home I des- 
patched a cheque to a Charity for the amount the suit 
would have cost me. 

The peculiar glow which is the reward of none but the 
altruistic remained with me for some days, and I wore 
the old suit (which must now carry on in a good cause) 
with something of a novitiate’s secret pleasure in his first 
hair-shirt. 

But as time went on doubt disturbed my equanimity. I 
remembered that* it had always been my custom to buy a 
between-seasons* suit at this time of the year and that 
in consequence all sorts of people had grown to depend 
on my habit. They relied upon my patronage. I had let 
them down. 

To begin with, the cloth was all wool. That meant that 
a living chain extending from the back-blocks of Australia 
to Bradford (producer, operators, market-riggers, entre- 
prenenrs, if you like, but nevertheless, to a philanthropist, 
fellow-creatures) was to be deprived of my support in a 
bad year in order that I might enjoy the luxury of doing a 
good action. 

And then there was cotton (**all wool” was only my 
tailor’s way of describing the cloth). As if it were not enough 
that the boll weevils were ravaging the cotton-fields in 
America, here was I in England making things still more 
diflScult by forgoing my usual demand for a suit with cotton 
in the warp. 

I recalled also that the quiet grey of my customary choice 


was enlivened tastefully with a silk stripe. An insignificant 
matter this, you say. But I was haunted by the picture 
of a decent plodding Italian sitting in the shade of a mul- 
berry-tree. He seemed to me to be on the point of for- 
giving England the part she played in the Corfu incident; 
but now a fresh cause for bitterness arises : the lessened 
demand for silk (sfcill further diminished by the economy 
which made my act of benevolence possible) is throwing 
large numbers of his silkworms out of employment. 

Furthermore, I did nob forget my tailor; or perhaps I 
should say that I did not overlook the fact that he would 
suffer as a direct outcome of my magnanimity. By all the 
precedents he was entitled to expect that I should order 
that suit. For all I know, he may have budgeted on the 
profit he would have made on it, and my default, by making 
him disinclined to buy his wife some promised trifle — say, a 
new hat — may have sown the first seeds of life-long domestic 
unhappiness. 

As I made this reflection the pink glow of benevolence 
deepened into the purple blush of remorse. I felt that the 
public acknowledgment of my donation : — 

Teis- Guineas . X. Y. Zo-and-zo, Esq. 
ought to have lun thus : — 

Ten Guineas . Unconsciously contributed by innocent i)ersons in 
tke textile trades, commencing with : — 

Wool-gathering Billjims (Australia) ; 

Cotton-growing Reubs (U.S.A.) ; 

Silk-producing Eascisti (Italy), 
and culminating in the involuntary philanthropy 
of a 

Bespoke Tailor (England), 

X^er one ivho prefers to remain anonymous. 

I have brooded over this problem without finding the key. 
I had hoped that my Bank Manager might be able to help 
me. I explained very carefully to him how my donation had 
been a set-back to the textile people, and would he let me 
overdraw further to the extent of ten guineas, so that I 
might buy, as in honour bound, a new suit ? But he pointed 
out that a loan to me would only transfer the distress from 
one particular trade to business in general and accentuate 
the money stringency by precisely the amount of my dona- 
tion, And as he showed me to the door he outlined to me 
undreamt-of effects of my kindly action, namely that my 
ten guineas to charity must be reflected in the Falling Im- 
ports, the adverse Trade Balance and the fluctuations in 
the European exchange. 

It would seem then that even in doing good one cannot 
avoid being ruthless; and I can only hope that my con- 
science may grow less sensitive as I become more addicted 
to benevolence. 


^‘DONEO EEIS FELIX.” 

In this wonderful world of adventure in trade 
All sizes of fortunes are made and unmade. 

Thei-e are fortunes in turning old mansions to flats; 
In the tinning of sardines or even of sprats ; 

In the artful designing and trimming of hats ; 

In the wholesale synthetic production of fats 
‘Masquerading as butter in rolls and in pats; 

In the dexterous blending of whisky in vats ; 

In the making of golf-clubs and rackets and bats ; 
In the careful exploitiug of talented brats; 

In the printing of private and intimate chats; 

But the strangest of all is the latest, and that ’s 
The fortune amassed by the filming of cats. 


“If Mrs. will communicate with Messrs. , Solicitors, she will 

hear of something to her advantage ? hi Provincial Paper. 

The note of interrogation has a sinister look. 
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Tuc* Di V in three phases by Archibald DE Bear* Alfred Lester and Billy Leonard 

AT THE PLAY. incidental music by Norman O’Neill, in a s'^ooi Telling Benny — ^first- 

“ The PuNCH-BoyL ” (Duke op choreography by Herbert Mason and rate ; Doris Patston and the charm- 

York’s). costumes and setting by Clifford Pem- ing ladies of the Chorus in a bright 

A MUCH more than ordinarily at- ber,” was really distinguished. Phase sketch, ; Alfred Lester 

tractive affair, this Pmich-Boivl. And One : the Showman's Wife (Norah and Billy Leonard professing, quite 
a very complicated brew. I counted Blaney) tells the indignant Showma^i falsely, to be high-class vocalists and 
t^wenty authors and composers on the (Alfred Lester) that the old show is simultaneous dancers ; Sonnie Hale 
programme, hut they were not too many out of date. As he sleeps in his chair and Hermione Baddeley and the 
to spoil the punch. And there was a the puppet Punch (Billy Leonard) Chorus in a very spirited pseudo- South 
jolly dynamic air of youth about the comes out from his box to argue with Sea Island sort of thing which was 
whole business. Even the audience him and suggest improvements — all cheered to the echo, and Norah Blaney 
seemed to have been packed with the this at too great length, I confess, and as herself, with her engagmg partner, 
younger generation. If this was a a little dully, a matter which should be Gwen Parrar, who has found new 
conspiracy it was unnecessary. The remedied. Phase Two The Ballet,” a ways of emitting grotesque and divert- 
show can certainly carry itself, and most charmingly-conceived, admirably- ing noises. Good heavens, what a 
should be — will be — one of the dis- produced and spirited affair. The mim- mixture 1 When one or two items have 
tinguished .theatrical successes of the ing of Billy Leonard, Sonnie Hale been dropped or trimmed, this will be 


year in its own light line. 


tv 


^ !^w5' 


One can do little more than make a 1 (Toby) — a particularly attractive perfor- 
duU catalogue of the best 
thingSr . . , Particularly 

delightful the dancing of ^ 

Doris Patston, Doris 
Bransgrovb and Wyn 

Clare in a preliminary %/rJv ^ 

canter about nothing in 
particular. Ingenious, 
too,the^‘SixCharactersin 
Search of Shakespeare.” 
bored with 

willing Ophelia almost ^ 

distraught with a sur- E 

feit of Ramlet, ^Samlet 

better in conception than J ^ f/) ^ 

execution. . . . Marjorie ^ * 

Spiers singing, moving 

and dancing charmingly n^ATonq 

in a queer song, Those ^ JEALOUS. 

Eyes,” and with her as Badd 

comely and shapely a p* \ 

Chorus as I have sLn, Polly Peachum Miss Pats. 


{Joey the Clown), little Annie Kasmir as near a perfect little show of its kind 


as can be presented in a very imper- 
feet w^orld. T, 









JUDY THE JEALOUS. 

Miss Baddeley. 

Punch Mr. Billy Leonard. 

Polly Peachum Miss Patston. 


OPERATICS. 

I doubt if even Herr 
Eichard Strauss him- 
self would pretend that 
the Near-Eastern sensu- 
ousness which he at- 
tempts to convey in Sa- 
lome is congenial to the 
Teutonic temperament. 
The pedantic wrangling 
of the Hebrew Scholars 
was German enough, and 
so, incidentally, was the 
Prophet's confident an- 
ticipation of “ Der Tag \ ” 
but for the rest neither 
the music nor the Ger- 
man rendering of the au- 
thor's Erench seemed 
very closely related (I had 
almost said “germane”) 
to the theme. I am cer- 
tain too i\\Q,t,iiNarrahoth 
had been a Captain in 


not bored and mechanical, but rippling mance — Hermione Baddeley {Judy), the Prussian Guard and committed sui- 
about as if they enjoyed^ it all. . . . and Marjorie Spiers {The Doctor) was cide whilst on duty, this breach of dis- 
Norah Blaney singing with expected -excellent, as was the formal dancing, cipline would have been made the ob- 
accomplishment a sentimental, almost particularly that of Doris Patston ject of remark. But nobody paid the 
a mock-sentimental, song, with a sort {Polly Peachtm), But this should per- least attention to his corpse until 
of saxophone flavour. But she is artist haps not be treated as an affair of slipped in its blood in the course 

enough surely to sacrifice that top individual accomphshments. It was of the ensuing scene, 
note so unreasonably dragged in to soniething much better and rarer, an And much the same comment might 
shatter an atmosphere — if you can artistically satisfactory whole. be passed on Mme. G5ta Ljundberg’s 

shatter atmospheres — so carefully Phase Three: the old wakes interpretation of Salome, Judged by 

contrived . ... A live duet, “ Every up still cliuging to his faith that it her very natural acting in the gentle 
Minute of every Day, between Norah would be a betrayal of the children to and domestic characters of Sieglinde 
Blaney and Michael Cole, and some tamper with the old show, and we are and Ghitnme, she did not seem the 
attractive dancing by eight competent pleasantly enough given a taste of the likeliest person for this lurid part. I 
members of the company . . . ^ One of real thing to drive home his point; admit that morality was not 

Alfred Lesters ^characteristic droll- Alfred Lester, the jSAow;ma», admir- altogether above reproach, and that 
eries, G-ardening. . . . ** The Breakfast- ably sympathetic and pathetic, as was both she and Gutrune tampered with 
time Eollies, by the pek of the com- Norah Blaney, the TFz/c. other people’s drinks for their own 

pany, winch mended Billy Leonard, Part III, a very happy little epilogue ends (for I presume it was Gutrune 
\ bONNiE Hale, Hermione Baddeley, of scintillating revue. Sonnie Hale,, who “philtred” Siegfried's beverage); 
to end a sound Part I. ^ seems to have already made a but still we had very little confidence 

It Part 1. was competent, Part II., following in very amusing and com- in Mme. Ljundberg’s ability to portray 
Punch-and-Judy-up-to-date, a> ifinttisj petent song and dance; Norah Blaney, a type that cannot exactly be said to 





have illustrated any of the Scandinavian 
virtues. 

And our doubts were in a meas- 
ure justified. Her gestures of allure- 
ment might well have failed to dis- 
turb a less ascetic personality than the 
Prophet. PLev pas seul of The Seven 
Veils,” equally wasted on the Prophet 
(who, like Truth, was down at the bottom 
of the well during this interlude), was 
more seductive, if you care for a bowd- 
lerised edition of the danse du ventre ; 
but by this time we had formed a fixed 
idea that her Orientalism was an arti- 
ficial pose. 

However, she came by her own at 
the end, when in spite of the gruesome- 
ness of the situation (worse, I must 
suppose, for her than for us, who were 
only suffered to have a back view of a 
black chevelure on the charger), she 
realised the moving appeal of the only 
beautiful passage in the whole opera. 

I found Herr Ktrchhoff’s Herod a 
little too plebeianly comic for a Tetrarch ; 
but perhaps he wanted to live up to 
Herodias' rude reminder that his father 
was a camel-driver. The bottom of 
the well, where the Prophet did a lot 


of his singing, should, I think, have 
been fitted with an amplifier ; but even 
when he emerged Mr. Schiffbr’s 
rather wooden attitude did not en- 
courage us to believe that he was enjoy- 
ing an access of inspiration. Nor did 
the robust solidity of his figure bear 
out the opinion of him expressed by 
Salome — “How wasted he is! He is 
like a thin ivory statue.” 

To fill up the time we were given 
the second part of the last Act of 
Siegfried. The two Eichards in the 
field afforded an interesting contrast. 
After the nervy unrest of Strauss we 
were for the first time favourably im- 
pressed by the leisureliness of Wagner. 
Appropriateness of physique has never 
been a dominant feature of Grand Opera, 
and here a rather opulent Briinnhilde 
and a Siegfried of middle-elderly aspect 
left us once more free to concentrate on 
the spiritual side of this romance of 
Love and Youth. But when the orches- 
tra gave her a chance I thought Miss 
Florence Austral's voice as sym- 
pathetic as that of any Briinnhilde I 
have ever met. Herr Kirohhoff's par- 
ticular gifts did not show so well in the 


part of Siegfried as in that of Loge of 
the agile brain. 

Talking of Loge^ I think it must have 
been he, in his capacity of Fire-god, 
who turned down the flames as soon 
as Siegfried had entered the charmed 
circle. When one reflected that they 
had been alight for the best part of a 
quarter of a century, this sudden econ- 
omy seemed a little paltry. But one 
must remember that he could only just 
have heard of the fracture of Wotan's 
spear and the consequent menace to the 
career of that vienx marcheur ; and no 
doubt thought it best to save himself 
up for the finale, when he would be re- 
quired to illuminate the Dusk of the 
Gods by the combustion of Walhalla, 

. 0. S. 

Komance. 

“Working Gent., 33 years, no means, but 
abstainer, bright and affectionate, desires to 
Meet Widow or Spinster ; reason of advert, 

‘ tired of lodgings.’ ” — Advt. in Local Paper, 


“ Hark I Ah, the nightingale, the yawny- 
throated ” — Daily Paper. 

Bored with the broadcasting, no doubt, 
poor bird. 
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ID Dnrki/iMr' figure in these pages ; but it is good that their 

^ , fame should be preserved a little longer. Excellent is the 

(By Mr, Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks,) story that added four extra guns to the salute of His 

There is hardly a reviewer nowadays, be he never so Highness the Maharajah of Indore, which .happened when 
wedded to his craft, who can escape dropping in, like Alice the “ Chicken ’’ was on Lord Northbrook’s Staff in India, 
at the Mad Hatter s tea-party, at the tail-end of some trilogy I like the picture of this stalwart captain in his dressing- 
or^ other and having painfully to gauge, on the chaotic gown, reproduced opposite p. 52. It is Ouidaesque. Some- 
evidence of the place in which he finds himself, which of. the times one asks oneself what our author was doing in this 
two previous volumes is responsible for the crumbs and who galley. His was, as he points out, an eminently serious 
it was that upset the milk-jug. Mr. E. E. Benson, however, family, mostly parsonic or Parliamentarian, with an ancestor 
is fa,r too genial and considerate a host to let even the who had been Archbishop of York after the Eestoration 
tardiest reader suffer for his tardiness ; so, although I entered and at least a dozen livings in the family gift. One of 
on David of King' s (HobDER) without any preliminary ac- them — Melton Mowbray itself — ^the author might have had, 
quaintance with David Blaize and the Blue Door or David “ instead of which ” he went about visiting Texas and the 
Blaize, I had no difficulty whatever in finding my bearings. Eockies and risking his neck over the big Leicestershire 
There were no topographical subterfuges. Cambridge was oxers and at Irish steeplechases and accumulating material 
Cambridge from the outset. ^ And as for personalities, if my for these rerainiscences. Probably the public is the gainer, 
own interior light (such as it is) had not' been engendered though towards the end the reader may find himself bogged 
at Oxford, I daresay I should have rechristened the dons in such subjects as bimetallism and preference tariffs and 


temporarily baptized as 
Mr, Mackintosh and Mr, 
Croiofoot as speedily as 
I did the renowned 
viveur and conversa- 
tionalist who prances 
through Mr. Benson’s 
pages as G. Of 
course, apart from A, G, 
— ^who was never, I am 
sure, induced to play 
second fiddle anywhere 
— ^the book reserves all 
its limelight for the 
young, and particularly 
for the blithe and ex- 
hilarating Davidy the 
sober and archaeological 
Maddox and the amor- 
ous Bags — now The 
Honourable Crabtree, 
The adventures of this 
trio, a merry, ' slightly 
fatuous round — with 
one conversation of 
rather embarrassing 



Head Clerk, “I soery to have to inform you, Sib, that our esteemed 

CASHIER HAS SUDDENLY DEPARTED AND LEFT A GAP WHICH I ’M AFRAID IT 
WILL BE DIFFICULT TO FILL.” 


Imperial Federation. 
Mr. Frewen has always 
had the courage of his 
convictions — some 
might even say he was 
a trifle cock-sure. But 
he has “warmed both 
hands before the fire of 
life,” and maintains a 
cheerful combativeness 
at seventy. For which 
I can forgive him much, 
even his reference to the 
famous epigram from 
which^the above phrase 
is taken as “Landor’s 
pretty lines.” Pretty ! 

luiGod'sSte^p-Ghildren . 
(Constable) Sara Ger- 
trude Millin has writ- ' 
ten a masterly book, 
extraordinarily vivid 
“ and thoughtful and , per- 
haps a rarer quality, 
artistically compact. In 


intimacy, one May-week idyll of Gilberfcian prettiness and the eighteen- twenties a zealous, dreamy but weak-minded 
absurdity, plenty of rugger, teimis and chess-draughts (you missionary among the Hottentots marries a native girl. He 
time the moves with a metronome set to andante) yBXid enough convinces himself that such a union will fittingly symbotisB"' 
work in the background to make a couple of firsts not wholly the equality of white and coloured before God, but it-is indi- 
preposterous — I can recommend as the pleasantest possible cated without cynicism that the convigticm-is^'rather the 
reading for an unexacting afternoon. In manner and matter result of loneliness and a definite disappointment in love 
the book recaUs my old favourite, The Babe The book deals with the effect of this marriage through 

was an excellent portrait of its kind, and David of King s four generations in a land where the feeling against mixed 
IS worthy to hang on the same wall. blood is so bitter that the grandson, Hans Kleinhaus, a 

, , . . ;; : — , , q^te pathetically worthy fellow and almost white-skinned, 

Hunting xemimscences are in the air. Only the other is sjamboked almost to the point of death for merely helping 
day we had G^^een Peas at Christmas, in which “ Gumley ” a little Boer girl to find her strayed cattle. The great-grand- , 
Wilson gossiped pleasantly of old days with the Ather- daughter Elmira, a lovely girl, even whiter than her father 
stone, the Pytchley and the North Warwickshire. Now it Ham, and convent-educated, is still so isolated as to become 
Fr^en with a stouter work, Melton in despair the wife of an old hypochondriacal English settler 
Mowbray and Other' Memories (Jenkins), written in much whose cold nature is fired by her beauty. Of this May-and- 
the ^me spirit ; only this^ time we have the Quorn and December marriage, its normal difficulties enhanced by the 
the Gottesmom and sometimes the Meynell. Like “The persisting “taint,” the issue is a charming, gifted, ultra- 
bQUiRE, Mr. Frewen also had an Irish estate, and put in sensitive boy, who serves as a chaplain in the War and 
^me useful days in the Meath country and the Kilkenny, marries an English girl. Obsessed by the conviction of his 
He seems to have a ^nius for nmkmg friends and for recol- hereditary taint, he renounces his wife and child to go and 
lecting good stories about them. Probably by this time a new take up missionary work among the natives — a belated 
generation has sprung up that knows not those great men of penance for his ancestor’s folly. Not perhaps a very promis- 
the past, Bay Middleton and “Chicken ” Hartopp and ing theme, but worked out with a rare sincerity and artistry. 
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Husband , “What sort of fish is this? It tastes like hake, it looks like plaice, and it smells like halibut/’ 

Wife , “Well, I told Jane to order sole, and the man said all he had was whitino. But on the -rtt.t , he put down 

EEL, AND CHARGED THE PRICE OF COD.” 


In Indian Politics (Nisbet) Mr. J. T. Gwynn has aimed 
at getting together at first hand, for the enlightenment of 
the average Englishman, a complete collection of all the 
idea,s that are flying np and down India in regard to the 
host of horribly complex and disconcerting problems that 
have emerged there. This sounds serious enough, but the 
author has found means to lighten his rather depressing 
theme with a certain leaven of cheerful, if sometimes a 
little familiar, incident — of the gentleman, for instance, 
who took his goddess out of her shrine and basted her 
over the head with a slipper to mend her manners ; or of 
that other gentleman who claimed an hereditary right to 
I supply milk to all the houses in a certain street. Every- 
body who has any opinion at all on Sivaraj may find it 
here, and anyone still lacking an opinion may here be con- 
, veniently supplied by an authority who has little or no 
leaning ^ towards any. ^ His great qualification, indeed, is 
his ability to sympathise with all, as his great concern is 
to persuade every member of the responsible public at home 
— meaning you and me — that an opinion of some kind and 
a practicable policy we must develop, and the sooner the 
better. ^ So here are policies, practicable or otherwise and. 
conflicting beyond belief, that range from a demand for 
instant^ complete autonomy, through all stages of delayed 
or partial transference of authority and endless local varia- 
tions, -to the unalterable maintenance of the British Baj, 
Here the non-co-operator boasts of Mahatma Gandhi, the 
Mohammedan bewails the woes of Turkey, .the Sikh would 
be a king once more, the Bengali and the Tamil proclaim a 


' real Culture, the Mahratta remembers his freebooter days, 
the humble ryot sighs for the golden age of Queen Victoria. 
The author’s one conclusion is that “ the changeless East ” 
is changing, and something has got to be done about it. 
Unfortunately neither he nor any human being else can 
say precisely what. 

I trust my gifted Miss Mary Borden is not going to 
write herself down as the teller of one tale, and that a sad 
one, but I am beginning to feel apprehensive. Her second 
book finds her still the American Philomel, singing away 
with her breast against the same thorn — the harsh fate of a 
Transatlantic heiress married to a European title. In 
Jane— Our Stranger, you remember, the heiress came from 
Michigan, wedded a French Marquis and abandoned him. 
In The Bomantic Woman (Heinemann) the lady derives 
from Iroquois, secures an: English Duke and manages 
(though only just) to cleave to him. In matrimonial duel 
Number 2, novel material does all it can to atone for lack 
of structural originality, and some of it (on the American 
side especially) very nearly succeeds in tipping the scale. 
Iroquois is admirably described — ^a gigantic provincial town 
between lake and prairie, with curious but very’ definite 
social strata, only crossed at rare intervals by religion or 
love. So too is the girlhood of the triumvirate — -Joan 
Fairfax and her two friends, Phyllis and Louise, Phyllis 
marries a rich but despised Irishman, “ a Mick.’^ Joan just 
misses a suitable American. mate'" (snapped up hj Louise), 
and sails for the Old World, to find “ JBinky,** heir-presump- 
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tive to a dukedom, on the Afghan frontier. The rest is 
disilLusiou, spiritual patchwork (described with almost 
morbid subtlety) and a modus vivendi arrived at durmg the 
War. The book ends with a dramatic meeting between the 
three couples and the rather haphazard murder of Louise 
by her husband, Joan's first love. Altogether I do not feel 
that The Romantic Lady is an advance on Jane — Our 
Stranger, Nor is it exactly a falling-off. Miss Bokden is 
merely treading water ; but this can only be forgiven once 
to a writer of her capacity. 

The adventurers in Mr. H. de Vere Stacpoole’s Ocean 
Tram;ps (Hutchinson) are as cheery and reckless a set of 
ruffians as ever roved the South Seas seeking what they 
could get. Mr, William Harman is the most engaging of 
the part 3 % for he owned a kind of conscience restraining 
him from participation in the more shocking forms of crime. 
Both Billy Harman 
and his colleague, Bud 
Davis, experienced in 
j duplicity as they were, 

E and skilled in devising 
I fraud, invariably suf- 
I fered from the frustra- 
j tion of their elaborate 
I schemes. Mr. Stac- 
1 POOiiE attributes their 
' failure to an attractive 
simplicity of character ; 
but I cannot help sus- 
pecting the mental ob- 
liquity which occasion- 
ally afflicts people who 
are too clever by half. 

Theirs is the farce of 
adventure, and very en- 
tertaining it is. The 
other pair of fortune- 
hunters in the book, 

GaptainBrent and Buch 
Slane, were at once 
more respectable and 
luckier. Captain Brent 
indeed, the retired 
schooner-captain, nar- 
rating his experiences, 
is careful to point their 
moral with an edifying solemnity not less amusing than 
the imperturbable self-confidence of Mr, Harman and 
Mr, Davis, The last two stories in the collection, con- 
taining the element of mystery, are admirable examples 
of the detective order of composition, but they are happily 
free from our too, too familiar friend the detective. These 
spirited tales are told in a racy idiom, and the brilliant and 
magnificent scenery of the islands is admirably suggested 
in a few vivid words. Not for the first time, however, the 
reader of stories of the South Seas will discover a vain 
regret that the white man ever intruded upon that paradise. 

Many years have passed since Mr. Eden Phillpotts 
diverted us with The Human Boy, and now he returns to 
his youthful field withal Human Boy's Diary (Heinemann). 
It is no easy task for a novelist, however accomplished he 
may be, to fit himself into the skin of a small boy, and, 
although Mr. Phillpotts has made valiant efforts to sup- 
press himself, he comes from time to time irresistibly into 
view. In short, Teddy Medland's skin is too small to con- 
tain the whole of Mr. Phillpotts. This however is not to 
say that Teddy's diary is a failure. Indeed it is far more 


amusing than the authentic diary of a small boy during his 
first three terms at school could conceivably be. But I 
must warn anyone with a taste for the modern school story, 
with its revelations and analysis, to steer widely clear of 
this volume. Teddy and his companions are for the most 
part just mischievous urchins. They are obsessed by no 
abstruse problems, and their conversation never reminds 
one of jaded young men. 

The first few pages of Mr. Douglas Goldeing’s Miss Linn 
(Chapman and Hall) , with their picture oiProfessor Taylour, 
of Trinity College, Dublin, his wife, and daughter, Sally, 
awaiting the arrival of the new governess, whose name is 
the title of the book, aroused in me considerable hope. The 
atmosphere of the ill-assorted family— cold English husband, 
unhappy Irish wife, eager young daughter — ^was uncommon, 
and I trusted to receive light on a little-exhibited facet of 

Irish life. Even Miss 
Linn, with her psychic 
powers and her strange 
relation to her employ- 
ers, sounded promising; 
but her character soon 
melted into vagueness 
and was never suffici- 
ently exhibited to seem 
more than a bundle of 
peculiarities arbitrarily 
tied together. As for 
the story, it presently 
drifted away from Dub- 
lin to London and con- 
cerned itself with the 
erotic adventures of 
Sally in Chelsea studios 
and elsewhere. If Mr. 
Goldring's aim was to 
hold up to admiration a 
picture of life with the 
spiritual completely di- 
vorced from and over- 
shadowed by the ma- 
terial, he has certainly 
succeeded. 


In When the Devil loas 
Sick (Mubeay) Major- 
General Chaeles Boss returns to the scene of his exciting 
stoiy. The Haunted Seventh, Again we visit a well-known 
Cornish golf-links and the ** ancient Phoenician mine work- 
ings which exist in this corner of Cornwall.” These tunnels 
and caverns — ^previously, you may remember, occupied by 
ruffians and revolutionaries — are now in the hands of The 
Smugglers’ Cave Company, Ltd.,” and Bates, that delight- 
fully imperturbable man, acts as guide to visitors who wish 
to explore their mysteries. The story is told by Sir Charles 
Kennedy, who himself admits that he is unable to explain the 
extraordinary incidents which he narrates. “ In spite,” he 
says, ** of having weighed and re-weighed the evidence I 
have adduced, 1 must confess that the solution of the 
mystery still eludes me.” Conceivably we are to be given 
the solution in another story, and if this is so I hope to 
read it, for at present I confess that I share Sir Charles's 
sense of being baffled. Meanwhile the most amazing 
mishaps occur to those who for vulgar profit have exploited 
these bowels of the earth. Bates stands out alone, cool- 
headed and determined in the face of danger. He is a 
great character, and I congratulate General Boss on the 
making of him. 



Ciistomer , “ Have you * The Life Story of a Cat ’ ? ” 

Bookseller , “No, Madam— not in [stock. But I might procure it for 
Y ou.^ In nine volumes, I presume?” 
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v^nMnivnnin* modest diamond for an American to 

The rumour to the effect that Mr. find inside a bird ! 
Ghindell-Matthews got the idea for 

his “ death-ray after seeing the love- “ I have found a robin’s nest in my 
light flashing in the eyes of Mr. David -watering-can containing four eggs,’’ 
Kihkwood has now been denied. writes a correspondent in a morniii" 


hundred pounds inside it. Surely a very are to be considered by the L.C.O. 
modest diamond for an American to Perhaps some day they 11 also consider 


some nice new trams with seats for 
the passengers. 

M. Paul Souday says that to go 


We are asked to say that the red tie what he expected to find in the nest, 
vrorn by Lieut. -Commander Kenwoethy -‘ KJ ' 

in the House last week does not neces- Lord Birkenhead mentions in The 
sarily indicate that the Labour Party Sunday Times that Mr. T. P. O’Connor 


writes a correspondent in a morning [ ahead is more arduous and more meri- 
paper. It would be interesting to know torious than to stand still. We know. 


1ms decided to throw in its lot with the has met a very large number of dis- 
Member for Central Hull. tinguished men. We would point out 


We *ve tried to pass right down the car 
ourselves. 

Mr. Ja:mes Brown says that the 
aristocracy are not so bad as they are 


ember for Central Hull. tinguished men. We would point out painted. Nor, we might add, as hideous 

'‘Si-/’' I that no suggestion to the contrary has as they are shingled. 

A Clydeside M.P. has been invited ever appeared in these columns. ‘''-.y’' 

to speak at Cambridge on Has The Expedition to British Honduras 

Scotland made England what it is ? ” Mr. A. C. McLaren deplores the has brought back a pair of strange 


When it comes to fixing the blame we modern batsman’s style of standing animals that crawl along the gTound 
wouldn’t go quite so far as that. full-face to the bowler. We ourselves, like alligators, have the armour of 

when playing fast bowling, are more in turtles and can spring six feet. It 
Dr. Macnamara says that the Labour favour of facing the wicket-keeper. sounds to us as though the perfect 
Minister has produced ~~~ pedestrian had been dis- 

a rabbit^ out of his hat, covered at last. 

bit. Perhaps not, but ** Mr. W. L. George 

surely this is what is thinks that a husband 

meant by the national- ought to be 

isation of the means of X 

production. p to give them a fair start. 

But the question is, will 

Lord SuMNEE says ylj/ff//wmL^ they still be the same 

that not one foot of film ( '1///. day of their 

has be^ a^ benefit silver wedding? 

to have forgotten that " ~ 22-Carat i% the title 

piece which sponta- ' ofanewrevue.Strahge- 

neously ignited in Los ly enough the leading 

Angeles recently and lady is not an Ameri- 

burnt down a studio. can with an exnansive 






I pedestrian had been di s- 
covered at last. 

' 'Is * 

Mr. W. L. George 
thinks that a husband 
and , wife ought to be 
the same age, in order 
to give them a fair start. 
But the question is, will 
they still be the same 
age on the day of their 
silver wedding? 

22’Carat is the title 
of a new revue. Strange- 
ly enough the leading 
lady is not an Ameri- 
can with an expansive 
smile. 


. {Note, — The fancy of the sportsman with the glasses is marked with a cross,] 


» .r , SportSDian with, glasses {to smaller sportsman struggling for a vicu:). ^^Yoxj " 

According to an heedn’t worry. It isn’t worth looking at.” ''Sjc’*' 

American interviewei {Note, — The fancy of the sportsman with the glasses is marked with a cross,] , 4" hys- 

Signor Mussolini has — f :! — terics m a London res- 

a luminous mind. x\t night, in fact, it “Life is full of worry, pain and taurant the other night. The old- 
is sometimes mistaken for Vesuvius. misery,” laments a writer in a morning fashioned, remedy oi slipping a cold key 

’'Sic'*' paper. Still, in our opinion, it is the down the back is, of course, iinpracti- 


A gossip- writer asks if there is any only thing worth living, 
profession, trade or calling which is 
not represented in the House of Com- Motorists crossing the Sahara tra- 


cable when the sufferer is in evening 
dress. ... 


mens. We understand there is not a versed a stretch of country as big as A lady in Berlin known as “ Boxing 
single professional muf&n-flattener at Europe and absolutely uninhabited. It Bertha ” recently knocked out two 
Westminster. seems an ideal place for storing dis- policemen and a railway porter in suc- 


The Postmastiiir-General is making 
arrangements to improve the telephone A Highlander has written home to sale she will be quickly taught ^her 
communication between this country say that he has played the bagpipes place. 
and Berlin. It seems that the word outside the ex-Kaiser’s cattle at Doom. -** 

“ Eeparations ” does not come in very Scotsmen should remember that the . A young London actress who recently 
clearly at present. politicians only promised to hang the appeared in tragedy is now playing in 


carded safety-razor blades. 


cession with savage rights to the jaw. 
If she ever attends a London bargain 


clearly at present. 

We hear of a revue that took nearly 
two dozen authors to write it. But of 


ex- War-Lord. 

^ 5lC 
5!* 

In Paris, a member of a jazz band 


revue. We doubt if the change was 
worth mentioning. 


course a good producer can always struck a man on the head with a saxo- Pictures of this season’s proud an- 
alter all that. phone for insulting him. We felt sure glcjrs and their record catches are . 

that sooner or later a use would be already appearing in the illustrated 
While dressing a chicken for the found for this instrument. Press. We hear rumours of a new 

table a resident of Gloversville, New paper to be called The Sunday Pisca- 

York State, found a diamond worth a New trams with seats for the drivers toriaL 


Press. We hear rumours of a new 
paper to be called The Sunday Pisca- 
toriaL 
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LONDON-OIM-THAMES. 

In this unusual Tear of Grace 
On our Metropolis converge 

Masses of every clime and race, 

Obedient to a common urge : 

To sample Wembley’s scenes ' 

They come (including several Kings and Queens). 

But there are other sights to see ; 

And, for a change, some choose to wend 

To Albebt’s priceless effigy, 

Or, for their minds’ instruction, spend 
A profitable hour 

At Madame Tussaud’s or the Bloody Tower. 

To Charing Bridge some take a guide 
Expert in architectural gems ; 

But do they ever plough the tide 
Blowing beneath — I mean the Thames ? 
They don’t, because they can’t, 

Being without the necessary plant. 

By that Imperial crowd which flocks 
Through streets that undergo repair, 

Held up for hours by traffic-blocks, 

The fact that this broad thoroughfare 
Displays no public ark 
Is made the frequent subject of remark. 

Ah, pageants of a nobler day I 
Ah, penny steamers of the past ! 

When on this storied waterway 
My sad riparian eyes I cast, 

And can detect at large 
No transport save a stationary barge, 

Oh, then a very sea of bile 
Gets up and surges in my blood ; 

I turn to that palatial pile 
(The County Council’s) o’er the flood, 

' And in my wrath, “ Oh, L. 

C.C.,*’ I cry aloud, it is not well 1 ” O. S. 


IN THE NEWS. 

The Gibu. 

We respect the Well-known Authority, the Eminent 
Physician, the Personage Moving in a Circle. Their names 
are household words, but we stand in awe of them too much 
to feel that they are of the same stuff as ourselves. But there 
are others — commoners — ^who vie with these peers of pub- 
licity in making the modern newspaper what it is, a power 
in the nation’s affairs and the poor man’s ready educator. 
They are our friends. 

The Girl is always with us. Journalists are spoken of 
frequently in terms such as lead us to imagine them' creatures 
of hard intellectual brilliance and no tender emotions. On 
the contrary they are men who sigh easily and are incurably 
romantic. Consequently we have the Girl, wayward and 
beautiful, generally the centre of some love drama, deserv- 
ing pity, but censure never; standing silhouetted against a 
blaze of publicity, upon a heap of honest journalistic hearts, 
and appealing to the world with a wistful smile. There 
are girls in this land divinely fair,” wrote Eeasmus, a noted 
foreign correspondent of a past era. Pleet Street, disdaining 
qualification, asserts that every girl in this land is beautiful. 

Let us consider Miss Dorice, a typical girl. She is twenty 
years old and extremely beautiful. She has a fio/iic6 who 
is constantly at her side after an accident or during times 
of trouble ; no doubt he is equally attentive on other occa- 


sions, though it is not mentioned. She never talks without 
laughing or smiling, and is very popular with the neigh- 
bours. She has hordes of friends, is a ray of sunshine about 
the house and her employer’s valued assistant. One cannot 
imagine anything of a material nature, such as a tight shoe, 
affecting her life; her sad expression, which she chases 
away with a quick smile when approached, is due to a 
tender recollection or a complicated psychological problem. 
When she figures in the newspapers, no detail of her dress, 
her habits and her past life is too insigoificant for publi- 
cation ; no remark she has made, no change of expression 
(which her family and fiance will always remember) is 
ignored. 

Above all things Miss Dorice is refined, and impresses 
this on us; not, I am sure, because she is a snob, but 
because she wants to set us a good example. She has her 
“lady”, friends and “gentlemen” friends, and speaks of 
them as such, hoping simply, by emphasising their gentility, 
to inspire us with a distaste for low company. She avoids 
such crude words as “ table napkin ” and “ drunk,” preferring 
the more genteel “ serviette ” and “ intoxicated.” 

We see her at her best when she has won a Beauty 
Competition organised by the Press, and receives a special 
representative in the charming sitting-room of her father’s 
residence. “Of course,” says Miss Dorice’s mother, “my 
daughter never expected to win the competition ; it was 
only by chance that she acceded to the request of a friend 
to despatch her photograph.” “ It was such a surprise ! ” 
contributes Miss Dorice herself ; “ I must admit, though, 
that it was a pleasant one,” she adds laughingly. “ That 
such beauty should be unaware of itself ! ” cries the sjDecial 
representative as he departs with her every word carefully 
transcribed. We learn that she has received many flatter- 
ing offers of marriage, and look on our bachelor friends en- 
viously — at least they have a chance I We read that she is 
amused at the interest her success has aroused; and feel a 
little ashamed of our vulgar curiosity. She has not thought 
really what she will do with the money ; some of us have 
already spent it for her in imagination, so base are we ! 

Miss Dorice has a great influence over us, and it is‘ ever 
for good. I remember, when she disappeared from home 
recently-— to be discovered two days later at a Y.W.C.A, 
hostel with the letter she had meant to post to her parents 
still in her vanity bag— that her mother told the reporter, 
“Dorice always loved sunsets ; she thought them so beauti- 
ful.” What a difference that information must have made 
to many who lead dull uninspired lives ; to what fresh paths 
must it not have pointed ! Often she says, or is reported to 
have said, delightfully provocative things like that. 

Let no girl despair. A reporter’s imagination, given the 
opportunity, can turn her into a Dorice in the twinkling 
of a fountain-pen. 


Our Stylists. 

** The subtle cosmopolitan aroma of capital cities seemed to crystallise 
in the sunshine and put the cachBt of metropolitan magnificence upon 
gloom-free London .” — Evening Pape7\ * 

From a bookseller’s catalogue : — 

“ To those y^hose principal knowledge of Assyria is contained in the 
well-known line, ‘ The widows of Ashur are loud in their wash,^ 

Mr. *s book will be interesting reading.” 

Chatty creatures, those* Assyrian blanchisseuses. 

“ The deputation from the Town Council to the general manager of 

the Eailway yesterday was received with every courtesy, but it 

cannot be said that the members came away with anything very 
UngiUe.^^^Local Paper. , ^ ^ 

It would have been a graceful act on the part of the general 
manager to ’present each member, on leaving, with a rail- 
way bun. 
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DIARY OF A MOIMDAINE. 

Mayfair Mansions, 
The scarf-craze is growing ever 
crazier, and the tassel-madness madder. 
Wherever yon can fix a scarf fix it, and 
where yon can't fix a scarf hang a 
tassel, et vous voild, bien d la mode I 
Bnt one mnst have the scarf tempera- 
ment to mate it a real snccess. One 
mnst be able to make one’s scarves 
float ; and when there 's a scarf from 
each shonlder, from each elbow and 
from each wrist, as well as a eonple 
from the head-bandean, it wants some 
doing. I flatter myself my scarves are 
floatier than anyone's. Dancing the 
Pinks at the Grey Squirrel Club the 
other night, I started with one partner 
and ended with fozir, the other three 
lassoed by my wonderful floating 
scarves. A propos, someone asked Delia 
Easthampton one day which she con- 
sidered best for evening frocks, Eragolet 
or the Maison Dernier Cri ; and Delia 
answered and said unto her, “ I Ve 
dropped 'em both. With scarves and 
tassels and a figure like mine one has 
no use for evening frocks.” 

It's simply amazing that the Ark-; 
Wrights’ Brainy Breakfasts and my! 
Trifling Teas have survived from the 


Little Season into the storm and stress 
of J nne. Someone asked me if there was 
really much difference between them, 
and I said, ‘ ‘ Dearest, yes. At the Brainy 
Breakfasts yon generally don’t know 
what yon ’re talking about, bnt at my 
Trifling Teas you always know. Just for 
instance : at one of the Brainy Break- 
fasts we got upon psycho-analysis, lost 
our way in the fog and ran into each 
other gloriously. At my Trifling Tea 
last week the subject was, Which is 
really, really, really the nickiest place 
to hide the hp-stick ? ” 

While we were discussing it, Pixie 
Dashmore blew in. “ What ’s the row ? ” 
she asked. ** Best place to hide the lip- 
stick? What tosh! Why hide it at 
all? J don’t;” and she twitched off 
her little shingle-hat and showed her 
lip-stick behind her ear. “ And where, 
oh where d’you keep your powder- 
puff ? ” she was asked. “ In my hofii 
soit ; ” and straightway she produced 
it, used it and returned it. “No tea 
for this dear little girl,” she went oh; 
“ for the' love of Mike, give me a cock- 
tail, Sylvia. I’ve been to the Big Bore 
and got show-shock.” 

“You at Wembley, Pixie?’’ ex- 
claimed Ohatterton Soames ; “ I thought 
we ’d all resolved to give it a miss.” 


“ Oh, w'ell. Curly Standish wanted to 
motor me out there, and we lunclied at 
the Lucullus, went into the Amusement 
Park and got a feeble thrill out of the 
Jack and Jill stunt — and that was all. 
But I got a nasty jolt before leaving the 
place. I warn you, people dear, the 
Big Bore’s not only a bore, it’s a 
danger. The uttermost ends of the 
earth meet there ; all sorts of skeletons 
come out of all sorts of cupboards and 
go there ; and mauvaises rencontres are 
the results ; even husbands and wives 
may meet there, if they ’re not careful ! 
I ’m pretty sure I saw Dashy in the 
distance.” 

“ I didn’t know Lord Dashmore was 
expected back,” said someone. 

“ I didn’t expect him ; I don’t know 
if anyone else did,” answered Pixie. 

Whatever other snappy weddings 
there may be in London this Season, 
none will make a bigger splash than last 
week’s — dear Eosabelle St. Adrian, the 
Midshires’ only girl, and Kid Boggins 
of Bermondsey, the champion paper- . 
weight boxer of Europe. Extra police 
had to be put on outside St. Hilda’s. ’ 
We invited guests were the only people 
who came into the church free. The 
back seats downstairs were., 75. 6r7., and 
the gallery was 5s., front row 10s.' 




June 4 , 1924 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


601 



Little Girl {iisedto long sermons). “What a yeey short sermon the new curate 
GAVE, Mummy. I suppose he doesn’t know much about it.'’ 


Eosabelle’s brotlier, Piers, who 's a 
regular professional now and has lost 
several of his teeth, was one of the 
Kid’s seconds. We were all dreffitlly 
disappointed that dear Jacques Cordon- 
nier wasn’t able to keep his promise to 
be the bridegroom’s other second and 
shed the light of his world-renowned 
smile on the wedding. In that case 
the promoters would have charged 
twice as much for the seats. 

The bridesmaids looked most utterly 
sweet in white silk jerseys and the 
darlingest little white suede boxing- 
gloves. The crowd outside was so 
’normous that the police could hardly 
get the Duke and his daughter through 
from their ear. Kid Boggins had to 
be got in through a side- window. 

A pretty and novel feature was that, 
as the newly-maiTied pair came down 
the church together, they passed be- 
tween two lines of the bridegroom’s 
professional friends and sparring part- 
ners, who fanned them with towels, 
just as they do in the ring between the 
rounds. There was an old-fashioned 
wedding-breakfast at Midshire House, 
but, as so many of the guests were in 
training, the traditionalmen?^ was varied 
by dishes of underdone steak and racks 
of dry toast. 

The daily papers w^ere wrong in saying, 

Later in the afternoon. Kid and Lady 
Eosabelle Boggins left for the Conti- 
nent.” They didn’t. He wanted them 
to have a trip abroad, but she said, 
cuddly boy, I ’m fed-up with the Con- 
tinent. Let ’s do our ’mooning in your 
native place, Bermondsey. It ’s one of 
the few places I ’ve never seen.” 

I shall have to leave Sarah Delamont 
off. She ’s not fit to know. Because 
people are your cousins and you were 
kiddies together, is it any reason wdiy 
they should say outrageous things to 
you in front of everybody ? Yesterday 
I had some news from my son and his 
wife, which, though not unexpected, 
made me feel a bit affaissde ; so to get 
chirpy again I looked in at the Grograve 
Galleries in the evening, where there 
was a Fancy-Dress Eomp in aid of the 
Utterly Hopeless and Helpless. It was 
a very cheery affair. Dancing was 
varied by those dear old games, Hunt- 
the-Slipper and Kiss-in-the-Eing. I 
had a big success as a boy scout. 
And, just as Chatterton Soames (who 
made a delicious monk) was saying I 
looked “ even scoutier and more boyish 
than th e real thing, ’’that wicked woman, 
Sarah D., called out, “Hullo, Sylvia 1 
So Dolgelly and Millicent have made 
you a granny. How ’s it feel ? ” 

•Another Glimpse of the Obvious, 

“ A large number of our Labour Members 
began life at a very early age.” — Daihj' Paper. 


THE TIMID SEX. 

[According to a writer in a daily paper it is 
cowardice which makes women follow the 
dictates of Fashion.] 

Let cynics point at you with scorn 
When, caught in Fashion’s net, or 
snare, 

You strive your person to adorn, 
Corinna, with her latest wear ; 

And in their blindness hint that this 
Eeveals your moral cowardice. 

Let highbrows cast, I say, a frown 
On startling hat and daring hose, 
Your Tu-Tankh-Amen evening gown. 
Those “rainbow” shoes that pinch 
your toes, 


Vowing that all your outward gear 
Beai'S the sign-manual of fear. 

But as I mark your sorry sliow 
And how you gaily venture thus 
To follow Fashion’s whim, although 
She makes' you look ridiculous, 

All of a heap I own I ’m struck, 

And stand astonied at yoxir pluck ! 


“If your face becomes roughened and painful 
after exposure smear ifc lightly with some good 
face cream and leave it for about half an hour. 
Then take it off with a soft piece of rag.” 

’ Ladies^ Paper, 

We seem to know quite a number of 
faces which would be the better for 
this treatment. 
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PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

XIV. — Sugar and Things. 

The West Indies are in a rather 
remote part of the Empire. They are 
next, that is to say, to the British Gov- 
ernment Pavilion. Popular fancy has 
decided that the heart of . the Empire 
beats nearer to the shores of the Great 
Lake, where the largest grill-room is. 
One or two pioneers, however, have 
found their way to the West Indies and 
have had their reward. 

The Illustrator had conceived no less 
resolute a project than that of piercing 
through the fringe of sugar- bearing 
islands and examining the diamondi- 
ferous soil of British Guiana; it seemed 
a happy thing therefore that just inside 
the doorway of Jamaica there is a cock- 
tail bar completely stocked with nat- 
yiralresources of a f ortifyingkind, includ- 
ing the ingredients for Planters' Punch. 

‘'It seems very nice and cold and 
sweet,'' I said to the operator, How 
is it made ? " 

“The actual recipe is of little im- 
portance," he said. ^ “But it has to be 
shaken in accordance with the rhythm 
of an old Voodoo chant, which, trans- 
lated into English, runs thus : — 

* One of sour, 

Two of sweet, 

TJbree of strong, 

Four of weak.’ 

Perhaps you would like to try a Green 
Swizzle now ? " 


“ I suppose a planter's life is full 
of solemn ritual of this kind ? " I 
said, when we had finished that. 

“ Some of them take half-a- 
dozen before breakfast," he told 
me; "but the Green Swizzle, which 
has one very remarkable constitu- 
ent,^ is popular far beyond the West 
Indies. It was after taking a large 
number of them that an American 
business-man suddenly observed to his 
friends, ‘Say, now, is this a Eotary Club? ' 
Hence came the great Eotarian Move- 
ment which has extended over so large 
a portion of civilization." 

" Well, well, we live in a wonderful 
world," I said to the Illustrator, who 
was wearing the pleased look of a duck 
in a shower of rain. 

On the other side of the entrance to 
Jamaica one may drink real planter's 
coffee, and in the very centre of the 
West Indies there is a stand where real 
chocolate is most charmingly served. 
Here may be also seen sometimes a real 
planter, dressed entmely in white and 
brimful of energy. His collar, his tie, 
his boots are white, and he wears white 
gloves. When the Illustrator and t 
arrived he was giving a demonstration 
to some small boys on the proper way 
to eat real raw sugar-cane, while their 
parents sat round at tables consuming 
chocolate. 

A lady who went to Wembley with 
four children had told me a few days 
before that Trinidad was the place to 
visit. I understand the reason for her 
enthusiasm now ; for rest, even though 
sticky, is sweet. 

There are other attmctions, of course. 
Indeed, the complete outfit for a desert 
island story is to be found in the stands 


and in the show-cases of the West 
Indian Pavihon — ^turtles and coral and 
cokernuts and stuffed flying-fish. Nor 
could I recommend any better hunting- 
ground for authors who are about to 
put real local colour into a piece of 
magazine fiction. There is even a 
model of a bitumen lake, which should 
be a particularly useful study for the 
disposal of viUains actuated by sudden 
remorse or despair. One cannot, how- 






An all-white plantee, 

ever, be more eulogistic about the West 
Indies than the author of one of the 
pamphlets that I picked up at the door- 
way, who says of Jamaica : — 

“ Land of golden fruit, where glorious 
flowering trees and wondrous 
shrubs ever pay homage to boun- 
teous Nature: no snows, no frosts, 
no fogs are there, just one, long 
spell of sunshine, tempered by day 
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running for very serious delinquencies, 
and the thing was settled. 

Yesterday, however, it struck ms that 
there had been lately a noticeable im- 
provement in her behaviour, and another 
problem of some gravity immediately 
presented itself. As the shampooing 
operation was now recognised as a form 
of chastisement by the culprit, was it 
fair to continue it during periods when 
her conduct was marked by abnormal 
correctitude ? On the other hand, to 
lengthen the intervals in such circum- 
stances would be to neglect the primary 
function of the institution, and, however 
much it might be welcomed by one who 
is fond of quietude, would certainly be 
resisted by the more hygienic majorit}". 

The more I pondered on this ques- 
tion during the evening the stronger 
became my conviction that the child, 
in spite of her sex, had seen the logical 
conclusion, and was about to test the 
quahty of human justice. I resolved 
to support her, not entirely from selfish 
motives. 

On arriving home this afternoon (the 
shampooing was due in the evening, 
and since the last operation Elizabeth 
Susan's conduct had been flawless) I 
was determined to thrash the matter out 
and insist that, if her reformation was 
sustained, those chamiing curls should 
go unscrubbed for months. I found a 
silent mother and a weeping Jane. 

half feared the weather would 
break/’ I said. “ What h^is she done ? ” 

‘‘The worst ever,' ' sobbed J ane through 
her apron; “an' she 's been sich a angel 
since I washed it last time. Wot 11 we 
do now ? ” 

“Do ? Wash it again,” I said. “ Wash 
it bard.” 

Jane became almost hysterical. 

“ Wash it again I Look at 'er ! ” 

Through a doorway I looked and saw 
Elizabeth Susan seated on the floor, in 
her hands a large pair of scissors, on her 
face a sweet smile and on her head the 
tiny ragged stubble of a thoroughly 
harvested crop. 


FEATDRINC DELIA. 

“I SEE that the paper says that 
arched eyebrows are waning in favour,” 
said Janet. ' . ’ . , 

I had just come in from feeding the. 
chickens. * , ; ' ’ 

“Are they?” I said. “Janet, the 
white hen 's broody.” *' ; ^ 

“ Many women are taking a regular 
course of eyebrow-training at West End 
beauty specialists,” continued Janet, f ‘ I 
wonder if Delia is having hers done? ”■ 
My cousin Delia is one of those people 
who get mentioned in Society columns 
(“ Lady Crammington was lunching at 
the Carlton with some friends. At an 


adjoining table I saw Miss Delia Spink 
in blue marocain and baboon’s fur.” 
You know the sort of thing). She pro- 
fesses to be fond of Janet, and we gen- 
erally have tea with her at her flat on 
the rare occasions when we go up to 
Town. 

We were up one day last week. Delia 
greeted us as usual with affectionate 
commiseration, 

“ You poor darlings ! Sit down and 
be comfy. Three lumps. Jack, I know. , 
Janet dearest, that hat ! I suppose in 
the country it doesn't matter. The 
fowls don’t mind.” 

“ It ’s got to last me for best through 
the winter,” said Janet. 

“You mustn't mind my being quite, 
quite frank,” said my cousin. 

“I don’t,” said Janet. 

She gazed at Delia. I gazed too. 
She had on her usual three coats of 
paint and her hair was approximately 
the same. shade as when we saw her 
last. Yet she was somehow changed. 

“Delia,” said Janet, “have you had 
your eyebrows altered ? ” 

Delia smiled. Oh, that old stunt ! 
That ’s qzaie finished. Not that. But 
I 've just been through a course of nose- 
diversion with Lalage. It *s so fright- 
fully banal to have a nose stuck in the 
middle of one's face like a knocker on 
a front-door. It simply isn't worn that 
way by the people who matter. Just 
the teeniest, weeniest slant to the right 
or the left. It doesn't take long. Three 
days ” 

“Georges Carpentier would do it 
for you quicker than that,” I remarked. 

“I thought of that,” said Delia earn- 
estly! “ I meant to run over to Paris and 
get him to. He 's such a dear that I ’m 
surehewouldn't have charged me much. 

I even got my passport. And then I 
funked it, I was afraid it might hurt,” 

She turned to Janet — “Dear old 
thing,” she cried in aburst of generosity, 

“ I '11 stand you the course I Three morn- 
ing and three afternoon sittings. You 
can stay here with me ” 

I waited, not without anxiety, for 
Janet’s reply. 

“ How perfectly sweet of you/' she 
said, “but I couldn't possibly be away 
from home for three days. There are 
the fowls — and Jack ” 

My cousin was a little hurt. “Just 
as you like, of course. But it would 
improve you immensely.” 

“I tried to alter -the shape when I 
was a child by . wearing a clothes'-peg 
at night,” said Janet, “but it only 
ndade it red.” 

51; 5jc 

In the train going home I inveighed 
against the follies of fashion. 

“ There IS my poor cousin, disfigured, 
possibly for life.” 


“ I thought Delia was looking very 
well,” said Janet. 

I stared. “ What — when those con- 
founded beauty people ” 

“ Dear old boy,” said my wife kindly, 
“ you ’re as blind as a bat. Delia's 
nose always was crooked.” 

“But she looked different,” I cried. 
“ You noticed it too.” 

“ Well, she 'd taken the course,” said 
Janet. “ Fifteen guineas. And they 've 
made it Qiearly straight," 


PIANO CONTROL. 

The palmy days of Oxford 
^ Were spacious, large and fine, 
And festive undergraduates, 

While sitting o’er their wine, 
Whene’er the mood impelled them 
To harmony divine, 

Gould spank the grand piano 
With freedom after nine. 

But lately, so a counsel 
In Shoreditch County Court 
Informed good Mr. Cluer, 
Indulgence in this sport 
By undergraduates seeking 
Dull care in song to drown 
Has led to broken windows 
Or having to “ go down.” 

Whereat the worthy Cluer 
(Who, so the record states, 

At Balliol in the ’seventies 
Took Firsts in Mods-and Greats; 

' Suggested that the counsel 
Could only mean to crab 
The rival Alma Mater 
And must have been a “ Tab/’ 

“ No, no,” exclaimed the counsel, 

“ My academic race 
I did not run at Cambridge 
But at the other place.” 
Whereat the worthy Cadi, 
Disgruntled and dismayed, 
Bewailed the state of Oxford, 
Degenerate and decayed. 

And yet the sons of Isis 
May confidently point 
To influences ending 
Times lately out of joint, 
Eeleased from the restriction 
That dance and music quell? , 
Under a rule humaner 
Than rigorous Farnell’s. 

But, whatsoe’er the licence 
Conceded to the young, 

Or whatsoe’er the fetters 
Around their freedom flung, 
Punch in his, mellow wisdom 
Wishes for nothing less 
Than academic discipline 
Dictated by the Press. 

“Mr. Greenwood appeared in whifce tennk 
shoes, Healso wore black boots /’ — Daily Paps7\ 

Still it’s better for a politician to be 
double-footed than double-faced. 



June 4 , 1924 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


606 


1 






1 





I opened his box for half a minute, 

Just to make sure he was really in it, 

And, while I was looking, he jumped 
outside ! 

I tried to catch him, I tried, I tried . / . 

I think he's somewhere about the 
house. 

Has anyone seen my mouse ? 

Uncle John, have you seen my mouse ? 

Just a small sort of mouse, a dear little 
brown one ; 

He came from the country — he wasn’t 
a town one. 

So he’ll feel all lonely in a London 
street ; 

Why, what could he possibly find to 
eat? 

He must be somewhere. 1 11 ask Aunt 
Eose: 

'^Have you seen a mouse with a woffally 
nose ? 

Ob, somewhere about — 

He ’s just got out . . 

Hasn’t anybody seen my mouse ? 

A. A. M. 
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THE SINGING METER. 

Have any of you got such a thing as 
an electricity meter about your estab- 
lishment ? If so, do you mind telling me 


songster was indisposed I was being as an alarming occurrence. My elec- 
made responsible for its sick benefit. tricity meter is vocal. It sings to itself. 

“That’s right,” he' said again and A low but constant murmur proceeds 
with equal offensiveness. The cm*- from somewhere inside it. 
rent supplied from the station is a This, I consider, should not be. What- 


lishment? If so, do you mind telling me rent supplied from the station is a This, I consider, should not be. What- 

whether it is in the habit of humming brachycephalic current. Tins meter ever may have been the case with mem- 
to itself ? I wish to collect some in- converts it into a unilateral one.” Or bers of the Eossetti family when in a 
formation on this point. words to that effect. state of ecstasy, the heart of an elec- 

Being painfully impressed by the size I show^ed him hatefully off the pre- tricity meter has no business to be “like 
of my newest electricity bill I went into mises. a singing-bird whose nest is in a w\atered 

the cellar to inspect the creature which “ He says it's aU right,” I explained shoot,” etc. Meters, in my opinion, 
was devouring my substance. It looked sadly to Julia. “The current they should resemble well-brought-up chib 
all right; there was no discernible supply is a zymotic current. The meter dren. They should be seen and not 
movement on its vai'ious little dials, hums because it 's converting it into a heard. . ^ 

But a very lo^w tremulous murmur came deciduous one.” I have raised this point with one of 

from the bo\vels oL the machine. It “Why can’t they supply an insidi- your representatives, and I regret to say 
was rather like the wind singing very ous current in the first place?” asked that I am not satisfied wdth his reply, 
faintlv indeed through some telegraph Julia. He tells me that my meter sings to 


faintly mdeed through some telegraph 
wires. The beastly thing vrasun- 
deniably crooning to itself. 

It struck me as ominous in the 
extreme. I did not like it. I told 
Julia I did not like it. “Why,” 

I said, “should the electricity 
meter sing to itself when there 
are no lights turned on? The gas- 
meter does not do it ; rob us it 
may, but at least it refrains from ^ 
bursting into song over the trans- f ^ 

action. Why should the elec- 
tricity meter behave differently ? 

Does it think it ’s a nesting-box 
for humming-birds ? ” 

I kept the thing under obser- 
vation. There was no doubt 
about its cardiac murmur. Day 
and night it crooned to itself — m 
very gently but quite unmistak- f 
ably. It seemed to me a bad J 
business. 

When the young man called 
to take the brute’s temperature 
and see how much plunder it had - 

amassed for its employers I went 
down with him myself. That Ini 
afternoon it struck me that it ^ 
was in distinctly good voice. It 

was probably gratified to see ! 

its fellow-conspirator. I resolved to go 
warily. 


t .A 

f. 
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InUrviewer. “I suppose you have tbayelled abeoad 

A GEEAT DEAL, SlE WiLLIAM ? ” 

Sir Willimn - “ Ceetahstly hot ! Ip poeeicnees wayt 
TO see mb, let ’em comb ’eee I ” 


He tells me that my meter sings to 
itself because it is converting 
gallinaceous current into a quod- 
libetical one. But v/hy not siq)- 
ply me direct with the kind of 
. current I need ? The gas com- 
pany does not send me lumps of 
coal and expect me to convert- 
them into gas on the premises. 
Why should you deliver a batho- 
litic current and expect me to 
transform it into the iatitiidin- 
j.V; I arian variety ? 

‘ i\ , But in any event, my dear Sir, 

let us brush aside these technical 
trivialities. Let us address our- 
selves to this matter as men of 
the world. Long — and, in most 
cases, disconcerting — experience 
: with meters of various kinds has 

convinced me that few of them 
(I except thermometers) ever do 
anything in their own time. 
Somebody always has to pay for 
^ their extraneous activities. 

I come to my main point. If 
my meter is singing to itself 
jEo AD somebody is being charged for its 
tune. And wha± I want to know 


was in dstmotly good voice. It -km co^ is this: Is that somebody you or 

was probably gratified to see is it me? If it is you who are 

its fellow-conspirator. I resolved to go “That,” I said, “is undeniably one standing the racket, well and good; I 

warily. ^ of the several snags which characterise have no more to say. But if, as I fear- 

“The bills,” I observed casually as the whole lamentable affair.” fully suspect, it is I who am paying for 

the visitor put away his flash-lamp and I worried over these snags. The more that meter’s piping, come and take the 
began to enter up the cai*d, “ are getting I mused upon that meter and the longer thing away at once. 

noticeably heavier.” I listenei to it the less I liked it. When- Yours, etc. 

He was a cold young man; cold and ever I went to examine it the thing was ^hat communication there has 

W V stiUhummmgommously. Iflhappened been no reply. And if anyone can throw 

had all the arrogance of the expert. to he awake at night it was a painful oTi-n-fnrfKm- KdVif nr, fKo nt 

“That’s riglS,” he said; “you’ve thought that somewhere beneath me Sb 

b«n»si.gmo« current." ‘h'-* SefCnf to he^tSfmthJm 

I was nettled and came to the point converting a philoprogenitive current bapp y to bear liom the m. 

at once. into a sesquipedalian one, and singing m x i. -rr ^ « 

“ The meter is rcgi^ering mom cui- away to itself in the blac^ess of its .. 

I rent, I obser\^ed with a coldness sur- heart and the cellar as it did so. had danced a pas-senl .»— and Erica}* 

passing his own. “But I have been A day came when I could bear it no hyMr. Gilbert Erj.nka.xj, 

wondering w^hether the meter is out of longer. I sat down and wrote a letter . 

order. What is it making this humming tb the manager of the electricity com- “S^^^l^kurT.Thring, Clerk of Parliaments, 

’ T • 1 pany. letter ran as follows : the Joint Oommittee of bother Houses on 

My tone, I think, suihciently con- Dear Sir, — ^I wish to draw your Sittings of Parliament.”— * 
veyed my own conviction that if the attention to what I cannot but regard “ A plague on bother Houses,” say we. 




WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIGHTON. 

V. — The Childeen's Houe. 

When the funniest man in Brighton 
had left the bar George and the hearty 
man fell into conversation, and we all 
sat down at one of the tables. The 
hearty man, who was robust and florid, 
was the only person I met in Brighton 
who never once spoke about bronchitis 
or the bitter wind. He was the kind 
of man whom I envy above all others, 
the man I sometimes wish that I could 
be. He was possessed, it was evident, 
of extreme wealth. He wore a pearl 
tie-pin. He wore a check suit. He 
knew the world. He understood about 
‘‘odds’’ and “doubles” and “naps” 
and things. He had travelled. What 
part he played in the daily labour of our 
sphere I cannot guess, but it must have 
been a big one. And he knew “.good ” 
stories. 


story I say to myself, “ I must re- 
member that.” And two days later I 
have forgotten the very theme of it. 
Or, if not, I retain only a few discon- 
nected fragments, frequently indelicate, 
which, being put together, are neither 
interesting nor funny. Yet other men, 
whose intellects I despise, remember 
every good story they hear, atmosphere, 
dialogue, point and all. Their minds 


are a storehouse of good stories. Mine 


Heavens ! the good stories that man 


had in his head! Whatever George 
said, whatever object at the moment 
caught his eye, a glass, a table, a 
match-box, a nose, it reminded him of 
a good story. ' Bor myself I must have 
' heard a million good stories in my 
time. Every time I hear a good 


is a sort of filter. 

The hearty man’s best stories were 
without exception indelicate, though 
not extremely so. They cannot be 
printed liere. Indeed, I have forgotten 
them. But he gave them verisimilitude 
by the cunning way in which he intro- 
duced them. He would throw off a 
preamble or . parenthesis or two, ex- 
plaining that at the period in question 
he chanced to be in Hong- Kong, Alaska 
or the Malay States ; and one generally 
i felt that the thing had happened to Mm, 
Incidentally too he would mention 
the large sums of money which he had 
amassed or sacrificed at the time in 
Hong-Kong, Alaska or the Malay States. 
“ I dropped five thousand that trip ” 

I was one of his favourite asides. “ I 
I cleared a hundred thousand dollars ” 


was another. On the wholS, by a little 
rapid arithmetic, I calculated that, after 
a lifetime of financial adventure, Ihe 
man was now “ all square.” 

He vras admirably genial, and George 
and he were firm friends by about 
halfway through the second cocktail. 
George knows good stories too, and 
gave him story for story. I listened 
humbly and in silence, except when I 
said dutifully, “Ha! that’s a good 
one ; ” or when the hearty man said, 
“ Have you heard the story about the 
man in New York ? ” and I said, “ No.” 
I wondered sometimes what would 
happen if I said “ Yes.” For in fact I 
have heard all the stories about the 
man in New York. 

I am no longer surprised at anything 
that may happen to the man in New 
York. He leads a life of adventure, 
devilry and repartee which seems as 
natural now as the barbarities of the 
ancient classical legends. What did 
surprise me was the new light that was 
thrown by the conversation on George’s 
past history and present circumstances. 
As I listened I realised with astonish- 
ment that George in his short life had 
knocked about the world at least as much 
as the hearty man. It was entirely new 





to me, for example, tKat George had 
taken part in a l^volntion in Mexico 
and had held a high post nnder General 
Hubota. Nor did I preyionsly know 
that he had once bonght two hotels at 
Melbourne and gambled them away the 
same night at poker. 

And I noticed that, although between 
them the two men must have traversed 
most of the habitable globe, the places 
which they had both visited were very 
few. ‘‘EverbeentoAlex,?'*George would 
begin. The hearty man had never been 
to Alexandria, and the story continued. 

I remember one night in the Club at 

Alex. But once, when it looked 

as if Cji-eorge was going to remember one 
night at Singapore and it turned out 
that the hearty man had been in a 
street-fight at Singapore, George told 
him about a night at Sydney instead. 
(It seemed to be understood between 
them that Australia was George's, and 
most of America. The other man spe- 
cialised in the East, -with Eussia and 
South Africa throwm in.) 

The hearty man ordered a third round 
of drinks, and George went from 
strength to strength. 

When I went bach to Mexico/" he 
said, ‘^it was a very different story." I 


What year was that, George ? " I 
asked thoughtlessly. 

“Nmeteen-nineteen,oldboy," George 
answered easily. ‘‘ Sailed in February. 
In a tramp," he added. 

I didn't know you were demobilised 
then, old ndan," I said. 

“I wasn%" said he, looking me in 
the eyes. ^‘They seconded me." 

“"Seconded/ eh?" said the hearty 
man. “ Secret Service ? " 

“ Something like it," George admitted 
modestly. 

“ Secret Service, George ? " I echoed, 
staggered, I must confess. 

“Yes, old boy.” 

“ You never told me about it," I said. 

“ One doesn’t, you know,” said George 
mysteriously. “Not at the time.” And 
he went on to tell us how he had held 
the Plaza at Iquique with one machine- 
gun and a dozen \0y2l jponchos — “peas- 
ants, you know." 

I began to feel very humble and 
naked, sitting there silent with no story 
to tell. The conversation of the group 
on my right sounded more congenial 
and I listened to them for a little. 
There were four of them, and the two 
ladies were principally adorned with 
black velvet, diamonds and jet. 


“ I didn’t see you on the pier to-day, 
Mr. Wiggs," said one of the men mourn- 
fully. 

“ Wind 's too cold/’" said the other. 
“ There ’s a lot of this bronchitis about." 

“It is a bitter wind, you’re right," 
said a lady’s voice. 

“ Fresh air never did a man harm," 
said the first man, who evidently en- 
joyed robust health. 

“ Fresh air does more harm than ever 
it does good, I say." 

“It depends how you are in your- 
self. If you ’re well in yourself, there ’s 
nothing hurts you. And if you aren’t 
there ’s nothing like a hot whisky and 
lemon." 

“ What I say is if you ’re going to get 
bronchitis you ’ll get bronchitis, and no 
amount of stopping indoors won’t save 
you." 

“You’ve hit it, Mrs. Farrell. My 
husband always said the same.” 

“ Your husband had a strong consti- 
tution, I daresay. Some of us can't 
stand an east wind." 

It ’s all according to what you ’re 
accustomed to, it ’s true. My husband 
lived a very open-air life, of coarse. And 
he never had a day’s sickness, not till 
the day he was drowned." 
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Chief Eyiginecr (m all seriousness) * “Ay, I sometimes feel a bit that way masel’, 

BDT A WEE WHIFF O’ HOT OIL SOON PUTS ME RICHT AGAIN.” 


Then followed in a firm voice what 
I believe to be a password at Brighton, 
for I had heard it twice already that 
evening. 

‘‘Well, all I can say is, you won’t 
find me on the pier with all this bron- 
chitis about.” 

“Talking of bronchitis,” said the 
second man, lowering his voice, “you 
know the old story about the Welsh 
doctor ? ” 

“No, Mr. Farrell.” 

“Well, if the ladies will forgive 
me — — ? ” said Mr. Farrell doubtfully. 

“Mrs. Meadows don’t mind what she 
hears,” said Mrs. Farrell comfortably. 

“Speak for yourself, Mrs. Farrell, 
please.” 

“ I ’m speaking for you, my dear.” 

“Go on, Mr. Farrell.” 

Mr. Farrell looked about him and 
lowered his voice still lower. 

I turned away, humiliated again. 
Everybody at Brighton, it seemed, knew 
a story except myself. I felt that I 
could not sit silent there much longer 
in that hour of stories, that haunt of 
story-tellers. My only story I had 
wasted on the funniest man in Brighton . 
I racked my brains to remember an- 
other. Long ago, I recalled, I had known 
another. It had something to do with 
an artist’s model ; but that w^as all I 
could remember about it. Then there 
was one about three American regi- 
ments. Someone said to somebody 
else .... And I fancied the man in 
New York came into it somehow. But 
it had gone. 

Gould I not invent one? I tried. 
“ A man in New York went to a doc- 
tor . . .” “An artist’s model was 
walking down Oheapside ...” “The 
Mayor of Brighton was bathing at 
Alexandria . . It was no good. I 
have always despised this kind of story 
as an easy second-hand way of winning 
applause. And I realised with shame 
that I could not even invent one. 

Meanwhile George and the hearty 
man were up to the neck in reminis- 
cences. The hearty man had just de- 
scribed a tiger-hunt he had witnessed. 
He himself, it seemed, had slain a man- 
eater with his own hands. As for 
George, he had become a brand-new 
person. I heard without surprise that 
he had been a mining engineer. He 
had come to London with half-a-crown 
in his pocket. He had bought oil- 
shares on the ground-floor and sold in 
the nick of time at 120, though unhap- 
pily the fortune thus amassed he had 
staked, and lost, at Monte Carlo on 
a single throw. And at the present 
moment he was financing a big theatrical 
show in London and had come down to 
Brighton to look for a Beauty Chorus. 

At this piece of information the 


hearty man could scarcely conceal his 
respect and admiration, and he ordered 
another round of cocktails. He then 
explained to George that he had to 
leave early the following morning as 
Scotland Yard had asked for his assist- 
ance in the investigation of a murder. 

In the pause that followed I deter- 
mined to strike a blow myself. 

“Well, Sir,” I said, “ I ’m sorry you 
won’t be here to-morrow, because I ’m 
afraid you ’U miss a lot of fun.” 

“How’s that, Sir?” said the man. 


as though noticing me for the first 
time. 

I looked George in the eyes. “ I in- 
vented the Death-Ray,” I said simply. 
“I ’ve come down here to make a few 
experiments.” A. P. H. 

“Andrew Lang once estimated that, for every 
novel published, nine remained unpublished. 
As nearly 2,000 novels are published every 
year, this brings the total of yearly novels to 
over 200,000 ! ” — Ocs/ord Paper, 

They can’t do sums like this at Cam- 
bridge. 




TO AN UP-COUNTRY MOTOR-BUS. 

(South In'dia). 


Time was— and not in very distant ages — 

The Proud Proconsiil travelled in a cart 
And moved by slow and meditative stages, 

Nor knew this rush and its attendant rages 
So hard itpbn the heart. 

Not pbid yet with restlessness nor crazy - 
, 'With that mad itch to speed^the parting hour, 
Serene he passed from morn to twilight hazy, 

And life, dear life, so liberal to the lazy. 

Unfolded like a flower. . 

And days turned oyer with the sober rustle 
Of leaves in some digested drowsy tome — 

These days ere Bharata^was bound in bustle, 

..These happy .days ere Hind had heard of hustle 
And haste was left at Home. 

Then madmen came, and with them came disaster. 

Like that sad Queen whom Alicer gentle girl, 

Met on her travels, shrieking, Paster, faster I ” 

They seized on this unhurried land and cast her 
Into the common whirl. 

Along their rails rude locomotives thundered. 

Pilling the land writh fret and fume and fuss ; 

Wires w^edded those whom kindly space had sundered; 
And last to this lone Arcady they blundered 
And ran a motor-bus. 


And so you come with roar and rush and rattle 
Dowm the. rough road the stately bullocks trod 
When men went herded not in trucks like cattle 
And life was life and not a raging battle 
And speed was not yet god. 

Headlong you come in murderous intrusion 
Eoaring aloud that peace must give you place, 
Symbol of progress — ^that insane iUusion, 

King of the creed whose motto is confusion, 

Prime Minister of Pace. 

And I — ^yes, I— despite these maledictions 
Must mount once more upon your hateful back 
And test anew your pains and your restrictions, 

Your stunning blows, your triturating frictions, 

More ruthless than the rack. 

I who in earlier ages, ere the virus 
Of maniac haste had poisoned human wit, 

Might have gone forth by cart, content as Ornus, 

A ten-mile stage (or shorter if desirous) 

And loved each yard of it, 

Now — that confusion's cup and folly's flagon 
Be drained completely — ^now must sit and stew 
Por forty miles — O soul-destroying dragon I 
O loathsome Juggernaut I 0 weary waggon I 

0 beastly bus ! — ^in you, H. B. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAWIENT. 

Monday, May 26th , — To the relief, no 
doubt, of the Colonial Secretaby, 
Sir William Davison is giving Ireland 
a rest and devoting himself to the 
artistic problems of London. Who, he 
wanted to know, was responsible for the 
erection in front of Buckingham Palace 
of a miniature lighthouse with “blink- 
ing green eyes ? ” Mr. Jack Jones — a 
stickler for parliamentary language — 
professed himself shocked by 
the first of these epithets. 

On the Money Eesolution in 
connection with the Govern- 
ment's Unemployment Insur- 
ance Bill, Mr. Shaw explained 
that his pessimistic estimate of 
a million persons unemployed 
until the end of 1926 was 
merely an instance of the char- 
acteristic prudence of his Party. 

Two former Ministers for 
Education, Mr. Wood and Mr. 

H. A. L. Fisher, then delivered 
impassioned speeches protest- 
ing against the assumption 
that children below sixteen 
should be regarded as potential 
wage-earners at all. Overawed 
by this combined onslaught by 
the learned men, Mr. Shaw 
allowed himself to be beguiled 
into a promise to withdraw the 
proposal for insuring children, 
on the understanding that a 
wider resolution could be intro- 
duced with general support in 
Committee. 

This led to a desperate tangle 
which took several hours to 
unravel. Stung by a taunt 
from Colonel John Ward — 

“ somebody who don’t care a 
damn for any of you” — Mr. 

Shaw declared that he would 
recant his previous withdrawal. 

But this brought up Messrs. 
MacLean, Pringle, Master- 
man and Hoggb in an appar- 
ently insoluble argument as to whether 
the Government could or could not raise 
the question again in a Committee. 

Meanwhile Lady Astor, who had 
been waiting for hours to speak, kept 
one eye fixed anxiously on the Chair 
and the other upon the clock. Just when 
it seemed that she would develop a per- 
manent squint, she was allowed to rise 
and treat the House to a spirited example 
of the eloquence which had assisted 
Captain W. E. Elliot to retain Kelvin- 
grove for his Party at the by-election 
last week. Incidentally she described 
Mr. Shaw as having “a heart paved 
with good intentions.” 

The moving of the closure just 
before 8.16 enabled Mr. Pringle to 


demonstrate triumphantly the advan- 
tages of never parting with his hat. 
When Lord Hugh Cecil, sitting tight 
in his place in accordance with the rules 
of the House, desired to put a further 
point of order before the division w^as 
taken, it was only the considerate gener- 
osity of a colleague on the Front Oppo- 
sition Bench and the admirable effi- 
ciency of other Members trained in fire- 
drill, who passed the hat swiftly along 
from hand to hand, that enabled him 


to cover his head before the opportunity 
passed. 

Tuesday, May 27th , — The earlier pro- 
ceedings in the Commons were dom- 
inated by Lieut. - Commander Ken- 
worthy's tie. While Mr. Webb was 
assuring an inquirer that his Depart- 
ment was investigating the problem of 
harnessing the Severn tides (will this 
involve the suppression of the local 
“ bore ” ?), and Mr. Jack Jones was sug- 
gesting the advisability of testing Mem- 
bers' eye-sight (he needs no glasses 
himself), the House collectively kept its 

f aze riveted on the crimson rivulet 
owing down over the ample bosom of 
the Member for Central Hull. When 
he rose to put a Question about British 


dyestuffs he was greeted by a roar of 
cheers that caused his cheeks to match 
the hue of his neckwear. 

Bearded Mr. BenTurnee asked leave 
to introduce a Bill “ To restore to the 
nation all lands, minerals, rivers, streams 
and tributaries ” — these last, perhaps, 
for the benefit of the other beavers ” — 
and supported his proposal with a wealth 
of quotations, mostly Biblical. Piously 
disclaiming any idea of ‘^robbery” he 
argued that existing owners would be 
fairly treated if they were 
given from five to fifteen years’ 
notice of the State's intention 
to take over their property. 
But he had not reckoned with 
that sturdy individualist, Sir 
Henry Craik. He capped Mr. 
Turner's Scriptural excerpts 
with another about the wicked- 
ness of removing one's neigh- 
bour’s land-mark, instanced 
the present condition of Eussia 
as a proof of what ‘‘nationali- 
sation” led to, and induced 
enough Liberals to join the 
Conservatives in the Lobby — 
“Comrade” Kenworthy, I 
need hardly say, was not among 
them — to defeat the motion by 
176 to 164. 

The debate on the Second 
Beading of the Finance Bill 
was rather perfunctory. Mr. 
Neville Chamberlain got in 
one or two shrewd blows, a 
little reminiscent of his fa- 
ther's style, as when he com-# 
pared Mr. Snowden and Mr. 
Webb to “a pair of eco- 
nomic prudes . . . always 
drawing up their skirts lest 
the purity of their Free Trade 
principles should be injured.” 
Mr. Asquith, speaking from 
the Opposition Front Bench, 
in accordance with his now es- 
tablished habit, recalled some- 
thing that he himself had said 
in 1907 about the importance 
of budgeting, not for one year but several 
years, and pronounced it “ perfectly 
sound.” I wonder whether in 1941 he 
will pass the same judgment on the 
scheme for a voluntary capital levy 
which he proceeded to outline. Curi- 
ously enough Mr. Snowden omitted to 
notice this scheme in his reply, though 
he paid great compliments to Mr. 
Asquith and assured him that he had 
budgeted with an eye on the future, and 
was confident of producing even more 
satisfactory proposals next year. j 

Wednesday, May 28th , — Lord Mayo | 
invited the Peers to express their opin- 
ion “that the Anglo- Soviet Conference 
should now be discontinued,” bub was 
persuaded by Lord Curzon, after sar- 



A DESPEEATE TANGLE. 

Mr. T. Shaw, Mr. Hogue, Mr. Neil Macleax<, 
Mr. Pringle and Mr. Masterman. 
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castic references to the desire of the 
Government to show that they were 
not such fools as they appeared, to 
modify his motion into a desire that 
the Conference should be brought to as 
early a conclusion as possible. 

Lord Newton thought it was likely 
to continue indefinitely if, as he under- 
stood, the Soviet delegates were being 
paid for as “ honoured guests by the 
British Government. Lord Parmoob 
replied indignantly that he believed the 
Soviet delegation to be here entirely at 
their own expense, but confessed, under 
further pressure, that he “was not abso- 
lutely ceitain, 

A bombardment of Questions about 
the Air Ministry’s refusal to acquire 
the death-ray” left Mr. Leach un- 
ruffled. That man of peace surprised 
the House by announcing that “ every 
phenomenon” produced by the inventor 
at his recent demonstration “ can read- 
ily be reproduced by the people in our 
Department ; ” and later on defended 
the Air Force estimates in a manner 
which caused Sir Samuel Hoaee to 
congratulate him on having become a 
full-blooded Militarist. The explana- 
tion was probably revealed by Mr. 
Leach himself when he let it be known 
that his Department has been “ strain- 
ing” at the Leash.” On the strength of 
that hopeful indication the vote was 
agreed ‘to. 

In the debate on Sir John Mabbiott’s 
resolution, expressing, disappointment 
at the slow progress" of Empire settle- 
ment, so many Members gave the House 
to understand that, if they were a few 
years younger, they would emigrate at 
once to the unexplored Dominions that 
Mr. Snell made an earnest appeal 
against the steady disappearance of the 
flower of oimyouth. But even he, having 
worked as an agricultural labourer in 
England, declared that, if he were a 
young man again, he would take a man’s 
chance in the Colonies rather than live 
on a “ starving wage ” at home and die 
in a workhouse, 

TJhimday May readiness 

for the Eoyal Commission, the Loro 
Chancellor, gathering his scarlet-and- 
ermine robes around him and clutching 
the quaint three-cornered hat which 
on these occasions he has to wear on 
top of his enormous wig, had sid- 
led conspiratorially into the Chamber, 

I followed by Lord Olivier, with his 
scarlet cloak drawn closely across like 
a kimono, and by Lord Muir Macken- 
zie, nonchalantly allowing his grey 
tweed trousers to appear under his 
robes. 

Black Eod had been already sent to 
summon the Speaker and the Com- 
mons when consternation fell upon the 
assembly. It Avas suddenly discovered 


that one of the Bills which were to 
receive the Eoyal Assent had not yet 
passed its later stages. Lord Donouch- 
MORE was summoned in frantic haste, 
and, with the Treasury Bench arrayed 

^ 


NATIONAL 

BEAVER 

RESERVE 



A HOME FOR BEAVERS. 
Mb. Ben Turner. 


in scarlet - and - ermine, the Scottish 
Superannuation Bill w^as passed, inside 
two minutes, tlirough Committee, Ee- 
port and Third Eeading. When the 



‘‘CLOTHED IN WHITE DITTOS, 
IMYSTIC, WONDERFUL." 

Mr, W, Greenwood. 


curtains were raised, the Commons, 
headed by Mr. Trevelyan and Miss 
Maroaret Bondpield, solemnly as- 
sisted at the magic words,*“ Le Boy le 


veidt'' which thereupon transformed it 
into law. 

Oppressed by heat, atmospheric as 
well as political, the Commons were first 
dazzled, then envious, at the apparition 
of Mr. William Greenwood, radiant 
in a suit of white ducks. Lady Astoe, 
sitting on the bench below him, deco- 
rated him in queenly fashion with an 
immense pink carnation, 

W’hen Captain Elliot was introduced 
to take his seat, the young Tories kept 
up a reiterated chorus of ‘‘Where is 
Pratt ? ’ ’ Tlii s unkind reference to the 
defeated Liberal Candidate was scarcely 
an encouragement to the Liberals to 
unite with the Conservatives in docking 
Mr. Shaw’s salary 
It did not divert Sir Egbert Horne, 
who led the attack, from pitiful con- 
templation of the “ patient oxen.” He 
emphasised the Scriptural sanction for 
allowing Mr. Masterman to be unmuz- 
zled, and in a climax of pathos saw 
Mr. Asquith gazing wistfully upon his 
desiccated colleagues and exclaiming, 
in the words of the advertisement, 
“ Alas, my poor brothers ! ” 

Wearily the Prime Minister con- 
fessed that responsibility is a heart- 
breaking business. But he soon became 
aggressive, and declared that, if his own 
Party had promised more than they 
could perform at once, that was due to 
their inexperience, whereas the Tories, 
in giving pledges to the unemployed, 
had sinned against the light. His ex- 
planation of the Government’s plans 
for afforestation and so forth was not 
very clear to the ordinary intellect, 

Mr. Asquith, however, found in it 
“ a large addition to our knowledge,” 
and, while admitting that it was only 
“ a paper programme,” urged that the 
Government ought to be given more 
time to develop it. That, he declared, 
was “ the only attitude worthy of the 
existing position of a great political 
party.” TJiis sentiment his followers, 
not unmindful of the possibility that 
at a General Election their “exist- 
ing position” might be, like poor 
Sir John Pratt’s, at the bottom oi 
the poll, obediently cheered. Despite 
Captain Guest’s warning to his fellow- 
Liberals against altering their policy, 
since “ tactics led to drift, and drift to 
public contempt,” over a hundred of 
them joined the Labour Party in the 
Lobby and gave the Government a 
majority of 48. Mr. Lloyd George, 
though present during a portion of the 
debate, neither spoke nor voted. 


“ Simplified Spelling. 

To arrive at any real steretoyped system is 
not the easy matter that reformers seem to 
imagine. ” — N'orth-Coimtrij Pajper, 

So it appears. 
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THE WEMBLEY RODEO. 


Now shall the world our horsemen know — 

For a steer to chase and a rope to throw 
Are the love and pride of Ontario, 

And to sit on a bucking colt for ever 
The one desire of the Darling Eiver. 

The bushman is king in his own stockyard; 

The cowboy on every film is starred ; 

Set ’em the one against the other 

In a scramble of hoofs where the dust-clouds smother, 

And the towering bleachers out Wembley way 

Like flowers in the wind will rock and sway 

As the watchers follow the reckless play 

Of the Lachlan lads in their trailing hooks, 

That saddle the bronchos and ride Hke books, 

While the prairie princes of rope and horn 
Boll up for a round with the mulga-born. 

For the champion buster from Medicine Hat 
Will be cinching the rebel from Gidyea Flat, 

And the sunburnt drover from Fast-and-Loose 
Will be gripping the ear of the worst cayuse ; 


And, if by chance he should come unstuck 
And a rollicking six-foot lean Canuck 
Should hint that his hawss can’t raise a buck, 

Then the pride of the South will get to work 
With language peculiar to West o’ Bourke'. 

So the Wembley road is the road to take, 

When the stock-whips cmi and the lass-ropes 
snake, 

When the Stetson nods to the cabbage-tree, 

When leggin’s and chaps go knee to knee, 

When the pitchers pitch and the wranglers roar, 
And the only hold is the hackamore. 

As the split-ears prop and the pintos soar 
In a whirling riot of rainbow shirts, 

Hirams and Hanks and Bills and Berts, 

Cinches, neckerchiefs, hoofs and quirts ; 

And strong men challenge and wild words flow 
When the sage takes fire and the bush lets go, 
Where the Empire rides at the Empire Show. 

W. H. 0. 
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THE GREEN PARROT. 

^ “ I WANT you to look after this in the 
mornings,” said Phyllis. *‘Max has 
been trying to get at it again.” 

Max is the big y^eUow cat that lives 
mostly down in the kitchen, where you 
may hear Susan (our only domestic) 
talking to it most of the afternoon and 
evening. Susan is extraordinarily fond 
of cats. - 

“ What on earth made you get that 
thing? ” I said. 

Isn’t it a dear?” said Phyllis, 
making soothing noises at the green 
long-tailed bird in its magnificent new 
cage. “I’ve always felt somehow I 
should like to have a parrot. Do you 
think we shall ever be- able to make it 
talk?” 

“Green parrots don’t talk. They 
screech. If this thing begins to screech 
I can’t have it in my room. How do 
you suppose I 
shall be able to 

a Kl work?” 

kS^ N. I ‘ * Jaquette ’s 

quietest 

I ( \ bird in Lon- 

( \ don. She never 

^\ \ i\ ^^^ii'‘^^^C)fscreech- 

<-v ^ \ A \ \\ ing unless she ’s 

\ course, when 

'^.Maxpulled three 
\ feathers out of 

Wl 

^ f other day ...” 

yj “I know, I 

^ know. All right. 

** Jaqxjktte ’s the Put her in mv 
room if you in- 
sist. I ve got 
an awful lot of thinking to get through 
this morning, by the way.” 

I don’t know how you feel about it, 
but I simply cannot start my morning’s 
woik satisfactorily unless I have a few 
quiet minutes after breakfast to get my 
thoughts arranged in order. I hate 
being impatient, but Phyllis is gener- 
ally quite reasonable about it. She 
made a slight grimace, put the cage 
on a small table right in front of 
the window so that it would get the 
full benefit of the sun, and went to the 
door. 

“You might just move the table 
round a little every half-hour,” she put 
in as a parting shot, “ Jaquette hates 
-^beinglett in the shade.” 

I growled something in reply. This 
bouse, in my opinion, is getting clut- 
tered up with pets. And when they 
have to be kept in water-tight com- 
partments, so to speak, for fear of killing 
each other, and I have to interrupt my 
morning’s work in-order towatch them ^ 
and see that tlieyget their proper allow- 1 ^ 


ance of sunlight, it gets a bit thick. 
However . . . 

I have had Jaquette’s company in 
my room now every morning lor more 
than a week. I admit the bird has j 
been tolerably quiet. Now and again 
she makes a sort of chuckling gurgle in 
the throat, and I have heard occasion- 
ally a noise like a rubber-soled shoe 
slipping on a piece of linoleum. These 
may be tests for voice-production . Per- 
haps she will prove a talker after all. 

But she does take up my attention. 
I have always had a latent predilection 
for natural history. This morning I 
found myself spending more and more 
time vratching the creature. Parrots 
are remarkable animals. I had no idea 
the cervical vertebrae possessed such 
remarkable flexibility. And what a 
weapon that vermilion beak is ! J aquet te 
can do anything you like with it. Apart 
from eating (which is going on inter- 
mittently all the time) she uses it for 
mangling each individual quill in turn, 
and for biting her claws and as an alpen- 
stock for her mountaineering work. 

I wonder if they crawl about like this 
in their native forests. Jaquette seems 
to put in most of her climbing upside 
down. 

This is getting serious. If I look at the 
bird much more I shall have wasted all 
my morning. The creatures have a cliarm 
— to the really observant eye. In a few 
weeks, when it gets warm, 1 shall prob- 
ably be found lying on some Cornish 
cliii'with a pair of field-glasses, studying 
thedomestic habits of choughs or guille- 
mots. That eyelid thing of Jaquette’s 
is curiously fascinating. I believe they 
call it a nictitating membrane in the 
books. I can’t help thinking she uses it 
more than is quite 



** Jaquette had 
BEGUN.” 


healthy. 

I managed to 
type out two pages 
of a short story 
this morn ing. Just 
as I had finished I 
was startled by a 
hideous ear-pierc- 
ing screech. 

, It w'as as I had 
feared. 

Jaquette had be- 


She has seldom 


left off since. 

“ I ’m sorry,” I said firmly to Phyllis 
this morning; “that bird is ruining 
me. Can’t you look after her to-day ? ’ ’ 

Phyllis made that gesture with the 
hands that indicates hopeless impossi- 
bility. Didn’t I remember that she 
had to go to the Euddocks for lunch ? 
In fact, she had to be out all day. They 


might want her to stay on to dinner 
and a theatre afterwards. Did I mind ? 

“I’ll try to bear it,” I said. “But 
Susan will have to look after the bird. 
I simply can’t stand it.” 

“ How can she while she ’s ^working 
in the morning ? Max will kill it to 
a certainty while she ’s upstairs. It ’s 
only for one day. I 'll take charge to- 
morrow.” 

I gave a shrug, defeated. Jaquette 
Muu/i I sidled rap- 

idly from 

- the corn-bin 

' tothewater- 
trough and 
l>ack again 
with a male- 
ic volent chuc- 

^ Having 

seen Phyllis 
off for the 




“I NEARLY PELL OVER IT.” alwayS 

a strong 

man’s job — it was .eleven o’clock when 
I got back to my study, feeling rather 
ragged. That beastly yellow cat was 
lurking outside my door. I nearly fell 
over it. 

With a sigh I sat down, collected my 
material and began to type. At any 
rate there were two more good hours 
before I was likely to be interrupted 
again. I often find that one really does 
I better work after one of these trying 
experiences — if one can manage to pre- 
serve tlie temper. I feU I was rather 
in the vein. I was — until Jaquette be- 
gan screeching again, 

I flatter myself I can work with a 
good deal of noise going on, but that 
bird defeated me. It was th e uncertainty 
that did for me — the suspense of waiting 
for the next screech. When I stopped 
typing she would stop too — for a time ; 
when I began again so would she — after 
a pause of perhaps half a minute to a 
minute and , i 

a half. If lU-LUil i, 

she had rX 

made the f '(.wV ) 

intervalper- y 

fectly regu- | ^ ^ , \\ 

lar I might jMJ.b 

have been 

able to stand I ^ 

It was DO fr I - ' 

good. I felt SHOOK MY FIST AT 


SHOOK MY FIST AT 

Jaquette.” 


that seusa- «)aquette. 

tion at the back of the head that precedes 
a complete nervous breakdown . If it had 
not been for my native humanity and 
the fact that Phyllis seemed absurdly 
attached to the bird, I could have thrown 
it, cage and all, out of the window with 
the greatest pleasure. As it was I 
sliook my fist at Jaquette and rushed 





downstairs and out of the house. Some- 
thing had to go. The strain had become 
unbearable. 

Honestly, it was not until I had gone 
half-way down the High Street that I 
began to wonder whether I had or had 
not left the door of my study open. 
I remembered seeing Max sitting on 
the stairs as I went down, but that 
was all. It would be absurd to go the 
whole way back to make sure. But the 
thought haimted me all the rest of that 
morning while I w^as trying to work in 
the Silent Eoom at my Club. I could 
not get on with my story. And at lunch 
I kept wondering wdiat Piiyllis would 
say when she got home. Afterwards I 
decided it \Tas hopeless trying to write. 
I lost three rubbers running instead 
because I simply could not keep my 
mind on the game. 

The more 1 thought of it the more I 
became all but certain that I had for- 
gotten to shut the door. 

I was in effect a murderer. Tlie 
sensation is more unpleasant than I 
had imagined. Poor Jaquette! Her 
voice may have been slightly untrained, 
but it was pleasant to watch her climb- 
ing. Of course it was possible Susan 
might hear if there was anything like 
a scuffle and appear in time. But Susan, 
I was sure, did not really like parrots. 

It may sound weak, but I was posi- 
tively afraid to go home for dinner. 


I stayed on at the Club and cut in 
again afterwards at Bridge, whereby I 
lost three more rubbers. It must have 
been nearly eleven wdien I got back. 
And then I found,’ in the excitement 
of leaving, I had 
come out without 
my latch-key. 

Susan opened the 
door. Even as I 
heard her coming 
along the passage 
I felt conscious of 
impending tragedy . 

Then I saw that her 
eyes W'ere red. My 
heart missed a beat 
— perhaps two. The 
W'orst had happen- 
ed . And Phyllis had 
not come back yet. 

It took me a mo- 
ment before I could ^Hpoor 

speak. . 

‘‘Has anything happened?’' I con- 
trived to say at last. 

“ He 's dead.” Susan's voice broke. 
I had never seen her so moved before. 

“ What — the parrot ? ” I asked me- 
claanically. • 

“No, Sir. My poor Max. That parrot 
bit him something cruel. He never was 
a strong cat — ^not really.” 

Knowing Susan’s affection for the 


breed I'sympathised. Openly, I mean. 
Inwardly, I don’t mind telling you that 
the relief was so great that, pending 
the I'eturn of Phyllis, I stood myself one 
of my best cigars, a brand commonly 
reserved for distinguished strangers. 


“Walking sticks for gentlemen of every 
length.” — Advt. in Local Laper. 

Even for the new giant (9 ft. 3 in.) ? 

“ House over Shop to Let ; no bath ; suitable 
for business people.” 

AdvtAin Liverj^ool Pa:per. 
This should please Manchester, 


“Taken for PEBT.~Eoan Cob, 6 ys., 
with perfect manners.” 

Advt. in Provincial Pajper. 

Plausible but unprincipled, we fear. 


“The car, which was travelling at just over 
120 m.p.h'., skidded 80 yards broadside on, 
then turned completely round three times, and 
charged up the Byfleet banking backwards . . . 
She was the most delightful car to handle that 
was ever on Brooklands Track.” 

Motoring Piiblicalion. 

Well, everyone to his taste. 


“Visit of the Anglo-Catholic Bilgbimage. 

The Anglo-Catholic Bilgrimage, consisting 
of Bishop, Clergy and levity from England 
at present in Palestine, will pay a brief visit to 
Cairo.” — Egyptian Paper, 

We do not approve of levity on a 
Bilgrimage, 
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SCIENCE. 

OxcE there was a King, and to his Court came three 
magicians. Two of them were old and had long white 
beards and peaked caps, and their clothes were covered with 
mysterious symbols which nobody could understand. They 
had a great deal of apparatus with them, and so had the 
third magician, who was a young man with a bold firm face 
and \vore clothing, which in that country appeared peculiar, 
bub to us seems ordinary enough. 

“ "What do you want ? ” asked the King, leaning on the 
shoulder of his Fool, who as a matter of fact was his only 
counsellor. 

And the First Magician said : — 

“ I and my friend here are alchemists. We know every- 
thing that was known by Hermes Trismegistus, and we 
iiave studied the works of Gebir, the Arabian, who wrote 
‘ The Summit of Perfection/ and we understand all the pro- 
perties of gold and mercury and arsenic and sulphur. We 
iiave furnaces and alembics and aludels. We are also skilled 
in infusions and decoctions and sublimation and fixation, 
lixiviation, filtration, coagulation ” 

“ Everything, in fact, that ends with a nation,” interrupted 
tlie Fool, striking him smartly on the head with his bladder. 
But the old man continued; — 

“ — We have read the works of Albertus Magnus and 
Eoger Baco^t, wdio explained to Pore Nicholas the Fourth 
tlie properties of liquefied gold ; and we are acquainted with 
Eaymond Lully and Basil Valentine and Paracelsus. 
We have discovered the alkahest.” 

And what then? ” inquired the King, stifling a yawn. 

" I, O King,” said the First Magician, “ have discovered 
a preparation which confers immortality upon mankind; 
and my friend here has the Desirable Stone, which turns 
all metals into gold. For from being Adepts we became 
Philosophers, and from being Philosophers we are now 
Wise.” 

“ Deary me I ” said the King. And then, turning to the 
Third Magician — ** And what can you do ? ” he inquired. 

“ 1, 0 King, have discovered the secret of Perpetual Death.” 

“ And "what on earth is the point of that ? ” asked the Fool. 

“ It is very useful against the King's enemies. I have a 
Secret Bay that can wither everything that lives. It can 
also stop a motor-car twenty yards away.” 

That would be helpful in crossing the streets of the 
capital/’ observed the Fool. 

Well, what do you advise me to do about it all ? ” asked 
the King, turning to him. 

“ You must impose,” said the Fool, “ a test. Begin with 
the old man who spoke first. Let him enter a motor-car 
and let the Third Magician turn his Secret Bay upon him. 
But see that before that he has drunk his Elixir of Immortal 
Life.” 

So the test was applied. And the First Magician was 
withered up so that he died, and the motor-car was stopped 
very suddenly twenty yards away from the death-dealing 
machine. 

“ Though, after all,” observed the Fool thoughtfully, “ it 
was only a Ford car.” 

“ That disposes of him” said the King gratefully to the 
Third Magician. “ I rather like your Secret Bay. What do 
you want for it ? ” 

“ A thousand million golden crowns,” he replied. 

“ That, I think, is where I come in,” said the Second 
Magician, stepping forward; if your Majesty will take me 
to the Treasury, where the copper coins from the tax-col- 
lectors are.” 

So all the copper in the King’s Treasury was transmuted 
into gold. 


There seems to me, Sire,” observed the Fool suddenly, 
“ a certain disadvantage in buying this Secret Bay. It is 
very cumbersome to work, and even though it might kill 
the King’s enemies this magician might go on from us and 
sell it also to them.” 

“ We can keep him here,” replied the King. 

“Even so,” said the Fool, “ the secret might be stolen, or 
there might be a revolution.” 

“ You think of everything 1 ” cried the King. “ It is bet- 
ter that the secret should perish at once. The more so 
as I can then keep all this gold.” 

So he ordered the Third Magician to be executed. The 
sentence was carried out in the palace courtyard by the 
troops of the royal bodyguard, who, not understanding the 
Secret Bay, used ordinary bows and arrows. 

The Second Magician was created Wizard-in-Ordinary 
to the King, and sat always on his left hand. But a few 
weeks later a message was brought to tlie King from a 
foreign land which lay overseas, to say that the bankers of 
the world had decided to abolish the gold standard. Livid 
with fury, the King ordered the Second Magician to be 
killed in his turn. 

“What am I to do?” he said petulantly to the Fool. 
“ I have lost the Secret of Perpetual Life and the Secret 
of Perpetual Deatli ; and now even my treasured gold is of 
no avail.” 

“ There is always hellebore,” replied the Fool. “ I could 
prepare you some of that myself.” 


DEMETER’S TONIC. 

“Nature ’s an invalid,” declared my neiglibour; 

“ Begard, I pray you, yonder gleaming bed ; 

In vain had been my long-protracted labour 
Unless the plants were spoon-and-bottle-fod ; 

So, if you aim (as say the advertisers) 

To live your garden life witli zip and zest, 

Spend all your ready cash on fertilisers 
And never mind the rest.” 

So tins was Nature’s secret ; her digestion 
Bequired incessant pampering, he was sure, 

With appetising mixtures ; hence the question 
Was chiefly one of suitable manure ; 

And so, to save my garden from the dull fate 
Of bringing only twigs and leaves to birth, 

With phosphate, bone-meal, basic slag and sulphate 
I dosed my slice of earth. 

But now, when Springtime lingers in the coppice, 
Painting the tender shoots a lucent green. 

And even tempts the buds of languorous poppies 
To shed their splendour on the vernal scene; 
When Pliilomela, weeping for her loss, trills, 

And all the garden dons its gala dress, 

The only scent that rises to my nostrils 
Is that of HgS. 


Bn a (Boob Cause* 

Mr, Punch would like to remind his readers of the claims 
of the Santa Claus Home at Highgate for children with hip 
and spinal disease, which they have from time to time 
assisted by their generosity. Appeals to the public seem 
just now to be more numerous than ever, some of them 
on a necessarily large scale. ^ But it is hoped that old friends, 
particularly one as modest in its scope — although not less 
useful for that — as the Santa Claus Home will not suffer 
in consequence. Donations should be sent to Miss Charles, 
Santa Claus Hoine, Highgate, N. 



NEW VIEWS ON OLD BOOKS. 

{If EUsabetJianPublishers had only been 
able to look ahead,) 

Dear Mr. , I must apologise for 

my delay in sending you my report of 
the MS. of that collection of Essays you 
sent me, but it has really been a very 
tough job. 

To begin with, the spelling is most 
peculiar ; evidently deliberate, but sav- 
ouring of W ardour Street. The writer’s 
outlook is in the main old-fashioned, 
but relieved by gleams of insight. The 
work is full of sayings which I seem to 
have heard before. For example, the 
author speaks of revenge as “ a kind of 
wild justice,” a remark which I remem- 
ber reading in a leading article only a 
few weeks ago. • Also he is greatly given 
to Latin quotations, but seldom adds a 
translation ; and he carries his avoid- 
ance of modernism to an excess which 
box'ders on affectation. Thus he dis- 
cusses Exhibitions, but under the alias 
of “Masques and Triumphs,” and crabs 
them as “Toys.” This essay wmuld, I 
think, have to be cut out or else rewritten 
in accordance with the lessons of Wem- 
bley. The range of comment is extremely 
wide, but the mentahty revealed is 
cramped by prejudice and even ignorance, 
and clouded by inconsistency. He dis- 
misses dancing as a “ mean and vulgar 
thing,” and yet almost in the ,same 
breath describes it as a ‘‘ thing of state 


and pleasure”! One of the longest 
essays is devoted to domestic architec- 
ture and the equipment of a country 
house. But there is no mention of 
bathrooms, h. and c., or a garage ; and 
while he talks of ‘‘three courts ” omits 
to state whether they should be hard or 
grass courts. 

On the other hand, regarded as a 
practical manual for politicians, these 
Essays contain some valuable hints, as 
when he points out the dangers of an 
excess of charity, of being, in fact, so 
good as to be good for nothing. On 
the relations of youth and age, parents 
and children, he shows some sagacity, 
commending liberal allowance and, 
within limits, the encouragement of 
self-expression ; but he still adheres in 
the main to the exploded view that 
parents should choose their children’s 
profession. He often quotes Machia- 
VELLi, but never mentions Montessoei 
or Mussolini. On the subject of beauty 
he commits himself to the somewhat 
obscure view that it depends more on 
favour than on colour, which seems to 
indicate a prejudice against the use of 
cosmetics. He discourses on the dan- 
gers of getting rich quick ; on the other 
hand he applauds the practice of keeping 
diaries. 

As a commercial proposition the 
book is seriously handicapped by its 
extreme brevity. Unless it were printed 
in large type and with ample margins it 


would not run to more than about a 
hundred-and-fifty pages, and, if priced 
at, say, five shillings, would require an 
improbably large sale to enable you to 
make a reasonable profit. The author is 
unknown and his name is not romantic. 
Under a taking pseudonym, such as “ A 
Member of the Old ’Nobihty,” he might 
perhaps gain a hearing. Better still, if 
he would .consent to have his MS. re- 
vised by a modern essayist, such, as Mr. 
Ag-ate or Mr. Lewis Hind, I think that 
you might perhaps get home on the 
venture. Otherwise I fear I cannot 
confidently recommend pubhcation. 

Yours faithfully, 


On the Scenic Railway at Wembley : 
“ On this thrilling ride the trains average 
fifty miles an hour, the ride of miles being 
accomplished in a hurried 6 min."” 

WeelzJy JPajger, 

The arithmetic too, you wdll notice, is 
rather thidlling. 

“I heard my neighbour whisper in a hushed 
sort of voice .” — WeeTdy Paper. 

The very sort of voice we always use 
when whispering. 


From a serial story : — 

“That afternoon the ‘Bonnie Boon' film 
was resumed. They were out on a beautiful 
boulder-strewn hillside, all purple with heather 
and yellow with gSLUzeJ^^WeeJdy Paper. 

The “gauze” would, of course, give a 
“ filmy” effect. 
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resumed after a gloomy silence, “they’re you can settle down even to what meal 
CHANGE, CHANGE! not a patch on the old days. Where they give you the floor is being cleared 

odd coming back to London are your actors ? Where 's your Henry again for dancing, which had begun 
after so many years,” said Charlie — my Irving-? Where’s your Ellen Terry? at tea and will go on till all hours, 
old friend, Charlie Waters. I did my best to laugh at some of your This turning night into day— what ’s 

‘‘Let’s see. Exactly how many ? ” I comedians, but they merely made me that going to do for the race, do you 
asked, regret the old ones. There’s no one suppose?” 

“Well, I haven’t been here since like William Blakeley any more.” “But you ’re not maintaining,” I said, 
1903,” he said. “ That ’s what ? ” “ They may be diflerent,” I said, “ but “ that there were no night clubs and 

“ I ’m not good at arithmetic,” I said, I don’t see that our present-day come- dancing-saloons in your time ? ” 

“ but it looks very like twenty-one.” dians aren’t as good. Difference is not “There may have been a few, he 

“Twenty-one’s a long time,” he said, necessarily deterioration. You wouldn’t replied, “to be visited on special occa- 
“to spend in looking forward to the have ever^^thing always the same ? ” sions ; but dancing among tables wasn’t 
joys of London; and now that I am “ I don’t know that I wouldn’t,” he a cult, or fashion, then as it is now. A 
here at last it’s disappointing. I find said. “As for music-halls, they don’t quiet supper was possible, with some 
nothing hut change and everything for seem to exist. Ilookfor the Tivoli and decent supper food to eat, such as the 
the w^orse.” find a cinema. I look for the Pavilion devilled bones I ’ve mentioned. But 


“ Everything ? ” I asked. 

“Yes, everything.” 

He became hard and 
assertive. 

“ Everything,” he re- 
peated. “ Take man- 
ners. Look at the 
women. When I left 
England a few of them 
smoked. N ow they all 
do. Even young girls 
— ^if girls can be called 
young any longer.” 

“Are you sure they 
didn’t smoke before you 
left?” I asked. “Se- ^ 
cretly?” 

“They may have 
done,” he said. “ And ^ 
if they did I don’t mind. V 
What I do mind is their 
publicity now. Before 
meals, in the middle of 
meals, sometimes right 
through meals. At the 
theatre the other even- « : 
ing I saw some walking 
about with cigarettes in — 




\ (m 







find a cinema. I look for the Pavilion devilled bones I ’ve mentioned. But 
and find a cinema. Cinemas may be nowyour small-hour jazzing is as much 
all right for those that like them, but a part of life as your bath. What I 

" want to know is, when 

do these people get up 


exists ? ” he challenged 
me. 

“ Some of it may be 
in yourself, dear Bru- 
tus,” I suggested. 

“ Eot ! ” he replied. 
“ I ’ve kept myself 
sweet.” 

I walked away with 
him, and in St, James’s 
Street he stopped a 
man and held out his 
hand. 

“Hullo, Jack!” he 
said. 

But the man made 
no sign of recognition. 

“ Surely it ’s Jack Hil- 
ton?” said my friend. 
“ Don’t you know me ? 











Ner'cous Beginner [to caddy). “I — 32R — suppose you get an occasional 
‘RABBIT* here?” 

Caddie, “We did once, but the Committee *ad ’em shot.” 


their mouths. In their mouths 1 That ’s why should they destroy other things ? I ’m Charlie W aters. I ’ve just comeback 
change, isn’t it? Not holding' them What you call revue is no substitute from Hong Kong after twenty years.” 
anfi puffing, but stuck right in their for the old music-halls. Where’s your. “Good heavens, Charlie!” said 
painted faces. ^ Dan Leno ? Tell me.” Hilton, clasping his hand witli what 

J‘Yes, and paint!” he went on. “Men can’t live for ever,” I sug- seemed to be real affection. “Yes, I 

gested. see now. Eorgive me, old chap, but, 

“ No, but the right spirit ought to,” by Jingo, you’ve changed so com- 
he said. “And it’s the spirit that’s pletely!” - E. V. L. 


painted faces. 

“Yes, and paint!” he went on. 
“ Look at the paint ! ” 

“ Didn’t they paint when you left ? ” I 
asked. 


“ Some of the old ones, yes,” he said, all wrong here now. No care, no 
“ But not the children. They ’ve all got thoroughness. Take your restaurants. 


gested. 


pletely!” — E. V. 

Another Impending Apology. 


lip-sticks now, and mirrors and puffs. No variety whatever; frozen meat, I ’ll . “ Sir Henry Slessei* (Solicitor-General), spe 
And they make-up in public. We used swear, most of it. And food in private 

to see that kind of thing only in Pans ; houses has lost its flavour too. Bacon ratioual human enjoyment required an accom- 
now it’s taught in our schools. Bah ! ” isn’t what it used to be ; ham ’s not a paniment of vicQ,''— Daily Paper. 

He was getting very angry. patch on the ham of my young days. We trust there is no gTound for the 

“And there’s the way people eat in Sausages are not worth eating. Whiskey implication that the Government are of 
theatres,” he snarled. “ They may Jiave is an insipid fluid; beer has none of a different opinion. 

munched in the pit and gallery when I its old texture. But to go back to 

' left. But now the stalls are full of restaurants, would you believe it, 1 From a wedding-report : — 
chocolate-boxes too. ^ I’m not sure tried all over London for devilled bones “Her four bridesmaids and two brain- 
tliat isn’t the most striking change I ’ve for supper last week and they ’d hardly bearers . . .''—Provincial Paper. 
come across. But there’s change every- ever heard of such things? Just the A useful innovation for brides who are 
where, and always for the worse. ordinary dreary stuff — ^no enterprise, apt to lose their heads on these occa- 

“ As for the theatres themselves,” he Isn’t that deterioration? And before sions. 
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GEEALD THE OMNISCIENT. 
Peobably most of you own a friend 
who Itas a peculiar and extensive know- 
ledge of matters hidden from the general 
public, but I doubt if one of them is at 
once so omniscient and so maddening 
as my friend Gerald. As with most of 
his genus his special slogan is the word 
watch,” coupled with the particular 
subject — be it football club, statesman, 
golfer, poet, investment, political party, 
athlete or plumber — about whom or 
which he is being “ knowing.” 

Last winter, for example, Gerald was 
concerned about the First League. 

‘ ‘ W atch Everton, * ’ he ordered. I meekly 
pointed out that I was playing golf that 
afternoon and could not possibly watch 
Everton. I even suggested that I would 
much prefer to sit by the bedside of a sick 
friend than watch Everton. To Gerald 
these were mere pointless quibbles ; what 
he meant to tell me was that some 
deadly secret existed about the First 
League which could only be revealed to 
the uninitiated by a steady watch on 
Everton. 

I don't know whether I hate him 


most in the political field or the finan- 
cial, Of course he is equally primed 
with mysterious information in both ; 
and, again, it is essential to ** watch” 
something or somebody. 

Gerald arrived one morning when I 
was at breakfast. To call at such an 
hour is typical of the supreme bateful- 
ness of the fellow. He sat down at the 
table, put his elbow in the marmalade, 
blew his offensive smoke into my face,- 
knocked over the milk-jug and without 
further preamble remarked, Watch 
Chartered. I know something.” 

As a matter of fact I had been watch- 
ing Chartered and I knew a good deal. 
I had watched them fall a shilling, and 
I knew that a further fall would create 
discord with my broker and spoil my 
chance . of a good holiday. So I asked 
Gerald for more news. 

Ah,” said Gerald, “ I mustn’t tell 
you. But just you watch them.” 

(As a personal and painful note inter- 
polated in this monograph on Gerald 
I may record -that I continued to gaze 
on Chartered for another month, and 
then my shares and I parted, more in 
bankruptcy than in anger.) 


Of course during this time Gerald had 
“ put me wise ” to several other hidden 
but important moves. The coming of 
the Labour Government found him in 
his element. The things he knew but 
might not divulge must have been in- 
credibly startling. 

“Watch Sidney Webb,” he said; “I 
know something.” 

It seemed to me that to single out 
Mr. Webb for exclusive scrutiny was 
quite absurd; further, whatever this 
gentleman’s undoubted mental attain- 
ments, his published photographs in 
full Court Dress hardly invited one to a 
closer study of his personal appearance. 
But Gerald ignored my mild objections ; 
according to him keen observation of 
Mr. Webb would give me some insight 
into strange matters agitating the Chan- 
celleries of Europe. I am still watching 
him, but nothing much seems to happen. 

At the present moment under Gerald’s 
direct or indirect instructions I am 
“watching” Walsh, Epstein, Tyldes- 
LEY (R), Miss Helen Wills, Mabx, the 
ex-Oaliph, Tom Pinch and Dean Inge* 
He knows something about them all. I 
only know what I think about Gerald. ' 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. P^inch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 
AiiTHOUGH I feel that the attenuated ranks of our historical 
novelists can ill afford to lose her, I am not on the whole 
sorry that Miss Marjorie Bowen has chosen to give us a 
second modern novel. Modern, that is, thinking in aeons ; 
for the ostrich feathers and gigot sleeves of 1883 lend an air 
of quaint antiquity to the opening chapter of The Presence 
and the Poioer (Ward, Lock). Tliis chapter sets the stage 
for a drama of three generations — a drama in which the 
last scions of three old Kentish families, the Cantelowes, the 
Myiiiotts and the Dyprres, weigh the advantages of uphold- 
ing feudal prestige against the delights and drawbacks of 
following your own fancy. Baulyn Dyjyrre (pronounced 
Deeper is the last of his line and expected to marry 
Philippa Myniott, Somewhat 
cruelly, but with considerable 
psychological cunning, Miss 
Bowen allows you to half-sym- 
pathise with the kitten stage 
of Baulyn' s ultimately ferocious 
self - will — his relegation «f 
Philippa to the rival Gantelozce 
and his marriage (with ominous 
circumstances of caprice and 
subterfuge) to a mysterious Eo- 
man Marchesina, Qeva Layn- 
hruschini, the lady in question, 
has led a lonely and apparently 
thwarted life under the double 
tutelage of a wealthy middle- 
class doctor and an austere 
princely cousin. And the secret 
of her tutelage, dramatically re- 
pealed, presents a second great 
issue, this time self-incurred, 
to the unstable and cowardly 
Baidyyv. The effect of its re- 
' velation on Geva herself, on 
I Baidyn, on Philippa (who corned 
disastrously with her husband 
to Italy) and on the children of 
both couples, keeps tjie rest of 
the story going with adequacy 
and ease. While enjoying its 
many and romantic ramifica- 
tions, I missed the artistic 

unity which made Miss Bowen's first latter-day novel so 
memorable an achievement. But Baulyn is a subtle and 
consistent piece of work, and Dr. Michelozzi, though tm- 
doubtedly drawn from the same model as the Venetian 
specialist in Sthxging Nettles, is another and 'certainly a 
brighter feather in his creator’s well-plumed cap. 

I suppose even the most irresponsible satire ought- to 
have some design and direction if it is to be intelligible and 
entertaining to the reader. I don’t find any such coherence 
in The Shirt (Chatto and Windus), by Captain Peter 
W'right, though I should never be surprised if it were 
f hailed by more perceptive critics as a masterpiece of modern- 
ist technique. A certain fabulously wealthy merchant of 
Caria,” which is apparently America, though there seems 
no particular significance in the fact, shortly before his death 
sends his only son to Crete,” which is apparently England. 
The richest heir of all time — all the money of Caria and 
Crete is slipping into his coffers — Charles falls into an in- 
supportable melancholy incurable by doctors (satire on 
doctors). A spiritualist prescribes the wearing of the shirt 


of a happy person. The premier Duke will surely be able to 
provide the garment (long satire on ancestry of dukes) ? Or 
a famous statesman then (short satire on statesmen) ? Or a 
woman, maybe ? But no woman is happy and few chaste — 
if I interpret this part aright — and anyway it doesn’t matter 
greatly. Interlude here, queeiiy personal and to me shocking, 
on the sorrows of Elizabeth of Austria : conte drolatique 
about Alaciel, daughter of the Sultan. A warrior perchance 
(heavy satire on the ineffable stupidity of warriors) ? No, 
the shirt cannot be found. The only happy people live in a 
Pacific isle — and they don’t wear shirts. Einally, however, 
swindled by one of his guardians out of his incredible estate, 
Charles becomes completely happy as an articled clerk with 
^^no other ambitions but to be taken on as a junior partner 
and to win the local tennis tournament,” Now, I do not 
suspect our sprightly author of so banal a purpose as the 

demonstration that riches don’t 
bring happiness. -Somehow the 
barbed shafts don’t hit their 
mark. They seem never to 
have been aimed but just loosed 
casually into the air. 


A generation has passed since 
Mr. Justice Madden captivated 
scholars and sportsmen by his 
Diary of Master William Silence, 
a work invaluable to the earnest 
student of Shakespeare. Now, 
having retired from the Irisli 
Bencli, he has occupied his 
leisure in writing A Chapter of 
Medimval Histoy^y (Murray), an 
account of the early writers on 
field sport and horses and the 
ritual of the Chase. Our an- 
cestors very properly considered 
that a knowledge both of the 
theory and the practice of veneiy 
and woodcraft was an essential 
part of the education of a gen- 
tleman, as indeed of commoner 
folk as well ; for in the book of 
King Modus, written in the four- 
teenth century, are enumerated, 
besides the pursuits of kings and 
nobles, various kinds of sport 
which may be inexpensively 
enjoyed by poor men. Queen Bacio, wife of Kmg Modus, 
in the same book, piously transforms the whole business 
into an allegory of the Christian religion, in which certain 
unfortunate animals become the emblems of deadly sins. 
The first book on field sports printed in England was 
The Boke of Saint Albans, 1486, which was painfully 
studied by the new rich of the sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries, intent to learn the language of gentlefolk lest 
they should be shamed. To confuse the falcon with the 
tercel, for instance, was an unpardonable solecism, as 
Dr. Madden elaborately- explains. But the interest of his 
book, so charged with entertaining lore, lies rather in the 
quaint stories of great persons with which it is interspersed 
than in its disquisitions on ancient sport. I like best the 
story of the Comte de Foix and his familiar spirit; from 
whom (or so Froissart was informed by a trusty squire) 
the Count learned all about the Battle of Aljuparrota, 
fought on 13th August, 1385, ten days before the news 
was brought by human agency. 

Young Cyril Draycott is discovered in the specialist’s 





Memher of the Anti'-Washing ’Federation (to member icho 
has yielded to superior force), “Yah! BnACKLEa I ” 
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room, his face blanched to the colour of wood ashes, for he 
has jnst received his death-sentence. His godfather, SiT 
Anthony Frere, that eminent physician, gives him one year 
to live, eighteen months if he takes the utmost care of him- 
self ; but Cyril is perhaps excusably bitter at the suggestion 
of cotton-wool and is all for a brief but merry finish. How- 
ever, ^ that very afternoon comes a telephone call from his 
solicitors, demanding his immediate attendance at the ojBSce, 
and he finds that an Australian uncle has thoughtfully died 
and left him a fortune, with the curious proviso that he is 
not to come into possession of his inheritance until a full 
year has elapsed. The framework may seem a little obvi- 
ous, but it w^as clearly necessary to make the young man deter- 
mine to live long enough to inherit the money. So he settles 
down in a little Sussex cottage, half a mile out of Barrow 
Deeping, and is nearly bored to death before he gets fairly 
started. But then he meets, in a sudden storm, a charming 
Mrs, FcmBt who chances to be an old friend of Sir Anthony^ s, 
and^ when her daughter Olivia arrives on the scene from 
India the least experienced novel-reader sees pretty well 
what is going to happen, though there are troubles enough 
in store for the two before the “ year of despair and hope and 
joy ’’ draws to its close. A remarkably thorough-going siren, 
and her jealous husband, Vince^it, make their 
appearance; there' is a terrible time when Olivia is falsely 
said to be engaged to someone else, and the occasions when 
the specialist’s prediction seems on the verge of coming 
true are alarmingly frequent. Farming To-morrow (Hoddee 
AND Stouohton) is, in short, full of thrills for the tender- 
hearted who can persuade themselves that Cyril is worth 
worrying about. The handling of that young gentleman 
himself, and one or two other indications, incline me to 
suspect that J. W. Beoadwood, the author, may be a lady. 


I think someone or other must have reproached Mr. 
Philip Guedalla with having assembled too random and 
occasional a set of essays in Masters and Men ] other^vise 
why does he ask me to believe that there is a deliberate 
interdependence of design about the component parts of 
A Gallery (Constable) ? I have read every one of its nine- 
and-twenty studies,^ always with interest and often with 
enthusiasm, but their controlling scheme has escaped me. 
However, I do not come off a penny the worse, for I should 
never have thought of looking for symmetry if Mr. Guedalla 
had not assured me it was there. As it is, I feel that 
even his sub-groupings are a little arbitrary. Of his 
''Five Landscapes,” for instance, ''Fez,” "Biarritz” and 
" Mequinez are bright stages for historical figures ; " Kirrie- 
muir ” and " Mandalay ” mere euphemisms for the art and 
craft of Sir James Baeeie and Mr. Eudtaed Kipling. 

The Seven Sages ” hang together better, Anatole Fbance 
is most attractively hoisted with his own ironic petard ; and, 
though I should have reversed the verdicts attributed to 
posterity on Wells and Shaw, I am entirely at one with 
those voiced in the name of our own era on Haedy and 
CoNBAD. Mr. Guedalla’s political portraits are more adroit 
than his literary ones. I admit that " The Seven Sleepers ” 
somewhat inaptly includes the present Peemiee and the two 
Cecils, along with more indubitable slumberers; but "The 
Seven Lamps of Liberalism ” makes amends with an essay 
on Lloyd Geoege, and "British Huguenots” generally, 
which is discernment itself, Mr. Guedalla’s manner has 
gained, I think, in decorum without losing in gaiety. He 
is still liable to be ingenious rather than illuminating, and 
the architecture of his essays occasionally suffers (as in 
"Lady Palmerston”) fj?om Hs habit of erecting a very large 
portico to a very small building. But his best work matches 
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the method to the theme and the phrase to the occasion 
with great nicety ; and most of his epigrammatic bullets — 
especially those aimed at Big Business in politics — ^have my 
very best 'wishes for speedy and appropriate billets. 


Possibly 'we are even now standing on the threshold of 
another penod of activity for the short-story writer, such as 
those who have reached a certain age may recollect near the 
close of the last century, when Kiplino and Wells, Baeeie 
and Stevenson, Henry James and Prank Haeeis were all 
working in this fascinating compartment of literary endeav- 
our. Here, at any rate, is a stoutish work entitled Georgian 
Stories, 1924 (Chapman and Hall), containing specimens 
by most of our admired writers of the day. And this, bear 
in mind, is the second volume of a series, the first, which 
appeared two years ago, having actually run through three 
editions. Assm'edly, then, we must be on the verge of a 
revival. Aumoniee and Wodbhouse, St. John Lucas and 
J. D. Berespord, Ald- 
ous Huxley and 
Algernon Blackwood 
may be the great names 
on the lips of the next 
generation. But the 
short story itself has 
changed from what it 
was in the days of our 
(comparative) youth. It 
is in certain cases far 
less compact, less rigid 
inform. Students might 
do well to compare, for 
instance, "*The Gio- 
conda Smile/' by Alxj- 
ous Huxley, with “The 
Smile of La Gioconda," 
by Morley Eobbrts, 
which appeared for the 
first' time something 
more than twenty years 
ago. The/similarity of 
name is presumably a 
mere accident, but the 
two stories make an in- 
teresting contrast. Mr. 

Egberts has not a word 
too many; he confines 
his attention strictly 
to the story he is telling. Mr. Huxley, on the other hand, 
wants to get into his a vast amount of extraneous matter.* 
He works it all in too with amazing cleverness ; but it rather 
dissipates our interest. And so it is with “ My Son, My Son,” 
an admirable and moving story of the War, by St. John 
Lucas. Our modern writers have decided not to allow 
themselves to be cramped, by tradition — ^which is perhaps 
all to the good. But I think I prefer them when they 
restrict themselves a little in length. To my mind two of 
the best stories in this volume are also among the shortest — 
“ Safety,” by St. John Er'vinb, and “The Liqueur Glass,” 
by Phyllis Bottome, But they are all worth reading. 

In Croatan (Buttebworth) Mary Johnston tells of the 
adventures of a party of English folk sent out by Ealeigh 
to the New World a little before the coming of the Armada. 
Three shipsful they sailed, and made Eoanoke Island. Two 
go back for more men and for supplies. But they do not 
return, for the needs of England in troublous times must be 
served. The Oroatans were a tribe of the Oherokees and 
friendly to the settlers. After a -treacherous attack by the 


Eoanakes, in which the defence is successful but sorely 
thinned, the English, now some sixty souls, men, women and 
children, having lost hope for the ships that come not, move 
up into Cherokee territory and live among their new friends. 
The years pass ; Eedskin and Paleface are close comrades 
and modify each other's lives and thoughts. In particular 
a triple cord of friendship binds the youth Miles Darling, 
Ycning' Thunder the Croatan, and Valdez the Spanish 
boy wrecked upon their coast, rescued and adopted. Miles 
and Buy both love the beautiful Virginia Dare, and their 
friendship passes this supreme test. There are huntings 
and forays, captures and rescues, told with spirit if in an 
idiom which makes a little for obscurity and is something of a 
drag on the pace of authentic Eedskin romance. Modernism 
has laid its hand on this genre also, we must suppose. Very 
pleasant is the thread of pride in the Bnghsh ancestry of 
her State that this distinguished Virginian weaves into her 
story, though indeed it was from a later settlement that 

Virginia really sprang. 
This but tells of the 
failure of tlie pioneers. 
Just once, I think, I 
caught our careful au- 
thor tripping. Where 
did the settlers, iso- 
lated for seventeen 
years, get the powder 
for that “ demon wea- 
pon tliey name harque- 
bus" which they took 
into action against the 
S h a w a n e s e Algon- 
quins ? And would the 
ball, fired from tl^e cul- 
verin in tlie early attack 
on the stockade have 
burst ? 


The Passing of the 
Pengwerns (Hein'e- 
mann) is a grim tale. 
“ The Pengwerns," we 
are told, “are human 
beings, but the events 
and the atmosphere of 
their existence at Lan- 
spern Eectory endow 
them with a terrifying 
unearthliness.” Well, I cannot say that I was terrified by 
Miss Margaret M. Leigh's story of this family, but I was 
most truly impressed by the proficiency witli which it is told. 
In unskilled hands the record of these unhappy people, who 
are pursued by an ineluctable fate, would have been in- 
tensely depressing and more than a little tiresome ; but Miss 
Leigh has avoided most of the dangers that lurked in her way. 
Still I am not suggesting that this is a story to be recom- 
mended to those who regard fiction solely as an amusing 
entertainment. The Pengwerns were in my opinion wdiat 
the Cornish, to whom they belong, call “ not exactly,” but 
aU the same it is impossible to read of them without an 
almost painful sympathy. Whether I think of Stephen- 
Peng^oern, the Eector of Lanspern, who did not believe in 
the doctrines which he preached, or of Miriam Pengxoern 
who, foredoomed to trouble, wandered restlessly about the 
world, I feel as if they must be rescued at any cost, and that 
surely is a tribute to Miss Leigh. 


“ Triangles are said to bring luck .” — Weekly Taper, 
Always excepting the “ eternal” kind. 



THE PUBLICITY VALUE OE BEAUTY. 

Mr. and Mrs. Dunk, of Wimbledon, were seriously injured in 

A MOTOR SMASH. 

Inect: Miss Edith Smith, op Tooting, who witnessed the accident. 
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. After being informed that his wife Westminster Bridge lamps are to be 

CHARiVARIA. given birth to five children a brightened. If this is in accordance 

Professor Godbard thinks that the tradesman of Genthin, Pomerania, left with the Brighter Westminster Move- 
observer in his rocket will be able to home and has not since been heard of. ment we trust no time will be lost in 
see what the world really looks like. It is thought that he didn't like odd applying the same treatment to Minis- 
Yes, but which world — this or the next ? numbers. ^ terial haloes. 


The Daily Keios has been conducting A contemporary is asking its readers A psychologist says that in order to 
an inquiry into the cause of the tremolo what they think of the bagpipe. If form character we should do something 
adopted by some singers. Ourselves it imagined that we are capable of using every day that we dislike. We do. We 
we think that in many cases it is due language like that, it is grossly mis- get up. .j. 

to a fear of the consequences. taken. ^ 

We hear of two operatic artistes who 

An American religious organisation A Northamptonshire District Council between them can speak thirteen lan- 
declares that there is no Hades. This will not allow tenants in State-aided guages. Not counting, of course, the 
has impressed us so deeply that we houses to paper the walls. They prob- one that all singers use when sing- 
have decided to send for our income- ably take the view that the rooms are ing. ^ 

tax collector and tell him that we un- small enough already. 


A psychologist says that in order to 


to a fear of the consequences. 

An American religious organisation 


derstand it isn't possible for him to do 
as we told him. 


We have heard of a man who picked I be broadcast, 
out a Derby loser, and 
the idea didn't come to 
him in a dream either. 


A Mexican in Lon- | 
don has been robbed 
of twenty pounds by | 
means of the confi- 
dence trick. Mexicans j 
shouldn't venture so far | 
from civilisation. I 

, ''' 1 

A teacher of elocu- | 
tion mentions the case | 
of an actor who could 
read the hotel menu so 
feelingly as to bring 
tears into his own eyes. 

We often get the same 
result 'when reading — 
the prices on the menu. 


A publisher has written to the Press 
It has once again been suggested that to say that the best-seller takes' more 
the proceedings of Parliament should managing than the public imagines, 
be broadcast. The public is still won- We often wish that it took a good deal 

more writing. 

Historians state that 
■■ m the time of Auoustus 
-r \|| ' the Eomans had several 

iRI VM rlil'! '■‘’''•i:-' of theirprincipalstreets 

Well, so have 


A composer says that 
musicians should forget 
that they are part of an 
orchestra, and let them- 
selves be carried away. 
They do the first all 
right, but we should 
like to see some of them 
take the rest of his ad- 
vice a little more often. 




Prospective Tenant of Houseboat “ Is it a healthy situation ? ” 
Agent “ Splendid ! Gravel bottom.” 

I dering whose is the hidden hand behind I Aspiri: 


China has decided to recognise Eussia. 

Both countries have many things in When the wolf is at his door the 
common, including their inability to true optimist derives consolation from 


ring whose is the hidden hand behind Aspirin is being used to inyigorate 
I these cruel suggestions. plants. But tender-hearted people have 

for alongtime been giving the aspidistra 
When the wolf is at his door the a seidlitz powder after a late night. 

TA ftnnsolfl.tinn frnm *•' . * 


lend one another any money. the thought that the brute will probably “Of all the Cabinet Ministers Mr. 

keep burglars away. Shaw is the fondest of music," says a 

According to Mr. H. S. Whitehousb, ^ writer. The Tom-Tom, we suppose, 

the i\.merican radio expert, the British It is the latest fad for the fashionable * « 

wireless service is better than the Ameri- Parisienne to wear a picture of her A proposed new Bill makes it illegal 


“ Of^ all the Cabinet Ministers Mr. 
j Shaw is the fondest of music," says a 
I writer. The Tom-Tom, we suppose. 


can, Britannia, in fact, Eules the Wire- fiance on the buckle of her shoe, 
less Waves. * * hear that the appearance of a la 


We to use a decoy bird. Nothing is said of 


A resident of Blockley, Worcester- 
shire, writes to a morning paper to say 
that he saw an extremely bright rain- 


hear that the appearance of a lady in the cloak-room attendant's shilling de- 
the street recently with odd buckles coy in the plate. ^ ^ 


attracted considerable attention. 

5jc 


The persistent rumour that a cen- 
The Hop OoNTROBLEB, speaking at tenarian had been discovered who wears 


bow which was upside down. To correct Canterbury, complained that he had spectacles for reading and does not 
this sort of thing the spectator should great diflEiculty in getting brewers to buy smoke a clay-pipe now turns out to be 
stand on his head. hops. We can't imagine what he ex- a hoax. ^ ^ 

* pects the modem brewer to want hops * 

A cinema star living in Los Angeles for. According to a plebiscite, the most 


A cinema star living in Los Angeles for. According to a plebiscite, the^ most 

has just married a man whom she had * popular modern book in America is 

refused twenty-four times. We rather “What," asks a cleric, “has Bir- Mr. Welbs' Outline of the History of 
wonder she ^dn't think of this before, mingham ever done to help the Church?" the World, You can understand this. 
Marriage out there is commonly re- It seems to have escaped him that When a man intends to buy a place, he 
garded as the simplest way of getting Birmingham produces over a million always gets a guide-book to the district 
rid of an importunate. buttons every week. beforehand. 
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BANK-HOLIDAY COLF. 

Scene — The third-class links at a tvell- 
hicnon seaside resort. 

First Tee — Family 'party, Father, 
Mother and two intelligent Sons in 
the foreground ; patient quetie in the 
rear. 

Father. You go first, Ma. 

Mother. Oh, well, I don’t mind if I 
do. Driver, I suppose. This wooden 
one, isn’t it ? (Drives.) W ell now, isn’t 
that funny? I missed it. Still, even 
those professionals do sometimes. 

Elderly Colonel, of ramrod appear- 
ance, at end of queue {sotto voce). Fore! 

Father. Will you have another, 
Ma? 

Mother. No; Percy goes next. 

Percy. No, Pa goes next. 

Father. What about Algie ? He ’s the 
youngest. 

{Surging movement of patient queue. 
Mother {with intuitive faculties 
strongly developed). I believe we're 
keeping people waiting. Yon send off 
one of your long ones. Father, and we ’ll 
go on to the next. 

{Father sends off one of his long 
ones — fifty yards. Sigh of relief 
from patient queue. 

On Fairway op the Fourth — Elderly 
and well-fed Canon (recommend^ 
light exercise by Doctor), loitli Wife 
to match. They ca^ry on a conversa- 
tion from opposite sides of the fair- 
^my. 

Wife. I am so glad of the news about 
dear Louisa. 

Canon (grasping mashie and mentally 
revietving Yabdon's directions). News 
about . • .? (Wind blows aicay rest 
of sentence.) 

Golcmel.Bamrod (in rear). Fore 1 
Comm (absent-mindedly). I submit 
that this is irrelevant. If we are agreed, 
shall we pass on to the next item ? 

[Passes mi. Ball lands on green, 
wife (across fairway). . . . and she 
is going to stay with Jane. 

Colonel B. Fore! 

Wife {in best diocesan mannei’). Who 
is that person ? 

[Canon and Wife meet mi green. 
Canon. Shall I putt for you, my love ? 
You look a little breathless. 

Goloml Bamrod. Fore I 
Canon. Ah ! That wbrthy man re- 
minds me so much of the dear Arch- 
deacon when he is, shall I say, a little 
ruffled. 

Wife. He seems to want to hurry us 
off this green, Marmaduke. I call it 
most inconsiderate. I purposely picked 
up the ball and carried it here, as I 
thought I would sit down a moment. 
I wanted to read you the postscript of 
Louisa’s letter, so interesting 


Canon (anxicntsly consulting book of 
rules). I fear, my love, we must not 
sojourn further. There are several 
people in the rear of our military friend 
who appear to be waiting their turn. 

Tenth Green — ^Poppa, ivith attendant 
caddie. Momma and Jefferson junior, 
wi th camera. Poppa putts. 

Momma. Now, Jeff, just you fix your- 
self there in that mound arrangement, 
and you can snap Pops first-rate. 

Jefferson, junior. Say, I ’m going to 
take you too, Momma. 

Colonel Bamrod (in the rear). Fore 1 
Poppa. What ’s that guy shouting? 
Caddie. He wants you to get off the 
green. 

Momma. Well, do tell ! We ’ve paid 
to use the green, I guess. He ’ll have 
to wait. Poppa, give me that cute little 
stick you put the balls into the tin with. 
Jeff is going to take my likeness. 
GolonelB. (athoiling-point). Fore ! 1 ! I 
Poppa. Say, Lucindy, I guess we ’d 
better be flitting. That old guy seems 
timed to go off like a minute-gun if we 
don’t quit. 

Sixteenth Tee — Two Maiden Ladies 
prepare for action. First M. L. drives 
tioenty yards into the rough. Second 
M. L., feeling a vmntahle Tolley in 
petticoats, ofiitdistances her and soars 
forty yards into a pond. 

First Maiden Lady. Wonderful, dear, 
; but can you get it out ? 

Second Maiden Lady (dtihiously). 
It — ^it looks rather iset, Maria. 

Colonel Bamrod (in rear, savagely, 
temper long since mislaid). May I 
trouble you to let me come through ? 

1 am, I think, a faster player 

M. L.'s (meekly retiring into rough). 
Oh, please do. 

Fij^st M. L. (in loud whisper). His 
stance is quite different from ours. 
Second M. L. (daringly). Naturally, 

if you wear pi 

First M.L. Sh-sh! 

[Colonel Eamrod drives off. 
First M. L. (aghast). My dear, it ’s 
gone into the pond. 

Second M. L. (in superior tone). Well, 
I sent my ball in there, Maria. Even 
first-class players do it. 

[Colonel Eamrod recovers his ball 
and pulls it savagely into the 
rough, in a peculiarly inaccessible 
spot. 

Colonel Bamjvd (sotto voce). Never 
had such a day (tries mashie). Never 
saw such a crowd (tries mashie-niblick). 
Never played on such d — d links (tries 
niblick). 

Timid voices of M. L.^s in the rear 
(unconsciously impersonati'ng Nemesis). 

Colonel Bamrod. ! 1 f 1 ! ! I f 


RHYMES OF THE R.A.F. 

VI. — ^The Mess Barber. 

Bach working day, from nine till noon, 
The barber waits in bis saloon, 

To welcome any slothful knave 
Who left his bed too late to shave 
And crept, dishevelled and dismayed, 
With bristling chin on First Parade. 

A skilful master of his craft. 

He understands it fore and aft. 

And, though he flaunts his shining steel 
With what may seem excess of zeal. 
There ’s not the slightest need to fear 
The loss of even half an ear. 

He has a soft persuasive voice, 

And, when he offers you the choice 
Between a wet or dry shampoo, 

He lisps with such a dove-like coo 
It makes you feel extremely loath 
To answer anything but ‘‘Both.” 

He 11 eagerly suggest a singe 
Like one who moots a jolly binge, 

And even bald Group Captains rush 
To try his brisk electric brush, 

While youthful pilots proffer tips 
For massage of their upper lips. 

Around his shop you 11 see arrayed 
A most alluring stock-in-trade 
Of all those lotions, oils and essences 
That beautify hirsute excrescences, 

Or cause the thinning scalp to bear 
Luxuriant aftermaths of hair. 

In tempting bottles, mauve and green, 
Expensive tonics may be seen, 

While rich pomades and perfumes rare 
Delight the would-be debonair. 

For those who haven’t time to fuss 
With unguents soft and odorous ’ 

He offers tubes of dental dope 
Or useful stuff like shaving- soap. 

In short, whatever man may seek 
To make him clean and smooth and sleek 
And fit for Sunday’s Church parade 
Is here attractively displayed ; 

And dull is he who does not feel 

The irresistible appeal 

To buy, before he quits the shop. 

At least a tooth-brush or a strop. 

Another Impending^ Apology. 

From an article “ On Entertaining 
Colonial Visitors ” : — 

“Most houses in the colonies are large and 
airy, therefore it is ^tter to give your guests 
rooms with large windows and few curtains, 
and remove any valued ornaments.” 

Baily Paper. 

“ The social life of the [London] University? 
as opposed to that of the constituent colleges, 
is undeveloped, as are its athletics, although 
mountains are now being moved.” 

Sunday Paper. 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
the older Universities are improving on 
this pastime by introducing a Putting 
the Mountain ” event at Queen’s Club 
next year. 









NEO-GEORCIAN PUPPYHOOD. 


Bertram was a nice child — I admitted 
as much to his mother when she ques- 
tioned me — bnt I made the unfortunate 
mistake of underestimating his age by 
about three years* 

You will find Bertram quite good 
company,” his mother had said, excus- 
ing herself for having to leave me for a 
time, and I am sure he will enjoy a 
chat with you — won*t you, Bertram ? ” 

Bertram made no answer. He was 
reading a cycle catalogue and appeared 
to be engrossed. 

Then his mother closed the door and 
it began. 

“Well, my little man,” I said, mak- 
ing my first blunder, “ and what do you 
learn at school ? ” 

I led off like that because, when I 
was a boy, no man of mature age ever 
entered our house without putting his 
hand on my head, addressing me as a 
little man, groping for a shilling and 
’ inquiring what I learnt at school. And 
if 1 failed to put my hand on Bertram’s 
head it was due not so much to any 
aloofness on my part as to the pleni- 


tude and aggressive nature of Bertram’s 
pomade. 

Even so, had helived up to thebest tra- 
ditions of my boyhood, he would have 
blushed modestly, raised his eyes and 
made answer,, “ I learn geography, his- 
tory, arithmetic, spelling and reading, 
Sir.” 

But Bertram said simply, “ Swatting 
maths. 

This was a disappointment. I had 
reckoned on a reasonably interesting 
5 interval during which, while pretending 
to listen spellbound to Bertram’s list 
of accomplishments, I would have been 
able to formulate my scheme of conver- 
sation. But a deathly silence followed 
and the next word was obviously to me. 

^ “ Very good I ’* 1 exclaimed with 
simulated enthusiasm, at the same time 
groping for a shilling. “Very good 
indeed I That ’s excellent. Bravo ! ” 

Bertram laid his book aside and was 
regarding me coldly, I felt the blood 
rush to my face. 

“How do you mean?” he asked, 
apparently with genuine surprise. 

I am not usually nervous, but there 
was something about Bertram's man- 


ner that seemed to be spoiling the con- 
versation. 

I “ The — er — mathematics that you 
mentioned,” I explained lamely, 

“ Oh, that \ ” said Bertram. “Awful 
rot, you know. Shocking ass our maths 
master! We rag him no end.” 

I didn't like this at all. Not that 
Bertram's private opinion concerning 
his master hurt me — or interested me- 
in any way* But I felt somehow that 
I was losing my status ; that Beitram 
was more or less familiar. 

“Come, come,”l exclaimed stoutly — 
“ that’s not the way for any little ” 

“ None of the chaps in our Form can 
stick him,” said Bertram. “ Have you 
the right time, by the way ? My watch 
is gone west.” 

I told him the time. Then, under 
pretence of looking through a bundle 
of letters, I racked my brain for the 
most dignified method of taking up the 
threads again. 

“Fond of reading?” was my next 
question. 

Bertram shrugged his shoulders 
tolerantly. 

“When I was your age,” I went on. 
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striving hard to establish the correct 
atmosphere, “ I never tired of Henty 
and GmiiM and Kinoston, and all those 
jolly school tales. I suppose you’ve 
read Eric and St, WinifrecVs B^ndSand- 
ford and Merton 7 ” 

Bertram repressed a laugh, 

“ 1 ’ve heard about them,” he con- 
fessed off-handedly. “ Bather slush, 
aren’t they ? A silly little fathead in 
cur Form is reading Eric just now. 
We pull his hair.” 

There was something so frightfully 
damaging about Bertram’s’ replies that 
I drew off for repairs. What to say 
next? I narrowly escaped trying him 
with a riddle — the one about a herring 
and a half ; but I caught his eye on me 
and congratulated myself on not hav- 
ing run the risk. Stamp-collecting was 
another theme that crossed my mind, 
and I was debating mentally whether 
it should be that or white mice or 
clockwork engines or cigarette pictures, 
when Bertram did the unexpected once 
more. He took the floor himself. 

“ Going to the match on Saturday ? ” 
he inquired easily. 

I broke into a gentle perspiration. 
My nerve was going. 

‘*You really shouldn’t miss it,” he 
urged, warming to his subject. “ Dick- 
son is playing outside right for the 
home team, and we expect to see a bit 
of hot scoring. If only I am able to 
scrape ten bob together, I’m going. 

Fact of the matter is ” ' 

He broke off short as a terrific report 
shook ‘the air. Before I could recover 
myself, however, Bertram, laughing 
loudly, was standing at the window% 
legs straddled, hands in pockets, staring 
down into the street. 

''That’s the Thompson kid,” he 
explained, without turning his head. 
*' His people gave him a four h.p. Slat- 
tery-Boston for a birthday present, and 
he plays with it like a babe with a new 
toy. Not a bad outfit, mind you. Come 
and have a squint at it. Two-stroke, 
three-gear, kickstart, semi-automatic 
oil-feed, foot-clutch and posh speedo- 
meter. He burns the new benzol 
mixture and claims to get forty out of 
his bus on a straight road. But I do 
not like his mag. The Pater has pro- 
mised me an outfit when I’m old enough, 
and I shall stick out for six h.p.” 

A wild desire surged up in my bosom 
to tell Bertram how, when I was his 
age, only exceptional parents bought 
bicycles — mere '^push-bikes” — for their 
children. But Bertram had, in a figure 
of speech, got me down and was stamp- 
ing on me, 

Which explains why, when Bertram’s 
mother returned presently and expressed 
the hope that he had kept me amused, 
I smiled wanly — and lied. 


A LESSON FOE THE ANT. 

[Mr. Punch had occasion recently to com- 
ment on the revelation that the bee is not 
nearly so busy as we were given to understand. 
He now has to show up another of our child- 
hood’s patterns, the ant. From a lecture at the 
Eoyal Institution he learns that, among the 
guests entertained by ant communities in 
their nests, are certain creatures capable of 
excreting alcohol, with the result that degen- 
eration ensues.] 

My youth was made weary by morals 
Extracted from ants or from bees ,* 
Folk always awarded the laurels 
For virtue to creatures like these. 
This glory the ant must be losing, 

For see with what reprobate zest 
He indulges the habit of boozing 
While sitting at home in his nest. 

’Tis odd he should take to the bottle 
When man is just letting it fall ; 
When Pussyfoot’s aim is to throttle 
John Barleycorn once and for all ; 


When pamphlets and lectures and 
speeches 

Denounce alcoholic excess, 

And whatever your share of it reaches 
You ’re told you ’d be better with less. 

Before our more noble example 
This little backslider should cringe ; 
0 Ant,” we may say, " with these 
ample 

Arrangements for holding a binge, 
Beware lest you find yourself bunkered 
By all this indulgence implies ; 

Oh, go to the human, thou drunkard, 
Consider his ways and be wise.” 


Another Freak Hero. 

From a feuilleton : — 

“She saw him just like that, accurately, 
almost anatomically — ^the brovm hair, ever so 
faintly greyed, crisping round his square fore- 
head; the brown eyes under his chin, dark 
eyebrows .” — Daily Pa^er, 
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There were more people eating buns 
out of paper-bagsneartbe Gateof Plenty 
than I had eyer seen before. The news- 
papers said afterwards that 169,202 
visitors passed the turnstiles that day. 
I should have put the figure myself at 
nearer 169,206, but I may be wrong. 
Whether the ten thousand voices whom 
Dr. Charles Habeiss was conducting 
in the Stadium choir were reckoned in 
this total I do not know. But they 
were there. Not a voice was missing 
or strayed. 

Some people tell me that ten thousand 
voices are too many to have in a choir, 
but in my opinion the more the merrier. 
Besides,, it shows the growth of har- 
monic Imperialism since 1861, when 
Tennyson, if you remember, wrote — 

‘‘Uplilt a thousand voices full and sweet.” 

Sir Charles Harriss uplifts about 
the number of voices that follow the 
final of the Amateur Golf Champion- 
ship or a Test Match, and it would 
indeed be rather a charming notion to 
have the spectators of these events 
drilled as a choir, so that they could 
uplift ten thousand voices full and 
sw^eet in unison and sing — 

‘^Run, run, run ! 

No, no, no I 

How ’s that, umpire? ” 

Or raise a paean of thanksgiving when- 
ever a long putt hit the back of the hole 
and dropped in. 


Something of the sort is done in the 
United States, I believe, but less melo- 
diously. 

Even outside the Stadium the streets 
of Wembley were pretty well congested. 
Drake's Way , for instance, which a friend 
of mine insists upon calling Swann's 
Way, because of the rich restaurant in 
it, was full, and in the main avenues 
the little trolley-cars moved with difiB.- 
culty. Most of these are open and 
crowded with passengers, but some are 
severely closed with dark coverings, 
and have a policeman behind. Por a 
long time I imagined that they con- 
tained persons caught red-handed in the 
act of stealing a lump of pisolitic bauxite 
or a stuffed alligator or a Burmese gong, 
but I have found out now that they are 
only taking money to the bank. There 
is, of course, a special Eoyal Trolley 
Oar, though not as yet a Eoyal Switch- 
back Car. But this may come. 

By chartering a couple of bath-chairs, 
however, which are less popular than 
the trolleys, and bribing the con- 
ductors heavily, the Illustrator and I 
forced the passages of Cook's Way, and 
arrived eventually at New Zealand. 

The principal products of that over- 
seas dominion, besides apples, which 
are so ripe and so numerous that one 
part of the pavilion is heavy with the 
languid scent of autumn, are a mountain 
sheep, perched high up on the snowy 


pinnacle of a New Zealand Alp, a mar- 
vellous specimen of the coiff^tra of a 
Maori queen (both of which exhibits 
I have requested the Illustrator to 
draw), and a model ranch made entirely 
of butter, which it would only be fair to 
say, since I have said the same thing 
of the butter ranches of Australia and 
Canada, is the best model ranch made 
of butter in all the world. If anything, 
indeed, it is better than that. There 
is also a stuffed moa, of vrhich the 
feathers are in a wonderful state of 
preservation, considering that the bird 
had been extinct since prehistoric times. 
It is a terrible and gigantic fowl stand- 
ing, I should think, at least fifteen feet 
high, and very possibly moa ... (I sup- 
pose we none of us quite expected that.^ 

Close to New Zealand stands a Maori 
hut which has been about fifty years 
in the crypts of the Victoria and Albert 
Museum, and was disinterred for the 
sake of the Wembley Exhibition. It 
was put there, I think, in order that 
the Londoner standing by the ruins of 
London Bridge and reflecting on the 
glories that have passed away might 
have somewhere to go and live after- 
wards. But whatever is the reason it 
is at Wembley now. 

It was while we were looking at this 
that the Illustrator and I became con- 
scious of how large a part of the crowd 
was composed of provincials from the 






MANCHESTER IN MAORI-LAND. 
"‘Ba goon, what a GOBI” 

Northern districts of England, their 
wives, their sons' wives, their children, 
their buns and their bags. The uncouth 
accents of their foreign tongues show 
how far the Imperial idea has spread, 
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and we were greatly cheered when one 
of these, thrusting his face close to that 
of a quaintly carved Maori image, ex- 
claimed in a loud voice — 

“ Ba goom, what a gob ! ” 

They are indeed inexpressibly hide- 
ous figures, and it was a true word that 







HAIE-RAISING IN NEW ZEALAND. 
can’t be real.” 

he spoke. But there did not seem to 
be any live Maoris about, though I 
noticed a Samoan girl talking in a 
vivacious manner to a rather stolid-look- 
ing British workman in the unfinished 
Samoan hut which lies on New Zea- 
land's other flank. They must have 
had many brisk and agreeable com- 
ments to make about labour and housing 
problems in their respective lands. 

Malaya, which we visited next, con- 
sists, in case you did not happen to know 
it, of the Crown Colony of the Straits 
Settlements, including Singapore, Pe- 
nang, Province Wellesley, Bindings, 
Malacca, Labuan, Christmas Island and 
the Cocos Islands ; the Pederated Malay 
States (Perak, Selangor, Negri Sembilan 
and Pahang) ; and the IJnfederated 


Malay States (Johore, Kedah, Perils, 
Kelantan, Trengganu and the Bornean 
State of Brunei). There must be many 
and many a good Imperialist who has 
never sat down in his armchair and had 
a quiet think about Bindings and Kedah 
and Trengganu, and what they mean 
to us all. 

To judge by the Malayan Pavilion at 
Wembley, which may be described, if 
you adopt the language of the official 
handbook, as a poem in steel and plaster, 
or, if you subscribe to the art criticisms 
of the North, as ‘‘a gradely place,'* 
Malaya chiefly means tin and fish, and 
not head-hunters, sarongs or kris, I 
went to look at the fish and left the 
Illustrator to deal with the tin. He re- 
turned to me after a few minutes. 

“ Come over here,” he said ; I 've 
found the very thing.” 

“ I wish you wouldn't interrupt my 
studies,” I remonstrated. '‘Bo you 
realise that the Malayan fisherman 
listens for his fish, differentiating the 
various kinds by their sounds? The 
shark, according to the book of the 
words, betrays his presence by a noise 
like a swish tlirough the air ; the pom- 
fret gently taps; while the Jewfish 
sounds like the rush of wind heralding 
a tropical storm.” 

“I should be the last man to deny 
it,” he said. “But while you've been 
doddering there I've found the origin 
of the Giant Switchback.” 

The Giant Switchback exercises a 
terrible fascination over the Illustrator, 
because after one trip on it he was 
reduced to a nervous wreck, though 
why this should* be I do not know, for 
in the perilous trough of the seas he is 
quite fearless and wallows like that 
leviathan. He had now become con- 
vinced by looking at an ancient Malaya 
tin-working that the idea of his pet 
form of torture originated in the brain 
of some Chinese engineer. 

The Malayan Pavilion is more replete 


with models of mines, both ancient and 
new, than any other Imperial building, 
and they seem to appeal particularly 
to the hardy sightseers from the pro- 
vinces amongst whom we moved. 

“I suppose eating Eccles cakes by 
the side of a Malayan mine is about as 
good a thing as one could get in the 
way of a busman's holiday,” I said to 
the Illustrator. “ Which reminds me 
that our own bath-chairs are waiting 
outside.” 

“We seem to have seen pretty well 
the whole of the British Empire by this 
time,” I observed as we took our seats. 

“ Except Scotland,” he said. “Why is 
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FORBIDDEN FRUIT AT MALAYA. 

there no Scotch Pavilion at Wembley ? ” 
“Back to Hong Kong, then I ” I cried. 
(We always have tea in Hong Kong.) 
“ I 'll race you there for half-a-crown ! ” 
Urging the jarveys to top speed we 
dashed headlong by the flowery sides 
of the lake. , Evob. 
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THE BREAKING POINT. 

Have you ever seen a man “ literally 
dance with rage ” ? It is a feat that is 
continually being performed in fiction 
and humorous art, but I had never seen 
it done in the flesh until I met Simpson. 
Simpson is not, as you might suppose, 
an Anglo-Indian Colonel. He is a 
Chelsea artist of the kind who gain by 
their appearance the distinction which 
their pictures have not yet succeeded 
in winning for them. 

Simpson's temper used to be the 
most remarkable thing about him. It 
was as famous as Augustus John’s hat 
and Epstein’s sweater. You never 
knew when it would flare up. You 
seldom knew afterwards why it had. 
While it lasted its fury was elemental. 
It made you realise what a tornado 
must be like. 

When we heard that Simpson had 
gob engaged we shook our heads. The 
sympathy which is usually reserved for 
the man was in this case given silently 
to the unknown lady. Did she realise 
what she was letting herself in for? 
Had she no fear of personal violence ? 
Perhaps she did not know that Simp- 
son's temper had already caused him to 
figure three times in the police courts. 

They went abroad. History does not 
record what happened, but last week I 
heard that they had returned, and I 
went to see them. 

I have commonly foimd that studios 
possess aU the squalor and untidiness 
of lumber-rooms without any of their 
romance. The Simpson m&fiage was no 
exception. The touch of a feminine 
hand was nowhere visible, perhaps 
because that hand was also the hand of 
a painter. Before one easel stood Simp- 
son, painting. Before another stood 
his wife. I sat down on the throne 
between “them, and was pained to see 
that on the ground beside each easel 
stood a number of empty bottles, three 
near Simpson and two near his wife. 
Had his awful temper led him, and 
driven her, to drink ? 

Simpson began to talk. Talking is 
perhaps his only accomplishment. It 
may in time bring him commissions for 
portraits from people who want to sit 
and listen to him. He told me about 
the glories of Italy, the places they 
had seen, the things they had done. 

“ Now,” he said, “ 1 'm going to 
settle down and make money.” 

His wife looked up and smiled at me. 

“ Egbert thinks he can paint conven- 
tional stuff, you know, but he can't 
really.” 

“Mary, my dear,” he said, “you 
don’t know anything about it.” 

“Egbert, my dear,” she replied, “I 
do. I know you ’ll never get a pic- 


ture into the Academy as long as you 
live.” 

Simpson’sface turned suddenly white. 
Then in a flash it changed to crimson. 

“Won’t I? ” he shouted. “Won’t I?” 

I felt my knees trembling, but his 
wife showed no sign of fear. 

“ No,” she said. 

Without another word Simpson bent 
down, picked up an empty bottle, poised 
it above his head and hurled it to the 
floor with all his strength. It broke 
into a thousand pieces. 

Then he picked up his palette and 
went on painting. 

His wife had not moved an eyelid. 

“Talking of the Academy,” said 
Simpson to me as though nothing had 
happened, “ have you been yet ? ” 

I sat down again and said as calmly 
as I could that I had. There was no 
further interruption to the conversation 
until I rashly expressed an opinion 
about Saegent with which Simpson 
did not altogether agree. The shatter- 
ing of another bottle into atoms drove 
his point home. 

I thought it wiser after that to direct 
my remarks to Mrs. Simpson, and was 
soon engaged happily in a discussion 
with her while Simpson painted in 
silence. But the peace was short- 
lived, for Mrs. Simpson turned to the 
topic of painting and began to enumer- 
ate the advantages of tempera over oils. 

An audible sniff from her husband 
conveyed the information that his views 
differed from hers. Instead of ignoring 
it, as I had hoped she would, Mrs. 
Simpson laid down her brushes, looked 
coldly at him and asked him if he had 
said anything. 

“ No, dear,” he answered. “ I didn’t 
speak.” 

“ You may not have spoken, Egbert,” 
she replied, in a voice that trembled, 
“ but I think you snorted.” 

Simpson waved a brush carelessly in 
the air. 

“ I may have done,” he said .lightly. 

Mrs. Simpson seemed to hover for a 
moment like an eagle selecting its prey. 
Then she stooped, picked up a bottle 
and with a single swift motion, which 
Hobbs himself might have envied, sent 
it flying^ across the studio. It hit the 
anthracite stove and shivered itself 
into fragments. 

Simpson went on painting. 

“ I won’t be snorted at,” announced 
Mrs. Simpson, and to prove it she sent 
another bottle hurtling after the first. 
Her aim was unerring, and the an- 
thracite stove again took the full shock. 
Then she laid down her palette and 
walked out of the room. 

“ You must excuse her,” said Simp- 
son quietly. “ You see she has rather 
a hasty temper.” 


“ I see,” I said. 

“ At first,” he went on, “ I found it 
a little trying. She used to jab her 
palette-knife through my canvases, 
and of course it interfered a good deal 
with my work.” 

The return of Mrs. Simpson, hugging 
three empty bottles, interrupted his 
explanation. She set them down be- 
side her, looked down at the floor near 
her husband, and said calmly — 

“ Ammunition, Egbert.” 

“ Eight you are, dear,” he said 
obediently and walked out. 

“ You must excuse my husband,” 
said Mrs. Simpson. “ No doubt you 
know that he has a somewhat violent 
temper. I found it very difficult at 
first. He used to smash all the plates 
and cups, and we never had anything 
to eat out of.” 

At this point Simpson came back 
with the necessary reinforcements, and 
I rose to go. 

“By the way,” said Simpson at the 
door, “ you might keep any old bottles 
you happen to have. I ’ll call round 
for them some day. We find they 
come in very handy at odd times.” 


OLE BENJY BROWN. 

June she ’s come to rights, 

Eose an’ star an’ dew ; 

Couples court o’ nights, 

Walkin’ two-an’-two ; 

An’ ole Benjy Brown 
He sits him at “ The Crown ” 

An’ lights of his tobacco pipe an’ gives 
his beer a sup ; 

An’ he says, says he, to me, 

“ ’Tis a funny thing to see. 

As Junetide follows Junetide, how the 
boys shoots up. 

“ See, there ’s young Bill Eigg 
That his best scarf knots, 

He wasn’t so big 

Not as two quart pots 
Just tother day, not him ; 

Now he ’s hop-pole high, the limb ! 
An’ he takes a wench a-walkin’ when the 
stars come powderin’ through, 
When a kiss be easy had 
By a fine up-standin’ lad, — 

If the maids be like their grannies an' 
the lads like one I knew 1 ” 


The Ogress. 

“ Lady will take school boy or girl for sub- 
stantial mid-day dinner.” 

Advt, in Local Paxyer, 

“Mr. , the well-known solicitor, was * 

taken ill and removed to a nursing home . . . 
Prompt treatment, however, prevented any 
developments, and to-day he is reported to be 
almost better .” — Provincial Paper* 

We hope to hear shortly that he is 
somewhat well. 
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WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIGHTON. 

VI. — The Surplus Male. 

Dinner was over. We had now 
passed some seven hours in Brighton. 
Most of them had been spent at the 
Cosmopole, and I now felt that we 
should make some contact with the less 
opulent society of the town, 

• The man behind the American Bar 
had told us that there was a great deal 
of life at the People's Dreamland. And 
with this authority I persuaded George 
to pay it a visit. 

Bui he insisted on changing back into 
ordinary clothes. 


The People's Dreamland is just an- 
other Palais de Danse, but a very fine 
and extensive one. A vast place, the 
size of a London church. It was full 
of smoke, Chinese lanterns and the syn- 
copated cooing of two bands. When 
one band stopped the other band began. 
The floor was thick with the moving 
figures of the People. 

A throng as numerous as the dancers 
stood or sat behind the stout barriers 
which guard the floor, watching the 
dancing. We stood and watched the 
watchers. They were about equally di- 
vided between the male and the female. 
And a careful study of the scene re- 


vealed the fact that it was tragic. For 
it was evident that the ladies who were 
not dancing were not dancing because 
they had not been asked to dance. 

Much is written about the surplus 
woman; but too little is said about 
the surplus male. It was equally evi- 
dent that the men who were not dancing 
were not dancing because they had 
nobody to dance with. One of these 
I saw timidly introduce himself to a 
surplus lady, and with her take the 
floor. The self-introduction was clearly 
permitted by local etiquette. And why, 
I wondered, do not all the surplus men 
pair off with all the surplus ladies ? At 
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that moment I had my answer. Avery I looked about me, wondermg. I “Been on this job long? she said 
unattractive sux'plus man approached a looked above me and behind me. Be- kindly, putting me at my ease, 
very plain surplus woman, bowed gal- hind me I saw a little alcove with some “Not long, I said uncomfortably, 
lantly and said something. A moment empty chairs. Above me I saw I decided that very shortly I vrould tell 

later he walked away again, looking DANCING PARTNEBS— 6d. her the truth. 

crushed, self-conscious and a little red. It was my turn to freeze. I had “Takes it out of you, I dare say,” 


later he walked away again, looking DANCING PARTNERS— 6d. 

crushed, self-conscious and a little red. It was my turn to freeze. I had 
The plain smplus woman thought been taken for a Sixpenny Dip I 
nothing of him. But she had no further I did not resent that so much, I 
offers. The other surplus men thought have no false pride. What did rankle 

XI • i* 1 T „X_ XI X1_ - i-* -CP 4- 


“ Takes it out of you, I dare say,” 
she said, “ so much of it. What I mean 
— well, every day 's a lot^ isn’t it ? ” 

“ Some days are better than others,” 


nothing of her. Instead they vainly was the suspicion that 'two different I said. 

cast their eyes on the charmers revolving surplus daughters of Brighton had come “Well, it’s all according, isn’t it? 
in the arms of other men. Did I not to the conclusion that I was not worth An’ I dare say they don’t give you any 


say it was a tragic scene ? 

Euclid, in one of his easy generalisa- 
tions, Temarked that things which are 


sixpence, 

I decided to change my position. 


too much, if the truth was known ? ” 
It struck me that I was being cross- 


equal to the same thing are equal to one lady approached, a lady infinitely more 
another. It may or may not be so. But pleasing than the others. Indeed, she 


a sadder and profounder truth is this — was quit 
that people who are surplus to the same standard 
people are also surplus to one another. In he 
Thebandplayed*‘The 
Wooden Soldiers.” The 
blood rushed to my feet. || - ‘ 

Butwe-wetooweresur- ji ■; 

plus. However, we stood 1 

near the pen marked \ 

DANCING PARTNERS— j 


But at that moment a third young examined, 
lady approached, a lady infinitely more “I can’t complain,” I said, 
pleasing than the others. Indeed, she “That ’s one way of looking at it, of 
was quite definitely pleasing by any course f she said. “ I wonder you don’t 


and I called George’s 
attention to this. 

George threw a brief 
and disparaging glance 
over the ladies in the 
pen and made- an 
ungallant observation 
which I will not repeat. 
George, like the other 
'surplus men, has a very 
high standard. 

“ I think I shall take 
a walk round, old boy,” 
he said, “and see if I 
can see anything.” 

“All right, old man,” 
I said. “I shall have 
sixpennyworth.” 


andard. get a job at the Cosmopole. A boy I 

In her hand was a pink ticket, ' knew was taken on as a Professor.” 

, “Everyone?” I 

Visitor. “WHiT’S BECOME OE THE SEA-SBEPENTS WE USED TO HBAE SO .j.V,r.Ar=I wn^r1oT-ir>al-<r 
MUCH ABOUT? DoESN’T ANXONE SEE THEM HOV?” 7, A , „ 

Old Salt. “Oit, WE sees ’em AUt, bight, but since the Wak theee ’s , ^ t ^ 

NO DEMAND FEB ’EM.” Sue SEiid sevei’cly, “ Will 

^ — — — dance with the first 


“ Huh ! ” said George, with another which she held out to me with a shy thing that asks them — ^intro. or no. 
glance at the unfortunate D.P.'s. “Bet but charming gesture. I took it, of Well, it ’s all according to taste, but I 
you a bob you don’t.” course. On it was printed don’t dance without an intro, myself— 

“ Done,” I said. “ That will pay for , not if it was the Pbince op Wales.” 

a couple.” People’s Deeamland. I decided that it was quite impossible 

George strolled away. naisirnxir eBBT-wt-o to tell her the truth now. 

I stood a short time trying to decide partiner “Can yon do the Five-step?” she 

which of the D.P.’s had the most cul- SIXPENCE. ga^j^ suddenly. 

ture. And while I stood there a young No Gbatuities. “ Of course/’ I murmured. I could 

lady came towards me, smiling slightly I ! 1 as soon do the Sword Dance. 

as if she knew me. I smiled back I say “of course.” My pride was “ Show me,” she whispered. She had 
slightly, thinking that perhaps she did. soothed ; my heart was touched. I a charming whisper. 

When a few feet off she peered up into warmed to the girl. After all it is not “ The fact is ” I began. “ The fact 


People’s Deeamland. 

ONE DANCING PARTNER 

SIXPENCE. 

No Gratuities. 


When a few feet off she peered up into warmed to the girl. After all it is not “ The fact is ” I began. “ The fact 

my face (there was a lamp just be- every man who can say that a strange, is ” I continued, wondering desper- 

hind me), and suddenly her own face charming, respectable young woman ately what the fact was. and then I had 
seemed to freeze ; she turned away and has deliberately paid money to dance an inspiration. “ I have to charge extra 
disappeared into the crowd. Evidently with him— has, as it were, singled him for a lesson.” 

we had never met. _ out for honour. We took the floor. “ Oh, dear,” she cooed. " How much ? ” 

While I was still wondering at this I remembered with some concern that “A guinea,” I said boldly. 

; strange event, another young lady in theory a dancing partner is generally “ It ’s a lot of money, isn’t it ? ” she 
^ a^ioached and did exactly the same an instructor ; and. was relieved to find sighed. “I mean to say— a 

except that she smiled much less she was not likely to want a lesson, well, it is a lot, isn’t it? For one 
'! iSi’.'icfee considerably more. She danced beautifully. lesson, I mean.” 
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“Shall we ask that new member to make xjp the four?” 

“I SHOULDN*T. He can’t BE MUCH OF A PLATER— HE »S ONLY GOT THREE RACQUETS.” 


“It is/* I said earnestly. “It isn’t 
worth it.” 

‘ “ Oh, well,*’ she said sensibly, 
“what’s worth it and what you want’s 
two different things, isn’t it ? Hallo, 
Loo ! ” 

She had taken her left hand from my 
shoulder and was.waving it brightly at 
a group of people at one of the tables. 
They waved their hands in return and 
seemed possessed with some subtle 
merriment which they were endeavour- 
ing to conceal. I had an uncomfort- 
able feeling that it had something to 
do with me. We danced on. 

“ Wouldn’t my father go on if he saw 
me now ! ” she said happily, very soon. 

‘ ‘ W ould he ? ” I said nervously. I did 
not like the implication. 

“ You ’d laugh to see father in one of 
his rages,” she chuckled. 

“ Should I ? ” I wondered. 

“ Still, it isn’t the same thing, is it, 
not reelly ? ” she said. . 

“How d’you mean?” I said, hope- 
lessly fogged, 

“ Well, I mean it ’s not like dancing 
without an intro., is it? — ^you being 
official, so to speak, if you see what I 
mean.” 

“ Of course,” I said. 

“ Still, it ’s the first time I ’ve done 
it, for all that,” she said, with a sort of 
satisfied recklessness in her tone. 

My pride, which had been alternately 


bounding up and tumbling down during 
this conversation, now grandly rose 
again. But I was still uncertain and 
curious about the motive which had 
driven this respectable damsel to ap- 
proach me. Had she, for example, con- 
ceived a sudden passion for me, or was 
I merely a j)ieee of licensed wickedness ? 

The music stopped and I led her off' 
the floor. 

“ What made you do it this time ? ” 
I asked her boldly. 

“ Couldn’t say, I ’m sure,” she said, 
and blushed a most brilliant blush. 

“ Oh, well ” she said, embarrassed, 

“thanks,” and with a strange smile 
she left me. 

Pushing my way through the throng 
to my rendezvous with George I had to 
pass close to her friends’ table; they 
were all laughing heartily, and I saw 
my partner, flushed and triumphant- 
looking, 

“ Well done, Maud ! I heard a man ' 
say ; and he handed her half-a-crown. 

“Thanks, Joe,” she said. “But l’ 
don’t like to .take it. He was too sweet, 
for anything. You’ve no idea.” 

The truth flashed upon me. She had 
done it for a bet. 

The little beast I ; - 

5l« 5l< * * 

“ Too sweet for anything.” Oh, well . . . 

I lost my bet with George after all. 

A. P. H. - 


A Medley of Misquotation. 

“We recall the mythical New Zealander 
sketching the ruins of Westminster Abbey 
from London Bridge.”— Zealand Paper, 
“ We have not thought often enough of that 
hypothetical Now Zealander on Westminster 
Bridge.” — American Magazine. 

“Macaulay’s New Zealander standing on 
the ruins of St. Paul’s had no more conven- 
tional outlook.” — Australian Paper, 

Strange, while they were about it, that 
none of them should have placed the 
New Zealander on the broken arch of 
Waterloo Bridge. 

“ Patness is Patal ! 

You CAN BE Pat Free 1 “ . 

Advt. in Daily Paper, 

If the idea is to give us death for no- 
thing, we cannot accept this generous 
offer. ‘ 

From a broadcasting programme : — 

“Women’s Half-Sour: Mrs. , ‘A 

Walk over Simpleton Pass.* Wireless Paper, 

Is this another name for our old friend. 
Pons Asinorum ? 

From an article on the South African 
elections : — 

“Union is Strength. 

Eendracht maakt macht. 

Ex Tlnitate Virus, 

^ ^ > . Transvaal Payer, 

If this is an appeal to South Africans 
to. get the poison out of the Union, we 
have great pleasure in endorsing it. 
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A UNION OF HATS. 

Boxleigh and Ooxingfeon were fellow- 
members of the Gastroneum, but, like 
so many of their brethren within its 
punctilious portals, had never spoken 
to each other. When the recent de- 
plorable dissension broke out in the 
Club over the substitution by the 
kitchen -committee of ‘Uemon ” for 
“Dover*’ soles on the house-dinner 
menUi Boxleigh and Ooxington took 
opposite sides ; and thereafter, though 
they frequently spoke at^ they con- 
tinued to refrain from speaking to, one 
another. As is well known, the bitter 
hostility of the opposing factions led 
to a deplorable and dramatic scene 
at the annual General Meeting, when 
Boxleigh, who clearly cherished the 
strongest convictions upon the matter, 
was hailed as the leading “Lemon,** 
and Ooxington, who held that issues 
were involved which touched the very 
foundations of the Club’s integrity, 
defied him as the acknowledged duce 
of the “ Dovers.” 

By the cruellest coincidence both were 
soon afterwards bidden to dine on the 
same evening by the Lady Bacchante 
Bouncer at her house in Sangazure 
Square, S.W.l, and, as they converged 
towards its red-carpeted doorstep, they 
recognised each other and promptly 
turned on their respective tracks, each 
hoping that the other would enter first. 
Meanwhile a third guest arrived and 
was admitted, and the two, hearing the 
front-door bang, hurried back to an 
awkward and simultaneous arrival be- 
neath the portico. 

Sullenly ignoring one another’s pre- 
sence, they rang a furious duet upon 
the door-bells ; for, while Boxleigh 
haughtily pressed the knob labelled 
visiTOBS, Coxington’s petulant thumb 
pushed that marked nioht. And when 
the door opened they entered, after a 
momentary but raaddening hesitation, 
cheek-by-jowl; the cheek, as Coxing- 
ton considered, being Boxleigh*s, while 
the jowl, as Boxleigh noticed, was 
quite obviously Coxington’s. And th en, 
while Coxington was being laboriously 
divested by the butler of his hat and 
overcoat, Boxleigh, already relieved of 
his by the nimbler parlourmaid, sprang 
up the stairs, conscious of his com- 
panion’s indignant eyes stabbing him j 
from behind as they jealously noted that 
he wore bone buttons on his dress-coat. 

Their hostess having confided to 
Boxleigh’s care the Belle of Upper 
Burke Street, W.l, Ooxington de- 
jectedly convoyed a massive dowager 
who wielded an ineffective ear- trumpet 
between the courses. They sat at table 
in the order named, and, after the fish 
(the service of which was fraught with 


bitter associations for both), Ooxington, 
purple and hoarse by reason of his 
partner’s inability to double the parts 
of a diner-out and a listener-in, turned 
to dispute with Boxleigh the adorable 
silence of the charmer who sat between 
them. But Boxleigh knew his Punch 
by heart and ruthlessly taxed at source 
all Ooxington’s cleverest sallies, boast- 
ing, in addition, a brother who had 
played Mah- Jongg with Sun Yat Sen. 
Coxington countered with a maternal 
uncle who had motored with Mussolini, 
and the tension was unrelaxed when the 
ladies withdrew ; for both men turned 
their backs on each other with marked 
precision and loudly discussed Solea 
vulgaris and Billingsgate prices with 



“Look here.. You've made a mistake. 

I BACKED SpIFLICATOR FOR A POUND AT TWO 
TO ONE, AND YOU'VE ONLY GIVEN ME TWO 
POUNDS. Oughtn’t I to get back the 
POUND I GAVE YOU ? ” 

“No, Sir. That's what's called the 
Tertium Quid, and is retained by ub.” 


torpid neighbours who feebly disclaimed 
the faintest interest in either topic. 

Upstairs, they raced for the vacant 
chair at the side of their mute enchant- 
ress of the dinner-table, Boxleigh, who 
had the advantage of the weights, win- 
ning, as Coxington thought, in a de- 
cidedly common and indecorous canter. 

At 11.16 the dowager woke up and 
remarked in a yawning bass that she 
really must be slipping away; and, 
the same idea having instantaneously 
occurred to everyone in the room, the 
two men jointly seized and wrung the 
hand of the Lady Bacchante in a mis- 
timed endeavour to express their several 
gratitudes. 

• Downstairs again, Coxington was 
first into the hall, where, after being 
helped into his overcoat by the butler, 
he crushed his hat over his fevered 
brow with a final victorious gesture. 


And then the parlourmaid opened 
the front-door and the Angel of Peace 
made an unexpected and invisible en- 
trance. 

“Beg pardon, Sir,” murmured the 
butler apologetically to Coxington, after 
a frantic struggle to guide Boxleigh’s 
right arm into the left sleeve of his 
overcoat, “but I’m afraid I’ve given 
you this gentleman’s hat ; there *s only 
these two left, and he says the initials 
in this one aren’t his.” The last straw, 
thought Coxington (inaccurately, for it 
was an opera-hat). 

“Whadyoumean? ” he thundered. 
“ This is my hat. Pits me perfectly. 
•I ’ll show you the maker’s name. There 
you are: ‘Welchman, Bond Street.’ 
Hallo, though — ‘ B.LB.’ ! Those aren’t 
my initials. That ’s funny ” — and he 
examined the three gold letters on the 
lining. “Mine are S.U.C. — Samuel 
Usquebald Coxington. ’Xtraordinary 
thing, very.” 

“I’m afraid there ’s been a mistake,” 
said Boxleigh in a surprisingly concilia- 
tory tone. “ My initials are B. I. B., 
Benjamin Ippocras Boxleigh, you know. 
It ’s the oddest thing, but your hat fits 
me exactly; and it comes from the same 
shop as mine. Singular, isn’t it ? ” 

And, as the two confronted each 
other hat in band, “ By Jove 1 ” laughed 
Ooxington, almost meltingly, “ our hats 
are as like as two peas. We must have 
the same sized heads. And you go to 
Welchman’s too ! Shows your dis- 
crimination, if I may say so ; best hats 
in London ! My old father took me 
there years ago.” 

“Why, so did mine,” purred Box- 
leigh ; and, as they went out together 
wreathed in smiles, Boxleigh offered 
his cigar-case to Coxington, who, after 
lighting up, unconsciously slipped his 
arm into his companion’s. 

“D’you know,” he chuckled, “a 
similar thing happened to a man I was 
golfing with on Sunday at Soking 
Heath.” 

“D* you belong to Soking Heath? ” 
inquired Boxleigh with blithe interest. 

“No,” explained Coxington, “ but I 
was playing there with a friend who ’s 
a member — Dundivot, old Pitzfoozle’s 
son, you know.” 

“ Why, he joined the same year as I 
did!” exclaimed Boxleigh in a breezy 
bellow. “ I say, you, ought to join 
Soking Heath. I *11 put yovi up, and 
Dundivot can second you. What ’s 
your handicap ? ” 

And the fraternization proceeded so 
fast and well that, when the pair arrived 
outside Coxington’s rooms in Gotha 
Gardens, W. 2, it was finally consoli- 
dated over a well-filled tantalus in his 
sitting-room upstairs. 

No mention was made of the great 
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LE DERNIER CRl AT WEMBLEY. 

Fmf Vmtor. “ Welt,, I PEcrABB that ’s tost the cutest bit oe SHmuiNa I ’vb ever seen I ” 


sole controversy until about one a.m., 
when, as Boxleigh rose to go, he re- 
marked with genial inconsequence, 
By-the-by, old man, how about that 
house-dinner business— I Ve been think- 
ing it over and I quite see there a lot 
to be said for Dovers/’ 

And Goxington’s last words to Box- 
leigh, as he saw him ojff five minutes 
later, were, “ Good-bye, my dear fellow, 
see you to-morrow at the Club; and look 
here — about that question of the soles ; 
it’s gone on long enough, and I’m 
inclined to agree with you that the 
answer *s — a Lemon/’ 

And when they re-boxed their hats 
before retiring, and Boxleigh beheld an 
emblazoned “ S. U. 0/ on his, while 
Coxingtonremarkedapalpable*‘BJ.B.” 

on his, each of them laughed aloud for 
pure good-humour. 

Our Shameless Advertisers Again. 

“ Wanted, a clean respectable Girl for 
country inn, one who could ‘vamp* pre- 
ferred .” — Provincial Paper, 

“ Mr. , M.P., is to take part in inaugur- 

ating a Hampstead Garden Supurb putting 
course .*’ — Local Paper, 

At Hampstead every thing is “ supurb.” 


UNDERGROUND. 

It was raining big drops, so that the 
pavement was covered with big dark 
splashes. Then came thunder and the 
deluge. I had to put up my umbrella. 
This annoyed me to begin with, because 
I hate unrolling my umbrella. All the 
rest of the day it remains a wet Sappy 
encumbrance, stamping one as a mem- 
ber of the common herd, instead of a 
person of elegance. 

Lightning flashed and thunder rolled 
again. I began to scuttle towards 
Baker Street station. Nearly every- 
body else was scuttling too. I hate 
scuttling. Some electric quality of the 
lightning afl^ected my nerves, as light- 
ning sometimes will. I began to wonder 
whether lightning ever struck the fer- 
rule of an umbreUa and destroyed the 
bearer of it utterly. One ought to have 
a horn ferrule. I began to make up 
a little story about this as I scuttled 
along. 

I went down the steps into Baker 
Street station, into the shelter of the 
booking-hall. The place was congested 
with a moist and anxious crowd. This 
also got on my nerves. 


Temple, please,” I said to the book- 
ing-clerk.^ He gave me a ticket and 
looked a little quizzically at me, 

“ What is the matter ? ” I said I'ather 
crossly. 

“Nothing,” he answered with a 
smile. 

I turned round to go. Several other 
people were smiling also. My umbrella 
was still up. I closed it and passed 
through the gates down to the platform. 
I intended to take the Tube. To do this 
you go along the platform and then 
down another flight of steps, and then 
along another passage, and then down 
the escalator, and then down another 
passage, and then round a few corners, 
and then you get the train. There was 
9'^hmsk on the platform and I stopped 

“ Standard, please,” I said. 

I always read The Evenmg Standard 
for the sake of Mr. G. H. Mair. I would 
do even more than that for him. I 
wonder that they do not say so in the 
advertisements. 

The kiosk attendant made no move- 
ment. , ' ' 

Standard, please,” I repeated. 

By this time I was thoroughly 






cross. The afctendgiiit still made- no 
sign. Jt was a tobacco kiosk. 

I went down the steps, and reached 
the brink of the escalator. It flowed 
away rapidly, like, a river, at my feet. 
A man asked for my ticket, I showed 
it to him. 

You have to go back upstairs,” he 
said. 

Why on earth should I? ” I com- 
plained. 

You. want the Inner Circle,” he 
said. 

I don’t,” I told him. ‘‘ I want the 
Tube.” 

The ticket ’s not available,” he said. 

I looked at the ticket. He was right. ' 

‘‘ Why didn’t the man at the booking- 
office teU me ? ” I stormed. 

“ The ticket ’s only available for the 
Inner Circle,” he said. 

'' Then I will go this way,” I shouted, 
''and pay at the other end!”— and, 
burning with anger, I plunged on to 
the escalator. As I went down I turned 
and shook my fist in his face, grimac- 
ing at him. The escalator stopped. I 
turned round hurriedly and ran down 
the stationary stairs. 


AH the way in the Tube train (it was 
the second train, the first was too full) 
I cherished my rage, and invented the 
philippic, that I was going to deliver 
to the ticket collector at the Temple 
when I paid my fare for the second 
time. People saw my lips moving as 
I rehearsed the words; An old lady, 
rather frightened, got out at Trafalgar 
Square. 

At Charing Cross Station I met a 
man who is supposed to' be my friend. 
I told him what had happened; not 
about the umbrella and The Evening 
Standard^ but about my ticket. I was 
emphatic, for I was still trembling with 
rage. 

" It ’s simply scandalous,” I insisted. 
" But I refused to be stopped. I defied 
the man. I’m going to pay at the 
other end.” 

"You have a large dark smut,” he 
observed reflectively, "coming down 
the left side of the nose.” 

He then went on. It was only after 
I had got into an Inner Circle train 
that my anger began to abate a little. 
I remembered that the ticket-collector 
at the Temple Station would not have 


the slightest idea whether I had come 
by the Inner Circle or the Tube, It 
was even possible, I reflected, that, sup- 
posing I told him, he would not greatly 
care . . . 

At the Temple it had stopped rain- 
ing. The evening air of the Embank- 
ment was fresh and sweet. I looked 
at my Standard, which up till now I 
had been too busy to read. 

Yes — ^no — yes. It was true. I had 
backed a winner at last. Thirteen to 
three. 

My umbrella was still too wet to 
roll, but I felt important again ; I drew 
myself upright and strode firmly along 
the street. 


Erom a review : — 

‘‘The book is as fresh as the salt sea itself.” 

Service Paver, 

A compliment to be taken, we suppose, 
cum grano, 

Erom a serial story : — 

‘*She had found the weak joint in his 
armour, and she saw it in his face.” 

Sunday Paper, 

Why didn’t the silly ass keep his mouth 
shut? 
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JUNE REVELS. 

Tisitcyr , “Say, bo, I’m fee dancin’. Whebe do I cabst a clout?” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday^ Ju7ie 2nd , — Sir Fbbdeic 
Wise, whose interest in public finance 
is all-embracing, asked the Prime 
Minister whether Turkey now balanced 
her Budget, and, if so, whether she had 
achieved this result by impounding the 
revenues assigned for the service of the 
Debt under the Decree of Muharrem. 
Prom the reply it appeared that what- 
ever other old fashions the new Turkey 
may have abandoned she is still faithful 
to the deficit. 

To the same anxious inquirer the 
ChanceIiLoe op the Exchequer ad- 
mitted that Prance had begun to pay 
off her war-debt — to Uruguay, The 
amount so far is not large — only a 
quarter of a million or so — and it is a 
far cry, alphabetically, from Uruguay 
to Britain. But, as the French them- 
selves say, everything comes to him 
who knows how to wait. 

Mr. MacDonald is rapidly acquiring 
the art — brought by Mr. Asquith to a 
high pitch of perfection — of coining 
sonorous phrases that commit him to 
nothing. Thus to Captain Wedgwood 
Benn, who asked if the Government 
had protested against the suggested 
return to the German Government of 
Admiral Von Tirpitz and his whiskers, 
the Prime Minister replied that we 
have not neglected to do what we con- 
sidered to be our duty.” Again, when 
Viscount Quezon and Lady Terring- 
TON, from opposite angles, urged upon 
him the importance of constructing the 
Channel Tunnel, he ^‘registered sym- 
pathy,” as the cinema-phrase has it; 
but his actual words were that he must 
first have reports from “the proper 
preliminary authorities.” 

Introducing the Agricultural Wages 
Bill, Mr. Noel Buxton moved the 
House deeply by describing his recent 
adventures in the cottages of some of 
his own rural neighbours, where up- 
rightness was, he declared, impossible 
to anyone of his own length ! Stony 
hearts melted as he revealed the weekly 
budget of one farm labourer — a “hero 
of the first water,” in Mr. Buxton’s 
happy phrase — who regularly deprived 
himself of tobacco and his children of 
oranges to save up sixpence weekly to 
buy The Daily Herald. 

Sir H. Cautley, moving the Bill’s 
rejection, protested that his friends, 
notoriously incapable of understand- 
ing official documents, were already 
harassed to extinction by eight recent 
Acts of Parliament designed for their 
good. Inspectors with reams of printed 
paper, descending on the countryside 
like a pestilence, had caused whole flocks 
of sheep with their shepherds to dis- 
appear. Even the pigs kept by his 


friends in their gardens had perished 
in the plague of Orders. 

But how expect these things to be 
understood in a House which contains 
seven townsmen’s votes for every one 
countryman’s ? Mr. Acland, com- 
plaining that Hodge is paid only half 
as much as an urban street-cleaner, ad- 
mitted that all farmers regard the State 
as the Devil, and could see no alternative 
to the compulsory regulation of wages. 

Mr. Foot Mitchell said that the 
Bill was a stone instead of the bread 
asked for by Mr. Hodge ; but that it 
would be bread, and butter as well, for 
a new horde of bureaucrats. But his 
instance of a friend’s farm in Essex 
which, in spite of exceptional scientific 


farming, makes an annual loss, drew 
a scornful retort from Mr. March. “ Do 
you call four men to a hundred acres 
of arable land farming ? ” he exclaimed 
with pained surprise. “We can do it 
better than that in Poplar.” 

Nearly everyone in a full House had 
at some time visited a farm, and 
Members burning to tell of their wild 
adventures with beaters or on allot- 
ments rose after every speech in a lev6e 
671 masse until the Government at last 
secured the closure. The blocking 
Amendment was defeated by 245 votes 
to 214. 

Tuesday^ dime — ^Lord Olivier, 

as “ the polite letter- writer,” was the 
subject of an entertaining debate in the 
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House of Lords. A Madrasi Swarajist 
wrote to the Secbetary of State sug- 
gesting certain changes in Indian policy, 
and particularly the abolition of the 
system of communal representation.” 
Lord Olivier sent a friendly reply, in- 
dicating his interest in the suggestions, 
and did not even mark his letter 
“Private,” with the result that it, was 
promptly published, and all India 
jumped to the conclusion that the 
Home Government intended to modify 
the Constitution. They had no such 
intention, he assured the Peers ; and he 
himself was innocent of anything more 
than the expression of “ his philosophic 
opinion.” Lord Curzon agreed as to 
his innocence, which was “ almost in- 
credible,” but declared that it was not 
the business of Secretaries of State to be 
philosophers — an axiom on which one 
would like to have Lord Balfour’s 
view. 

Mr. Walsh appeared to be none the 
worse for his flight to the Ehine. 
Indeed its only effect seems to have 
been to increase his steadily-growing 
Toryism, if one may judge by the vigour 
with which he declined to democratize 
the system of appointing deputy-lieu- 
tenants. 

In the matter of emphasis, however, 
he yielded to the Scottish Under- 
secretary. When one of his replies 
was challenged by Mr. Buchanan in 
the usual formula, “ Are we to under- 
stand that ” Mr. Stewart almost 

shattered the glass ceiling with, 
“No, YOU ARE NOT SO TO UNDER- 
STAND ! ” 

Towards the end of Question- 
time Mr. T. P. O’Connor slipped 
into his usual place. But his* at- 
tempt to evade attention was use- 
less . The whole House burst into a 
roar of welcome to its now Eight 
Honourable “ Father.” 

In expounding the financial pro- 
visions of his Housing BilLMr. 
Wheatley added another chaplet, 
if T may say so, to his Poplar 
laurels. It was an amazingly 
adroit performance. First he se- 
cured the attention of the House 
and the sympathy of his owm 
back-benches by a slashing attack 
on the Tories and their attempts 
to solve the housing problem. They 
had accused him of 'indulging in 
“ sob-stuff,” Well, he would not 
be guilty again of ‘‘assuming that 
Conservatives have souls as well 
as pockets.” 

But the provocative mood soon 
gave way to the persuasive as he 
proceeded to outline his proposals. 
Everyone, it appeared, had been 
most helpful — employers, local 
authorities, even the manufacturers ^ 


of building materials. To these last, 
indeed, he was so complimentary that 
his enemies will probably dub him “The 
Slave of the Eing.” 










“FATHER” TAKES THE FLOOR. 
The Right Hon. T, P. O’Connor. 

Only on one subject, as Sir W. 
Joynson-Hioks pointed out, did he seem 
a little chary of information, and that 
is how the increased amount of labour 



THE ENVEBTED PYRAMID. 

Mr. Wheatley lays the foundation stone. 


necessary for the success of his gigantic 
scheme is to be forthcoming. 

Wednesday, June 4th , — After passing 
a number of ecclesiastical resolutions 
moved by the Primate and blessed by 
the Lord Chancellor the Peers found 
a topic more congenial to Derby-day 
in the Eodeo. This Lord Charnwood 
denounced as a needless exhibition of 
cruelty, and Lord Denman defended as 
a display of courage and horsemanship 
by cowboys, “who are just as humane 
as anybody else.” 

The Commons were interested to 
hear from the Prime Minister that the 
Irish Boundary Commission is to be 
set up, and that a suitable Chairman 
has been discovered somewhere in the 
Empire.- The hope is that he hails from 
the Solomon Islands. 

After yesterday’s triumph Mr. Wheat- 
ley had to listen while his housing 
scheme was pulled to pieces from both 
sides. The most searching questions 
came from _Mr, Neville Chamberlain, 
and at last caused the Minister op 
Health to decline to “undergo a 
catechism.” 

Some of the Liberal speeches were 
hardly less damaging. Mr. Vivian, an 
acknowledged authority, could see little 
prospect of houses unless the supply of 
labour was increased by the building 
trade ; and finally Sir George MoCrae 
moved an amendment to secure that 
result. At first the Government were 
inclined to disregard this revolt of the 
“patient oxen,” and the House 
had actually been cleared for a 
division when Mr. Wheatley de- 
cided to accept the amendment, 

LIVE BAROMETERS. 

{With acknoioledgment to “ 27. TF.” 
iyi “ The Morning Post”) 

It is well known throughout the 
British Isles, even in the suburbs 
of our great Metropolis, that before 
rain swallows fly low, and that cats 
not only clean themselves and their 
young, but, like “the men that 
fought at Minden,” actually wash 
behind their ears. But it is not so 
generally known that many other 
members of the animal kingdom are 
equally infallible as ^eather-pro- 
pOets. Thus, earwigs are much 
stimuated when rain is likely to 
fall; the males form themselves 
into columns of fours and, taking 
the time from the right, go through 
the most complicated movements 
known in the 1914 Drill Book, 
while the females seek refuge from 
the approaching storm in the near- 
est dahlias. Ferrets become very 
active and ants attack pretty well 
everything in sight. Flies desert 







WOND^ WHY JOCKEYS ALWAYS TUCK THE TOPS OF THEIR EARS IKSIDE THEIR CAPS.” 

Gloomy Racing Man {who has a very low oj^inicm of the modern jockey), expect they 're ashamed of the length of them.” 


the open landscape and retire to the 
comparative shelter of high bushes and 
trees and take to dancing reels and 
schottisches; Highlanders also follow 
their example in the Northern parts of 
Britain. 

When rain is imminent, mice and 
sheep become restless, while tram con- 
ductors speak very much more sharply 
to their fares. Elephants, on the con- 
trary, grow very playful, springing and 
frisking about, and bolting their food 
when rain is at hand. Babbits betray 
their interest by rushing madly along 
their runs one after the other until com- 
pletely exhausted ; and, under the stim- 
ulus of an approaching storm, moles 
throw up quantities of earth in the air 
as high as ever they can with their 
little spade-like front feet, screaming 
with delight. 

Pheasants, glowworms and news- 
vendors' assistants all call more loudly 
than usual, and the lesser ginger-beer 
bird sings with frequency before rain ; 
hence the name of Storm Oock*' is 
often given to this bird. Books are 
much inclined to loop the loop on the 
approach of rain, and cocks crow prac- 
tically without intermission, causing 
considerable despondency in the im- 
mediate neighbourhood. Peacocks, if 
they fly at all, are apt to entangle 


themselves in the aerials of wireless 
sets. Spiders and woodlice climb up 
nearly everything worth climbing, while 
wolves and fish bite vigorously. It is 
perhaps as well to warn bathers to 
leave rivers and streams to their native 
tenants when rain is impending. 

In striking contrast to all this excite- 
ment is the behaviour of admirals and 
snails, who become extremely somno- 
lent on the approach of heavy rain and 
also appear to suffer considerably from 
indigestion at these times ,* indeed they 
can be sometimes seen eating grass, a 
well-known cure for this complaint, in 
the parks prior to retiring for their doze. 

At sea when a storm is approaching 
guillemots appear from nowhere in 
particular and follow ships very persist- 
ently, pecking at the rudders and masts, 
in spite of the protests of the crews. 
It has been noted on the seashore and 
in rock-pools that there is considerable 
rioting amongst starfish when a gale is 
brewing. 

High winds are announced in ad- 
vance by guinea-fowl, who start pluck- 
ing out each other's feathers before a gale 
rises, probably in order to offer less re- 
sistance to the wind ; they also set upon 
solitary chickens and pull off their tails. 
Donkeys stand in corners of fields for 
hours and hours, pointing their tails in 


the direction of the coming blast as a 
hint for strangers to leave the district. 

The only really reliable adviser for 
electrical disturbances is the leech. If 
Lizzie is kept in a vessel of water she 
will be observed to lose her natural 
calm when thunder is at hand, diving 
repeatedly in a very agitated condition 
to the bottom of her tank and pro- 
truding her tongue at spectators. 

Earthquakes are foretold by cray-fish, 
who instantly leave their usual haunts 
and ascend high trees or telegraph-poles, 
from which points of vantage they wave 
their little claws at passers-by. The 
tribes of Ainu, who are immune from 
all fear of seismic disturbances (having 
indeed nothing to lose), take advantage 
of this habit and resort at such times 
to the neighbouring groves and shake 
the trees. The cray-fisH is much es- 
teemed as a delicacy among these people. 

Snakes, taxi-cab drivers and beetles 
are much more truculent on the ap- 
proach of a long spell of drought, and 
cold weather may be expected when 
field-fares, redwings and maiden aunts 
go South. 

“For Sale, Bathchair and 6 Pullets (all 
laying).” — Advt, in LoccU Pajper, 

Our bathchair, we regret to say, is 
broody. 
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BAEBAEIANS. 

At the Caf6 Agamemnon, in Athens, one meets with 
strange company. The people are fairly well dressed, they 
hold degrees or diplomas and they all talk volubly in foreign 
languages. It is Babel rather than Hellas. 

No introductions are necessary in this society. You merely 
enter and sit at a table ; then, long before you can obtain 
refreshment, you find yourself in conversation with a number 
of strangers who hope that you may eventually agree to 
purchase a ton of tobacco or a string of beads. 

This morning I was myself in this position. The man on 
my right was giving me the history of his life, mainly in 
French. The man on my left spoke a half-and-half mixture 
of French and Itahan ; he was apparently describing the 
political situation. The man opposite me moved freely 
among English, French, Spanish and unknown^ tongues. 
From his intense enthusiasm I gathered that his subject 
was money. 

When I had supplied them all with coffee there was a 
slight lull, broken only by the sound of absorption. I took 
advantage of this to broach a subject of common interest. 

*‘Tell me,*’ said I, which of you is a genuine Greek; I 
still look forward to meeting one.” 

The sound of ingurgitated coffee ceased suddenly. 

« Why, we are all genuine Greeks,” they spluttered. 

I am very glad to know it,” said I. Now you, Sir, my 
friend on the right — ^Avere you born in Greece ? ” 

‘^Yes.” 

Of two Greek parents ? ” 

“ No ; both were foreign.” 

*^Aht” 

But I have a Greek passport ; I speak Greek ; I have 
lived twenty years in Greece.” • - < - 

I catechised him further and elicited the admission that 
he had also an Italian passport; %at he spoke French, and 
that he had lived a long time in Brazil. Yet he did not 
claim to belong to any of those nations. 

I examined the others with similar results. 

“ Certainly I am a Greek,” said one. translated Greek 
in London for many years and I support Venizelos.*' 
‘^Itoo,” protested another — ^‘I have edited most of the 
newspapers in Athens.** * ‘ 

Gentlemen,” said I severely,^ ‘you know nothing of the 
sacred b^nds '^hich secure a man to his own country. Can 
any of you, say hqtiestiy that ybu feel Greece to be your dear 
motherland ? Irepeat, I have-yet to meet a genuine Greek.” 
“Let us show him Aristides,” said one of my companions. 
“Yes, Aristides speaks ten languages; he is undoubtedly 
a Greek.” . ... 

“Aristides owns much property in Greece; he is cer- 
tainly a Greek.” . ■ . 

“Aristides drinks wine full of resin; he is assuredly a 
Greek.” 

Two of them went off forthwith to find Aristides. 

It was really extraordinary, I reflected, that the Cafe 
Agamemnon should be filled daily with virtual aliens. The 
real Greeks clearly either stayed at home or visited other 
cafes. Cr perhaps there were no real Greeks, seeing that 
Venizelos himself was a Cretan. Cr possibly oily a few 
survivors, of whom Aristides was one. ; 

Very soon I became aware of a slight tumult and a mur- 
mur of “ Aristides.’ ’ N ext moment a tall ruddy-hairedman 
with high cheek-bones was thrust forward. 

“It gives me great pleasure to meet you, Monsieur,” said 
L “I xmderstarid that among your other accomplishments 
you speak English perfectly.” 

“Ay,” res;^nded Aristides, “yon’s the verra tongue we 
use i* Galashiels.” 


CiESAE’S TEIUMPHS. 

[Pot-hunting, we are informed, is very prevalent at fancy dances. 
Having secured a striking costume, the hunter wears ifc at dance after 
dance in diflerent localities with the object of collecting prizes.] 

’Twas down in Hackney, when the War had ended 
And left me free to list to Pleasure’s calls, 

That, just to please Amanda, I attended 
The first of all my many fancy balls ; 

Little I guessed how profitable these are 
To him who has achieved a striking guise 

The night I trod the tiekletoe as C.a3SAR 
And carried off a prize. 

It served to whet my appetite for plunder. 

In this same dress that season I was seen 

Victorious in places far asunder, 

Highgate and Hammersmith and Parson’s Green ; 

Gracing the grand parade that followed supper, 

I pouched the loot for which I ’d sallied forth, 

At Sydenham (both the Lower and the Upper) 

And Finchley (East and North). 

Each year since then has that historic suiting 
Sufficed to bring me trophies not a few ; 

Wandsworth acclaimed me victor, et tu, Tooting ; 

I also won a coffee-pot at Kew ; 

Even in France the judges placed me second 
When I, a tripper to her pleasant shore, 

Competed in what I have always reckoned 
My only Gallic war. 

Long years that noble garb has done its duty, 

But now at last it shows the signs of wear ; 

These battles of “ The Blues ” have dulled its beauty 
And left the toga with an ugly tear ; 

But, though affairs have reached this painful juncture, 
It still may win once more with Fortune’s aid ; 

The judge may deem this tear the “ rent ” (or puncture) 
“ The envious Casca made.” 


DISILLUSION. 

' He had heard them talking at lunch : “ It really is a great 
sight, thousands of them out at once in the dell just beyond 
the hazel coppice. We might go there to-day after tea.” He 
was the most ardent spoi'tsman in the world for his age, 
and in response to his eager request they promised to take 
bim.too, and during the hot afternoon he lay under the 
chestnut-tree on the lawn, his small personality given up 
to the pleasures of imagination. 

After tea they started through the pleasant woods. He 
walked as stoutly as was possible by his father’s side, his 
short seven-year-old legs trying anxiously to keep in step. 
His cheeks were fluslied and his eyes bright with excitement, 
and never once did he stray from the main party. 

The^ path emerging from the coppice plunged straight 
down into the dell where the sun shone on masses of fox- 
gloves, whose vivid purple dazzled the eyes. Amid general 
exclamations of delight he alone remained silent. 

Presently, “Where are they?” he asked anxiously. 

“The foxgloves, silly billy? Why, here they are all 
round you.” 

There was a pause, and then a little broken voice said 
tearfully, “I thought you said fox-cubs.” 


' From a Dutch tobacconist’s circular: — 

is a cigar that can be offered to your friend without the 

slightest excuse, because it will give him more than he expects.” 

It sounds a little ambiguous. 
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OPERATICS. 

As tliis was my first experience of 
Ariadne avf Noxos, I cannot say how 
bad an opera it was before the librettist 
tinkered with the original setting; but 
I can say with assurance that in its 
present form it is a poor thing, of little 
interest and less construction. 

The Prologue, which takes 
about as long as the rest of 
the opera, sets out the follow- 
ing argument : — 

pompous aristocrat is 
to give an entertainment at 
his house, and, posing as one 
interested in high art, en- 
gages a musician to compose 
a short opera for the occa- 
sion. Eut, when he hears 
that the subject is classical 
and that the action takes 
place on a desert island, he 
doubts whether this would 
please his guests, so he en- 
gages artists to follow up the 
opera with a bright harle- 
quinade. At the last mo- 
ment he realises that there 
would not be time to give the 
two performances consecu- 
tively, having arranged for a display of 
fireworks as ^finale, so he decides to have 
both entertainments done at the same 
time, much to the anguish of the com- 
poser and much to the delight of the 
Italian troupe, who find ample scope 
to enliven the serious part.” 

I have been quoting from my pro- 
gramme, andwhatitsaysis quite correct, 
all except the last sentence. One nat- 
urally expected to get some liumour 
out of the irresponsible intrusions of 
this harlequinade upon the privacy of 
the deserted Ariadne. But the only 
fun that I could detect came from the 
serious section of the performance. The 
librettist’s printed directions tell us that 
“ in scenery (and costume), the Opera of 
Ariadne is not to be treated in the 
manner of parody, but seriously in the 
heroic opera-style of the older period 
(Louis XIV. or Louis XV.).” I cannot 
say whether he implies that in other 
respects it is meant to be a parody ; but 
its humour had all the appearance of 
being undesigned. Anyhow I could 
not take very seriously ” the aspect 
of a Dryad and a Nymph (the latter in 
long grey, gloves) encased in a stiff cor- 
sage supporting a generous decollete, and 
with enormous plumes coming out of 
their heads. And when I was confronted 
with a mature Ariadne in a sort of tea- 
gown and tiara I began Ifo understand 
, why Thesetis had abandoned her. 

; there was Echo, dresSed very 

^^^& dike the Nymph and the Dryad. 
'p®er;§oj‘airy a spirit I thought she suf- 


fered from excess of visibility. Nor 
did she seem to grasp the nature of her 
functions. Sometimes she sang on her 
own and at other times did no echoing 
at all. And once, when she suspected 
that Ariadne was in for a longish solo, 
she walked right off the stage and took 
a rest. Not only was this in very 
bad taste, but she missed a really beau- 


tiful song of welcome to the herald of 
Death. 

Later on, at the request of Bacchus, 
the cave in which Ariadne resided — 
it rose like a tumulus from the bare sea- 
shore — followed Echo's example and 



THE AREIVAL OP BACCHUS 
(As Titian did not see it), 
Bacchus . . . Heiui Pischee-Niemann. 


retired from the scene. I was glad of 
this, for, though I disliked the chains 
of flowers which took its place, coming 
down from heaven to form a sketchy 
canopy for the heroine’s secondes noces, 
I hated the cave still more. 

A note of distinction was given to 
the performance by Mme. Ivoguen’s 
singing in the part of Zerbinetta of the 
harlequinade. She did some 
most amazing feats of colora- 
tura quite easily; and the 
pure clarity of her tone was 
always a delight. It is good 
to know that she is staying 
on for the Italian Opera 
season. Mme. Lotte Leh- 
mann, who played Ariadne, 
has a charming voice, but 
was apt to sacrifice sweetness 
to strength on her top notes. 

If it was found necessary 
for the purposes of the music 
that the male part of the 
Composer should be given to 
a woman, Mme. Elizabeth 
Schumann was an excellent 
choice; but I Y^as a little 
surprised that Herr Strauss 
should not have reflected that 
the making of operas is one 
of the few accomplishments in which 
the female genius is commonly defective. 

Herr Fischer- Niemann’s middle- 
aged and stocky Bacchus did not begin 
to correspond to my idea of that 
gloriously vernal god ; nor to Ariadne's 
either, for she seemed to prefer the 
look of the conductor. But he was at 
least dressed like a Greek, and he sang 
with an energy which ultimately con- 
vinced the lady that he could not be the 
messenger from the Silent Land whom 
she was expecting. 

It is not quite clear why the syndi- 
cate should have produced an opera 
that had no use for the spaciousness of 
the Co vent Garden stage, unless they 
were attracted by the cheapness of the 
scenery. Herr von Hofmannsthal, at 
the end of his libretto, says of the 
Prologue that it can be produced with 
the aid of any scenery which represents 
a hall that is not actually mediioval; ” 
and of the Ariadne Act that “ such 
material as the old scenery of Gluck’s 
operas can te utilised.” 

Nor is it easy to conjecture why 
Herr Strauss was drawn to a libretto 
which never seems to know what it is 
after ; which promises in the Prologue, 
itself only faintly amusing, that we are 
to have great fun in the coming enter- 
tainment, and then tails off into un- 
mitigated solemnity. O. S. 


Another Impending Apology. 

** Sir Edward Elgar has been appointed Waster 
of the King’s Music .” — Palestme Pajper. 



SO THIS IS NAXOS 1 

Ariadne {recumbent) .... AIiss Lotte Lehmann. 
Naiad. Echo. Dryad. 




THRUST AND PARRY- 

Pleasure in eating in restaurant 
cars on British railways is chiefly con- 
fined to the young, whose excitement, 
equally over the prospect and the con- 
sumption of such meals, never flags. It 
is to them no drawback that the train 
sways the sauce and rocks the gravy ; 
on the contrary, it it only when a pause 
at a station brings a brief lull, which 
their elders put to the greatest possible 
use, that a cloud passes over their 
ingenuous features. The crashing fall 
of a bottle fills the young with joy; 
every lurch that the attendant suffers 
is an ecstasy. They even like the food 
(those cubes of cabbage!), or, at any 
rate, eat it as though they did. They 
do not notice the heat and, being so 
young, they are spared the penalty of 
paying. 

But we, who are old and dainty and 
disposed to comfort and leisure — ^we eat 
in trains only when it is essential. 

None the less, even for the restless- 
ness and noise and stufi&ness, even for 
the Eule-Britannia menu, there can be 
compensations. 

I was travelling back to Town by one 


of those trains which arrive at an hour 
when dinner in London restaurants is 
either over or you eat it among dancers ; 
and I therefore took a ticket for the 
restaurant car. My efforts — such as 
we all make — to get a little table to 
myself being fruitless, I found myself, 
when the time came, one of a party of 
three, the other two, already seated, 
being a business man and a clergyman. 
The business man and the clergyman 
were side by side; I was placed opposite. 
The fourth seat remained empty. 

When I say that one , of my com- 
panions was a businessman I am asking 
you to put faith in my powers of de- 
duction. He looked like one ; he read 
letters which had a commercial appear- 
ance ; he was commanding and brusque, 
as one has been led to suppose that 
employers of labour have to be: Capital 
personified. Had we conversed, which, 
being British, we did. not, he would 
probably have said uncomplimentary 
things about Mr. Snowden. Now and 
then he frowned and put his hand wearily 
to his brow, so that, still exerting my 
deductive powers to the full,. I inferred 
that he was tired. 

For the knowledge that the other 


member of the party was a clergyman, 

: I claim no credit. Such flashes of in- 
sight are forced upon even the least 
observant. 

f None of us spoke, except to give our 
orders, and the first order that the 
business man gave, after a glance at 
the list of clarets, was to the wine- 
attendant. 

bottle of Pontet Canet,” he said 
firmly. 

A bottle or half-bottle? the attend- 
ant was typical enough to ask. 

“A bottle,'" snapped the business 
man. A whole bottle. I'm tired.” 
(How right I had been !) 

I noticed that the clergyman gave a 
slight start ; he then asked for water 
only, expressing the hope that it was 
fresh. 

Quite fresh, Sir,” said the attendant. 
I ordered a half-bottle of Sauterne, 
and dinner set in with all its rigour ; 
that is to say, drops of mulligatawny 
began to find their way to our clothes. 
The meal itself doesn't matter. We 
gradually worked our way through it, 
each occupied with his own thoughts, 
although it seemed to me that the 
clergyman’s were straying often in the 
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direction of his neiglibonr. Once or n\vo . f ^ 

twice he seemed to be about to speak ; OlHtK UAY^>. he was prodigiously versatile and ener- 

and this was always when the business Lobd Bkougham. getic, a master of trenchant invective 

man was either pouring out another {By Our Sunday Plutarch) and of tempestuous rhetoric and the 

glass or setting it down. But the im- HENiiTPETEEBEOUOHAM,LordBEOUG- initiator of many salutary reforms. But 
pulse was controlled ; for, whatever dis- ham and Vaux, though he came of good with all these great gifts, which enabled 
approval he might wish to express, the Cumberland stock, was in all senses of him intermittently to render valuable 
time was not yet. Nor can I accuse him the word the architect of his fortune, services to the State, Beougham, I regret 
of sipping his own insipid beverage with good, bad and indifferent. His physique to have to say it, did not begin to be a 
any ostentation. Clearly, however, he was angular to grotesqueness ; Nature great gentleman. He was emphatically 
had the business man on his conscience ; had endowed him with a nose which all a bounder and a scallywag. I pass over 
clearly he was of the Church militant, through his life invited the tweakings the plaid trousers, though these strange 
It was not until the business man of the caricaturist ; and the oddity of habiliments were ludicrously inconsist- 
had drained the last glass of his wine his appearance was accentuated by his ent with the dignity of one to whom 
that a word was spoken. As he set the strange addiction to trousers of the the keeping of the Great Seal had been 
glass back on the table, the clergyman, shepherd’s-plaid pattern. ' But, when entrusted. After all, dress is an index 
smiling faintly, turned to him and said, one regards his record — contributor of character. But what are we to say 
‘‘I have always thought half-bottles to the Proceedings of the Eoyal Society of his exploits as a Mohock in his stu- 
such an excellent size for the needs of at eighteen ; one of the fotmders of, and dent days at Edinburgh ; of the twist- 
one person.” most voluminous contributors to. The in g-off of knockers ; of his sudden aban- 

I must say I admired his courage. I E dw burgh Beview at twenty-five ; con- donment, in a moment of pique, of the 


in a Fellowship candidate. I grant that 
he was prodigiously versatile and ener- 
getic, a master of trenchant invective 
and of tempestuous rhetoric and the 
initiator of many salutary reforms. But 


one person. 

I must say I admired his courage, 
admired also the skill with 
which he had tempered the 
edge of his rebuke. It was 
cheek, no doubt, but he had 
felt it his duty to say some- ^ 

thing. Yes, I admired him. 

But I admired even more 
the way in which the busi- ^ 

ness man took it. He % 

showed no resentment, as ® 

he might easily have done ; « 

nor did he accept the cen- j 

sure. He looked, in sur- 
prise, for a moment or so 
at his critic, as though he 
w^ere one of a newly created 
species who had enunciated 
a fresh theory which must 
be given careful and respect- 
ful consideration. Then, The 

“You’re right,” he said, “bkce 

“ Waiter, bring me a half- — 

bottle of the same wine.” E. V. L. 


Ml And what a mournful and 

Wilpk significant reflection on his 

1 W V \} espousal of the cause of the 

I Pi Vi 1 A Queen is the fact that, as a 

II I ^l\ 1 result of his speech in her 

]\V \ defence, the “Brougham’s 

V ^ lIlW/K Head” became a common 

1/ ' '^1 if H tavern sign ! Even when he 

/ ikf / — eloquent in a good cause 

he was always capable of 
: degrading it by some odious 

! f ^ extravagance. His speech 

on the Second Beading of 
ire (pressed into service at last moment), “Ee — ee— tell the Be form Bill in the House 
Dno«asmcElrnAyEDcnicKET-isHiTTi:.ooyEB the of Lords was masterly up to 

^ a point, but he spoilt all by 

troller of the Whig Press in London falling on his knees in the peroration, 
before he was thirty; M.P. and a brilli- He had, so his biographer informs us. 




ing-off of knockers ; of his sudden aban- 
donment, in a moment of pique, of the 
[Volunteer corps which he 
helped to organise in 1804 ; 
ofthefalsereportofhisdeath, 

G , ^ ^ which, not without good 
1 reason, he was charged with 


having started himself ? 






I \ 




The Umpire (pressed into service at last moment), “Ee — ee — tell 

ME — ^IT ’S SO LONG SINCE I PLATED CEICKET— IS HITTING OYEE THE 
PENCE OUT?” 


»And who would not look slim . . . clad in antly successful advocate a couple of “kept up his energy with mulled port, 
an almond green marocain frock with. . .Peter years later; the most prominent mem- andhisfriends,who thought that he was 
Pan collar and ‘natty’ her of the Opposition before he was forty; unable to rise, picked him up and set him 

~ , . on I y agasm . famous (or notorious) as the champion of on the Woolsack.” This helps to ex- 

We know sT who wouldn . unhannv consort of Geoege IV * ulain the RtmurrA fLunm fl.lv thfl.t. while 


we wu u wuuxum o. ^j^happy consort of Geoegb IV. ; plain the strange anomaly that, while 

- From a c'olf article : ■ protagonist in the anti-slavery and he courageously tipheld the cause of 

“Wevrant’to recover the full second shot. Catholic emancipation campaigns; Lord humanity and freedom, he had no moral 
and I think a ball weighing 28 owts. would Chancellor at the age of fifty-two ; a influence. “ Such weight as he pos- 
bring it h&ck.”— Provincial Paper. great legal reformer and pioneer in the sessed was simply due to his intellectual 

We think so too. diffusion of useful knowledge-one is powers.” 

: . , ,, ^ . forced to admit that so large a measure Brougham was not a sportsman or 

portSco^oTS^arie^Vith apol^es to' of achievement can only be explained by an a,thlete, though be was a- tremendous 
Mr. Shaw) where her beauty is concerned.” possession of I'emarkable qualities, worker. His health was never robust ; 

Weeldy Paper, He was enormously industrious ; a he was addicted, as we have seen, to in- 
This is the sort of thing that makes prize-boy at school and distinguished at tempestive potations, to mendacity and 
Shaw wild. Edinburgh University, where ^e com- even malignity. Yet he lived to be 

! , . , pleted a four-years' course in “ Human- ninety and died in what I may venture j 

MiniteSo mitigated 

among them) were literally glued to the Treas- seventeen. It would be an exaggeration, sanctity exhaled by an extinct volcano, j 


tempestive potations, to mendacity and 


I among them) were literally glued to the Treas- seventeen. It would be an exaggeration, sanctity exhaled by an extinct volcano, 
i ury Bench for the first part of each sitting.” however, to compare this achievement Though partial analogies will not escape 
Tlie New Statesma^i, with that of a First Class in Greats at the notice of the acute observer, it is 
^.That’s torn them,” said the Grand Oxford, and his wretched translation of hard, if not impossible, to find an exact 
as he literally wrenched him- Demosthenes’ JDcOo^maproves him in- parallel to so strangely compounded a 
"’Seifi av^ay to ^dinner. capable ofrising to the standard required character. To adapt the historic medi- 


Edinburgh University, where he com- even malignity. Yet he lived to be 
pleted a four-years' course in “ Human- ninety and died in what I may venture 
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WHITEWASHING MISS I924’S MAMMA. 

WE HEAR OF THE MOTHER WHO ASSUMES THE AIRS AND ASPECT OF A YOUNG THING TO GAIN THE 
ATTEN^ON OF YOUNG MEN. BUT HOW DO WE KNOW WHAT SWEET MATERNAL SOLICITDDE FHDS tSt 


tation on a lady of high though un- 
official rank which emanated from one 
of Beougham’s fictional contempor- 
aries, I am tempted to’sum him up in 
these words : — 

This Chancellor is a very extraordi- 
nary person ; surrounded by mysteries, 
not unacquainted with the taste of 
mulled port, claiming omniscience on 
an imperfect and superficial survey of 
life, letters and science, weak in body, 
powerful in mind, at once humane and 
unscrupulous, impossible to ignore or 
to revere. Can these things have been 
his destiny, or did some unknovrn Power 
stairt an opposition to the decrees of 
Fate? It is a most inscrutable and 
unmitigated staggerex*.” 

Against the drab background of early- 
Victorian respectability Brougham 
stands out with a meteoric or rather 
pyrotechnic luminosity. We may, nay 
we must, deny him the title of a British 
worthy. But we cannot in justice de- 
cline to accord him a measure of grati- 
tude for embellishing the annals of his 
time with colour, romance and surprise 
— ^which the late Sir James Paget once 
pronounced to be the chief factor in 
recreation — and lastly for supplying the 
hebdomadal journalists of to-day with 
a fruitful theme for sagacious and 
highly remunerated comment. 


TREMENDOUS TRIFLING. 

The Manchester Guardiaiij 
Which airily skips 
From matters of moment 
To versified quips, 

Has propounded a cure for 
“ The teapot that drips.” 

'Tis a notable nuisance 
And prone to eclipse 
Domestic content as 
One sits and one sips, 

So we trust that the writer 
May give us more tips — 
On extracting from lemons 
Superfluous pips; ^ 

On the means of improving 
Our bicycle clips 
And reducing the number 
Of fatal side-slips ; 

On the perils of betting 
On newspaper “ snips;” 
On the right way of packing 
Suit-cases and grips 
Before we depart on 
Our holiday trips ; 

On the best way of cooking 
Potatoes in chips ; 

On the bane of indulging 
Too freely in “ nips,” 

Or exclusively feeding 
On haws and on hips. 


Meanwhile let us welcome 
The journal that dips 
From Olympian heights to 
The teapot that drips.” 


Our Cheerful Advertisers. 

** Ideal hire purcbase of motor cars with full 
death benefits ." — JSJveiiing Pajper, 

More than once England has been defeated 
through the inability of a fieldsman to hold 
the ball — against Kent in 1744 and u. Australia 
at Manchester in 1902 are two instances which 
come readily to mind .” — Sporting Paper, 

We confess that we had forgotten the 
earlier match. 


“ The new by-laws relating to tramways and 
motor omnibuses provide for every person de- 
siring to enter a tramcar for the purpose of 
travelling shall first prevent all persons in- 
tending to alight to do so.''— Manchester Paper, 

Judging by the daily struggle at the 
stopping places we fancy this by-law 
must be in force in London also. 


From a report of the Amateur Golf 
Championship final : — 

“ Things were going very well for the Cam- 
bridge University captain, and there was every 
prospect of his going to lunch with an over- 
whelming lead, when,, at the eleventh, Holder- 
ness missed a yard and a-half putt, and he be- 
came 44 up .” — Sunday Paper, 

In a 36-hole match that should have 
been enough ; but it wasn't. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I FRANKLY admit that I have not read Quinney's Adven- 
tures (Murray) myself, I had them read aloud to me. A 
critic of considerable domestic standing, but hardly eligible, 


often for as much as seven or eight hours at a stretch, to 
her incomparable ruffian-hero telling the story of his life; 
and her book is this story reproduced as far as possible in 
his own words. The result is no less than the unveiling, in 
A terms of almost absolute frankness, of the mind of an 
o. Eastern despot. The man who would put his favourite son 

. . . ii-ii* 1 _ • ^ -I 


on the score of age, for inclusion among my fellow-clerks, in irons to hold him to his studies, or keep a jazz band 
pounced on the volume on its first appearance and could playing continuously for five days till he pei’suaded a reluc- 
not be persuaded to disgorge. Luckily he was not unfavour- tant prisoner — who was also a guest and therefore must not 
able to a viva-voce interpretation, and I congratulate Mr. be ill-treated — to write home for his ransom, is not bound 
Horace Annesley Vachele on having written eleven short by limitations such as Europeans acknowledge. In fact the 
stories which two generations — we were short of grand- narrative from chapter to chapter, even from line to line, 
parents at the time or I am sure I should have been able to passes from a patriotism that counts no cost to a callousness 
say “ three” — can thoroughly enjoy without condescension that heeds no suffering ; from a faith that works miracles 
or pretence. It is a rare feat, and one of which your realist to a cruelty that cries to heaven. In the contention between 
is incapable. Eut Quinney is a figure of romance, and now Oriental and Western civilisation wliich, though seldom ex- 
that he is left alone with Susan (for Posy is a much-occupied plicit, underlies nearly every page of the volume, it is pretty 
“ mother of five ”) he sallies forth from Soho Square like plain that the writer^s sympathies are with those capable 


Beynard the Fox from his castle of Malepardus, returning ^ Spanish 
after every quest to be 
solaced or admonished, 

as a married hero should 5 ..-"Tr:,. ! 

be.^ In this fashion he jj f 

brings back the smoke- i 
begrimed ancestor who f] / 

works such wonders for I ] 
that impoverished • 

triumphant ^ close the ^ 

long professional feud - m 

of “ The Tug of War.” ^\A 8 

Other adventures take St^ B 

place in his stronghold 

itself ; and Susan plays ^ ' 

her shrewd or magnan- 

etio episode of “ The AN EPISCOPAL CHABC 

Nocturnal Yisitor,” the Dealer {to jpro^^ective buyer), «Yes, 'b belongs 

harassing crisis of *‘A lordship’s very words ter aie: ‘Look 

Counterfeit Present- git a-sellin* un ter any bloke as won’t trea 
ment” and the uhdeb thibty gnip fob u^.- » 









AN EPISCOPAL CHAEGB. 

Dealer {to ^ros^oective buyer), “Yes, ’b belongs ter the Bishop, an’ these 
ARB ’is lordship’s VERY WORDS TER AIE : ‘ LoOK *BRB,’ HE S.AYS, ‘DON’T YOU 
GIT A-SELLIN* UN TER ANY BLOKE AS WON’T TREAT UN KIND, AN* DON’T YER 
TAKE NOTHINK UNDER THIRTY QUID FOR UN.’ ” 


generals whose impatience with El BaisunVs 

system of government 

by tribute and torture 
was the cause of Spain’s 
two wars against him. 
r opinion I 

^ am_ bound to say I 

I confess I should not- 
have thought of the 
name Lucas Gi^ote for 
^ JnMIIW chief villain, as does 
«• i ® Baohel Swetb 

Macnamara in Marsh 
(Hubst and 
BlackettV The his- 
torian of Greece would 
^ W M TIT h2i;ve stood in my path. 

^ m m ii what an excellent 

' M and villainous name it 

is when we can forget 
its adventitious glory 1 
This particular Groie 
E, was tall and immaeu- 

ER THE Bishop, an’ these lately tailored, possess- 
BRB,’ HE S.AYS, ‘DON’T YOU ing also that dark, 

■ rather Semitic type of 


1 ment and the grue- L — — good looks which appeal 

some, almost too gruesome, mystery of “Possessed.” My irresistibly to some women.” Otherwise he was a most un- 
reader and I agreed that there were rather too many politics pleasant and violent fellow, and Claire Wyatt^ although she 
in “ Castle Kilrain.” He wanted to get on with the story — had a faint elusive smile of the Mona Lisa variety, was pre- 
a good one — and I felt that the woes of Ireland were rather cisely the woman to second his vile schemes. These two had 
too heavy luggage for so light a vehicle as Quinney*s anunderstanding,butratherincautiouslytalkedof it withtoo 
Advenhires, But short of this we enjoyed ourselves im- muchfreedominthehearingof Ji0SSci:wy,OZ^i2Vc’5stepdaughter, 
mensely, and founded high hopes for a sequel on the fact who imagines herself terribly in love with Ch'ote. Hence, 
that our hero was allowed to leave Donegal alive. hopelessly disillusioned, she leaves the luxurious house in 

. Hampstead and wanders forth into the night, wearing a 
Mm. Bosita N. Forbes, in her latest volume, El Baisuni, ‘‘plainly cut V7hite evening frock with its silver girdle, silk 
The Sultan of the Mountains (Butterworth), has not only stockings and silver brocaded shoes.” Thus attired she is dis- 
brought off a first-rate journalistic scoop, but has also covered, in a state of collapse, clutching the railings of Eegency 
achieved a rather notable literary triumph. Armed only Square, Bloomsbury, by one Tule Amber, artist, enthusiast, 
with matchless courage and address and a sound working romantic, and just left a widower, who is wondering when 
knowledge of Arabic, she has lived for weeks at a time far the story opens whether he is reaUy a red-blooded man or 
away in the dusky mountains of Spanish Morocco as the not. It looks as though the answer were in the negative, 
guest of the man who, in the complex rdZc of bandit, soldier, for the first thing he does is to marry Jessamy to get her 
diplomatist, prophet ^d tyrant, has been for many years, out of her stepmother’s power, in the most Quixotic spirit 
apd stiU remains, the Napoieo^^ of his “section.” imposing of self-sacrifice, and then for the rest of the book he \vaits 
on opshions that felt as if tt^y w^e stuffed with little patiently in the good old romantic manner for the moment 
f of Tazrut, whose brewing to come when her eyes shall be opened and she shall turn to 

^ mystery, she has listened, scribbling notes, him of her own accord. It is curiously old-fashioned stuff, 
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but not without a certain interest. And Nanetty Cotes, the 
slightly deformed cousin who keeps on advising the methods 
of the cave-man, is a real character — so real that she makes 
the others seem sometimes rather ridiculous. 


Mr. Cosmo Hamilton’s reminiscences make a readable 
book, if the title, Umoritten History (Hutchinson), is a little 
portentous for a '‘shoppy” and discursive talk about adven- 
tures in the fields of journalism, novel-writing and play- 
making. The most interesting part is the account of early 
struggles ; candid confession of failures and disappointments 
alternating with a very natural complaisance over success 
and lucky strokes of fortune. The author gives an im- 
pression of having deserved his successes by courageous 
trying and hard work. And having done so he does not 
believe in the “ journalism-taught-by-post ” methods of 
to-day. He has a good deal to say, not much of it com- 
plimentary, about the people who run the stage. I don't 
think it is difiScult to put a name to that actor-manager who 
tried so hard to make the author re-write his play, and in- 
cidentally make it meaningless, in order that the great man 
might have the monopoly of the limelight. Charlies 
Prohman had a large cupboard stacked with apparently 
untouched plays. When one author reproached him with 
his callous indifference to their creators' agonies his whim- 
sical reply was, “Every play that's got anything in it is 
alive. So every night I open this closet and take ... the 
one that 's worked its way to the top. The others are dead.” 
The author amusingly describes Sir Hebbkrt Tree's 


“ curious floating methods not unlike those of ectoplasm,” 
and has a quaint description of his “posting prompters 
under tables, behind rocks, jutting walls or ancient oaks, 
so that the elusive word might be whispered to him as 
he moved in well-disguised anguish from cache to cache,'" 
The book is illustrated with some of the author's not 
too successful caricatures, of which that of Sir Martin 
Harvey is the best. The TF. H Haselton, whom he 
says that he “discovered” when editing The Sovereign, 
is better known as W. K. Haselden. 


An expressive manner and a theme full of possibilities — 
with these, I feel that Mr. Herbert Tremaine should some- 
how have contrived to produce a more attractive novel than 
Bricks and Mortals (Fisher Unwin) . Perhaps it is that the 
manner is almost too precious, too victoriously rechercM, 
for tranquil tastes. Some people (myself among them) can- 
not stand being told on two pages running that the windows 
of a night express look “ indigo.” It sets their backs up. 
And many of Mr. Tremaine’s polychromatic pages — not 
only of landscape but of psychology — ^would look better, I 
think, reproduced in black-and-white. But he has had, on 
the other hand, the insight, industry and good luck to see a 
very fair percentage of the possibilities of his subject. It deals 
with houses — the pleasant, ample, countrified houses that 
old childless people almost always have and young childless 
people almost invariably laek. The night express with the 
indigo windows brings back to London two young couples, 
Bose Anness and Sidney Gotelee, who have arrived at an 
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understanding duiinga Scotch holiday, and Lottie Cdverhill 
and GJiarlie Page^ who have laid the foundations of a similar 
entente on the journey. Both couples will shortly require 
homes. And even Chai'lie, who is a rising architect, doesn't 
possess a place of his own, though his family have jpost- 
mortem designs on the country dwelling of a rich aunt. The 
contrast between Third Part House, the roomy old manor- 
house tenanted by two old women and their live-stock, and 
the cramped homes and unfulfilled needs of the four young 
people, lies explicitly or implicitly at the hack of the whole 
story. And this ends, with a justice which is almost the 
only poetic thing about it; in bizarre tragedy for the' old and 
domestic security for the young. All its charac! ers have a 
certain rather depressing consistency ; but the best work in 
the book has been put into the brutal but convincing por- 


regret that I never made their personal acquaintance. On 
the other hand the accounts of some of the more notorious 
pirates and buccaneers are so fascinating that -they extinguish 
fear. Until I studied Mr. Gosse, I had, in my ignorance, 
fondly imagined that piracy was the one profession which 
always had been and always ^vould be left exclusively to 
men. Anne Bonny, who had a “fierce and courageous 
temper," and Mary Bead, whose mother w^as a “ young and 
airy widow," have corrected this error. 

There is quite a good murder mystery, amongst other 
things, in The Gold of the Sunset (Hutchinson), but Mr. 
Peedeeick Sleath, unlike most authors who deal in such 
wares, does not make the mystery the main thing. He is too 
deeply concerned with his characters and the life of the 




trait of an elderly architect with a patent religion who joins 
with Charlie in the planning of a Garden City. 

I am not proposing to rule myself out by challenging 
Mr. Philip Gosse’s statement, in The Pirates' Who 's Who 
(Dulau), that the more intelligent portions of this country 
are beginning to show a proper interest in the lives of the 
pirates and buccaneers." Bather would I praise his industry 
in collecting so much information and applaud his manner 
of impaling it. I note that any Smith who still accepts : 
the popiular tradition that no member of his vast family has 
ever been executed will be far from grateful to Mr. Gosse. 
Pour Smiths are mentioned, and of three of them little is 
said except that they were hanged for piracy. It is impos- 
sible even to dip into these pages without being either 
frightened or fascinated. I cannot see myself falling into 
the hands of, say; Captain Shivers, Captain Crackers or 
Janies Killing without feeling grave doubts about my safety. 
And I find something too sinister and suggestive in the j 
Alexander Bob, Thomas Huggit and Diabolito to I 


little fishing town of Abervoe and the iniquities of the 
Government's treatment of disabled service-man, as seen 
through the eyes of Captain Watson, to be entirely distracted 
from them by the disappearance of Tom MacCrorie ox the 
discovery of his dead body. Now this, I maintain, is 
very true to life. Watson, who tells the story, takes a kindly, 
sympathetic and right-minded interest in the sorrows of 
MacCrorie' s hapless young wife and of his own friend, Jim 
MacBride, who has been her lover before the story of Auld 
]^bin Grey” was re-enacted in their lives ; but at the same 
time he has his own love and his own anxieties and his own 
mental and physical sufferings to think about. Though it 
is he who discovers the truth as to Tom MacCrorie' s death, 
it is more through yielding to the impulse of a moment than 
through any attempt to follow in the footsteps of his great 
namesake, the Boswell of Sherlock Holmes. It is a pleasant 
book in spite of the fact that it does not by any means deal 
only with happy things, and there is something old-fashioned 
and plain about it for all the blows it strikes on behalf of 
fighting men broken in the Great War. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

On his arrival at Lossiemouth the 
Pjrime Minister was met by a band of 
pipers. It is only fair to say that this 
was not the work of the Opposition. 

The President of the National Union 
of Boot and Shoe Operatives states 
that they have not had a national dis- 
pute for twenty-nine years. The opinion 
in certain Labour quarters is that they 
have not really been trying. 

❖ , sic 

A contemporary wants to know if 
English cricket is what it once was. 
Seeing that a recent placard ran, Four 
Overs in Four Days,’' we should 
emphatically say ‘‘ Yes." 

In a duel between two edi- 
tors near Eome only one of 
the seconds was wounded. An- 
other triumph for journalistic 
courtesy. 

It is suggested that Miss 
Mary Pickpord should be pre- 
sented in Paris with the Aca- 
demic Palms. Over here, of 
course, shemerely got the Glad 
Hand. ... 

Gandhi is now working out 
a vow to keep silent two days 
per week, and refuses to speak 
any day until two P.M. ^ Indian 
political agitation is streets 
in front of ours, don’t you 
think ? ,|. , 1 . 

'I' 

The Supreme Court at Wash- 
ington has decided that beer is 
not a medicine. In our own 
country it is generally not even 
beer. ... 

Mr, Lloyd George has ex- 
pressed the opinion that the 
Turk is always prepared to provide a 
quarrel. Fortunately we know a states- 
man who is always prepared to provide 
a peace. 

John Bennedetta of Michigan has 
been sentenced to ninety-nine years’ 
imprisonment. His judge is evidently 
an optimist. ... 

“ Two Hundred and Fifty Pounds for 
a Husband," says a morning paper 
headline. This may seem a lot, but in 
Los Angeles there is a reduction if you 
take a quantity. ’ ... 

The Iron and Steel Trades Associa- 
tion lias agreed to increase the wages 
of bricklayers’ labourers. It is expected 
that a claim for the same advance will 


shortly be put forward by the workers 
in railway sandwich foundries. 

A correspondent wrrites to The Daily 
Express pointing out that laundries are 
not chemical factories specially con- 
structed to destroy the washing com- 
mitted to their charge. W^e hate having 
our illusions shattered. 

* 

A man has set out to walk round the 
world, and hopes to be back in England 
in live years. We suppose it was essen- 
tial to the scheme that he should come 
back to England, but it seems a pity. 

A justice of the peace at Pittsburg 


’ I L 



Attention is drawn to the presence of 
a hundred and ninety-nine canal barges 
in the Port of London. ' Billingsgate, 
however, remains calm and confident. 

The victory of the Uruguayan football 
team over Switzerland at the Olympic 
Games has been celebrated by a whole 
holiday in Montevideo. ' Yet, in the 
opinion of some 'Uruguayans, this sort 
of thing has not quite the jollity of the 
old-fashioned revolutions. . 

At a meeting of the English Draughts 
Association it was resolved to invite 
Scotland to a three-days’ tournament, 
to be held at Manchester next Easter. 
This Eodeo spirit is so in- 
fectious. .V Jfr 


Paolina, the Basque boxer, 
who is described as the only 
serious rival to Dempsey, is a 
woodman by trade. He is be- 
lieved to be preparing for his 
meeting with Dempsey by fell- 
ing trees with his fist. 

‘*We live,’’ -says Mr. Ivn*- 
LiNG, V in a world in wliich no 
horror is incredible." • You can 
understand the. reason of this 
desperate utterance when you 
realise that they run chara- 
bancs from Brighton to the 




Gliota Lai Cliarhutty {just arrived), “ Salaam, Officer 
Sahib. I wish the Wembley Dak Bungalow. Thanking 
YOU NOT half.” 


has ruled that chewing gum is a drug, 
just when some of us were beginning to 
suspect that it was a disease. 

V 5,C 

The latest invention of a Frenchman 
is a machine which will play fourteen 
musical instruments at once. It seems 
that all the inventors are now concen- 
trating on death-dealing mechanism. 

''Sic*''. ^ ^ 

^ So little has been lieard of Mr. H. G. 
Wells of late that it' is feared that he 
has taken to writing his' books two at 
a time. , ^ * /i 

It is complained that, in order to 
teach Turkish women modern dances, 
instructors are smuggled into Stamboul 
from W estern countries . Occidents wi 11 
happen, of course. 


poet’s front-door. 

A' 

A road at Harrow has been 
opened up six times in the last 
month. We are confident that 
there are many London road- 
breakers who could do better 
than this and would 'be glad 
of the chance. 

51: 

Mrs. Philip Snowden says 
that there is not the least 
ground for suspicion that the 
Court look on the Labour Gov- 
ernment as being any different from a 
Liberal or a Conservative Government. 
Quite, but is it ? 

M. Chaliapine says that after he bad 
sung in a village in Soviet' E,ussia he 
got ten pounds of flour, one ham, five 
pounds of sugar and a quantity- of pota- 
toes. We hope that none of this hit him. 

. A contemporary reports the existence 
of a monkey that lias been trained to 
write. We fancy we must haye'read some 
of his articles in the sporting news. 

We are informedi'ropa.a trustworthy 
pessimistic source that, in consequence 
of the recent weather, there- is a pro- 
posal to start a Brigliter . Brighter 
London Movement. . ' * 
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Sipposbriug contimisHy iu tli6 st&tsmEnts of tostinioniflilists 
IN THE NEWS. .5^0 use these things. There is something wrong here. 

The Testimonialist. • Doctors despaired of Mrs. MacHoosh for twenty years; 

Testimonialists are found in all walks of life possessing Och-Hai Ointment did the tmk in a fortmght. Doctors 
one common attribute, a disinterested desire to share with could do nothing for Mr. Bert Halloran; he came over queer 
their fellow-creatures such good fortune as comes their way. when at work so frequently that he was forced to exist on 
ItTstLv I think, who sound the broadest, most human the dole for two years. One day a friend said. Try Presto! 
note in the harmony of the Press, and of this great chon- And now-“I have successfully organised five strikes, 
the vScernSt our hearts rise from the theatrical pro- writes Mr. HaUoran, “and hope to head many more in the 

fession On his stage the actor seems transcendental ; it current year.” . u i. t/ 

touches 1^ when he shows himself an ordinary kindly mor- If.only I were cei-tain that my constitution would stand it 
tal with a lively sympathy for our ailments and needs. I should throw up my doctor to-mormw. Then I 

I must confess^ that I was seriously concerned at one : an extensive course of patent remedies and be really famous, 
time for the health of many of the ornaments of the Stage. ■ 


It seemed tragic to me that Mr, A.— to take a typical m- HOUSES BY THE SEA. 

stance— should rise at nine, play a round of golf in the mom- rnN-rsAST 

in<», motor to Town for a matin6e, attend a rehearsal ^ i..ONTBAbi. 

b^OTe dinner, go through the evening performance and ^ ^ono year back we lived in a house by the sea, 
proceed to a supper-party and dance at a time when he By a, grim sea and grey, 

practically owed his life to Bolgoline. I did not appreciate Where the stinging Channel spray 

frdly, as I do now, the efficacy of Bolgoline ; of course he was gg^t on the panes, and the west wind, open and free, 
able to do all that for weeks on end because of Bolgoline. gang through the roaring nights 

A m-opos of the devotion of testimoniafists to the remeffies To the wheeling coastwise lights 

they recommend, I may be permitted to tell the following ocean deeps and the shivering landward heights— 

story of a charming and accomplished actress. Her portrait. Magnificent minstrelsy ; 

illustrating a glowing account of her gratitude to Ozo, had And all through the thunderous dark and the clouded day, 
long graced the newspapers, and the mutual but impersonal ’Mid sqnall of sleet and scurry of driving snow, 

kindly feeling subsisting between the lady and the proprietors oould hear the sirens scream and the foghorns biay— 

of Ozo had, as the result of a chance introduction, blossomed house by the sea we lived in a year ago. 

and hoped, not unjustifiably if rumour were true, to effect that is still as stone 

feared she might not be able to resume her part. Unhesi- ^ dapple 

tatinglyhe took from' his pocket a small bottle of Ozo, with- I? a* murmui-ous mo^tone , 

oXwhich he never moW about, poured a dose into a The nver min-ors the p^ms and the lazj craft 
tiTer and bade her drink it. She did so, and in a few . Drift by hke the petals dropped from the sins bough, 
minutes became so ill that her understudy was summoned *^nd the still air shimmers and locks m the sunbeams 

and went on in her place. The junior director’s concern ^ , ,, . r v i ^ ^ 

and surprise were distressing to those present, who watched home by the sea where I live lonesome now. 

his abrupt departure with sorrow. When the actress re- Two houses, both by the sea, both by the beach, 
covered sufficiently to be told all, she was as much upset With the salt tang in the air 

as her informants. “ If only he had told me what it was,’ smell everywhere, 

she cried, “ if only I had seen the label, I would have ^00, as tlie eye can reach ; 

made my^lf buck upl ” With the gulls that wheel and fret, 

Many testimonialists faces are dear to me, andX have a And the suns that seaward set ; 

treasured collection of them which I have cut out of news- Two houses, both by the sea, and yet — and yet 
papers. I was thinking the other night, as I painted a border Something lacking in each : 

of forget-me-nots round the latest portrait of Mr. George Q^g qq a'wintry coast where the tempests belled 
Gudge (“Gaffer”), the Burstow centenarian and Oriental the surf at the door and the rain-rack overhead, 

Salve “ star,” how my hobby might be crowned and a wexn- gat happy within because of the folk it held . . . 
derful impulse given to home industries by the ispe, as a And one in a lotus-land, but lifeless as lead, 
supplement to The I}aily Stunt, of a composite picture of -Empty and void as the sea’s own self and, as the still 
my favourites, the original of which, enlarged many times gga,_ H. B. 

and coloured by a well-known artist, could be exhihited at ’ 

Wembley. I imagine a family group at the close of day Sensational Bevival. 

chance of ixsing it ; Mother, the Blank Wave in her hair, Z 

supporting the twins “soothed to slumber by Dopoe” ; and g ar s pos es, w o vn pers o y 

Sonny, dressed in Boyoh Clothing, complacently regarding ™ . „ . „ . 

hi. ^ WM«. S=t, whik hehoid. tho MM olhi. 

little sister, who has brought^ her washable plaything ( Dip suspected all along the Innjahees would take revenge for this crime, 
the Dolly ^ — That’s All”) to listen-in. When the story got about, therefinre, that oMldreii had been kid- 

To return to patent remedies, I am puzzled why the med- napped, many Punpabees were moksted.”— Paper, 
ical profession never replies to the reflections on its ability The unrest m India seems to be extending to proper names. 


In the house by the sea we lived in a year ago. 

And a long year on in a house by the sea once more 
My lonely lines are thrown ; 

But a sea that is still as stone 
And blue as a kingfisher’s wing ; and down to the shore 
The Httlest land-wiAd blows, 

Scented with sandal and rose, 

Light as a fawn that runs with the dappled does, 

In a murmurous monotone ; 

The river mirrors the palms and the lazy craft 
Drift by like the petals dropped from the sin’s bough, ^ 
And the still air shimmers and rocks in the sunbeams’ 
shaft — 

In the house by the sea where I live lonesome now. 

Two houses, both by the sea, both by the beach, 

With the salt tang in the air 
And the salt smell everywhere, 

And sea and sea as far as tlie eye can reach ; 

With the gulls that wheel and fret, 

And the suns that seaward set ; 

Tw’O houses, both by the sea, and yet — and yet 
Something lacking in each : 

One on a wintry coast where the tempests belled 
With the surf at the door and the rain-rack overhead, 
But happy within because of the folk it held . . . 

And one in a lotus-land, but lifeless as lead, 

Empty and void as the sea’s own self and, as the still | 
sea, dead. H. B. 

A Sensational Brevival. 

Erom a circular of the Harlech Castle Musical Festival : — 
There is a g(X)d demand for seats this year owing to the production 







JIK PHlL^PHie feOZLER. 

Why BriSdey goea ob pkymg golf is 
something of” a ppzzle to his iriends. 
To the hackneyed couplet about 
the little giii-r ' ' * 

“ WheB^ he is had?,. ha“is very, very bad ; 

* And \^heix he ie good he is middliBg." 

These deviations into efficiency, how- 
ever, are remarkably few and far. be- 
tween. As a rule he is a consistent 
exponent of every conceivable fault in 
stance and swing and grip and stroke. 

I shall never forget the expression of 
supreme disgust on the face of a lean 
and elderly caddie on a well-known 
course in Scotland after Brinkley had 

socketed” three consecutive mashie 
shots to cover-point. That is perhaps his 
favourite shot, but he is also a master 
of foozling in all its branches, as well | 
as of those peculiar vagaries which Mr. 
Johnny Low, I think it was, described 
as the flub ” and the duncli.” There 
are times wdien he is capable of infect- 
ing a good player by the example of his 
aw'ful incompetence. I am not a good 
player, but I have suffered in this w^ay, 
and, after a disastrous round, in which, 
though playing execrably, I won by six.j 
and fivewdiilegivingliim twelve strokes, I 


I presumed so far on our old friendship 
as to say, as we were having tea in the 
Club-house, “Brinkley, do you really 
like playing golf ? ” 

' He took it in good part, smiled and 
replied, “ YeSr strau^e as it may seem, 
I do — ^intermittently. I know I 'm a 
shockingperiormer.’ I ’ve played enough 
to'be a scratch pl’ayfer, instead of which 
my handicap is, or would be if I had 
one, about twenty-four. Within the 
last year I have been badly beaten by 
three veterans, all over seventy-five; 
by -a young officer who lost a leg in the 
War, and by a small boy of thirteen 
w^ho was unable to go to school because 
of a weak heart.” 

“You find it humiliating?” I asked. 

“ Well, perhaps. But think of the 
pleasure I gave my conquerors. Still, I 
don’t pretend to be governed by altru- 
ism. I go on playing for various reasons. 
The chief perhaps may be explained by 
a remark made to me by one of the 
septuagenarians I spoke of just now. 
He said, * I never saw a * really bad 
player make such surprisingly good 
shots after getting into double figures.' ” 

“Bather a left-handed com;^ment, 
w^asn’t it ? ” « * 

“ Ob , no. He recognised what I have 


always felt, that my true form is first- 1 
rate, but t^t I never play up to dt. I 
My tme form is like the ideas of Plato 
— a sort of pattern laid up in heaven. 
It is always before me, and these rare 
and partial approximations — ^j"OU wall 
remember that really noble iron shot 
on to the thirteenth green just now^ 
after I had played four more — inspire 
and encourage me to continue when I 
am on the point of breaking every club 
in my bag.” 

“ Well, it seems to me a rather poor - 
consolation. But I suppose a Platon- 
ist is capable de tout,'' 

“But think of the joy of the unex- 
pected — ^the ‘ budding morrow in mid- 
night,' the return of hope and the moral 
effect (for the moment) on your antag- 
onist.” 

I began to feel embarrassed. Brink- 
ley had raised his voice, and some other 
members in our neighbourhood showed 
by their pained expression that they 
considered such sentiments inappropri- | 
ate and almost indecent in the precincts i 
of a golf club. So I bluntly observed, 
“My dear Brinkley, this is hardly the : 
pkce to talk poetry or psychology.” 

“ Very well. I am content to defend 
myself on a lower plane of argument. 
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At least no one can charge me with 
possessing the skill which is ' the sure 
sign of a misspent youth/ And yet I 
believe I have had more excitement and 
adventure and romance out of my bad 
golf than any champion, ‘ pro/ or ama- 
teur, who goes round with monotonous 
precision in seventy-five or less. Are 
you aware that I hold the record for 
the longest drive at Mitcham ? ’’ 

‘‘Gome, now, Brinkley, I don’t believe 
you’ve overdriven more than a hundred- 
and-ninety yards in your life.” 

“ Haven’t I ? Let me tell you that I 
once drove a ball which lit in a motor- 
car on the road that crosses the links, 
and by the time the car stopped was 
over four hundred yards from the tee.” 
“ Any other records ? ” 

“ Well, there was my famous putt on 
the Maidan, outside Calcutta, in 1904. 
It was a very sultry day, and after my 
ball had gone half-way to the hole it 
stopped on the level and began to roll 
back towards me.” 

“ You had been lunching, I suppose? ” 
“ No. It was merely an earthquake. 
My partner advised me to lie down flat 
on the ground. I did. But I won the 
hole, as his ball rolled right off the 
green.” 

Brinkley then went on to relate how 
on a golf-course in Wales, on surmount- 
ing the high bunker guarding a hole 
known as the Crater, he found a leopard 
which had escaped from a travelling 
menagerie crouching on the green, and 
drove it off with his niblick. At this 
point I thought it high time to move off. 
But I am now quite able to understand 
why Brinkley goes on playing golf. 

THE SEASON. 

The Season, what is it — 

A rose and a tune ? 

A potentate’s visit ? 

Old Bond Street at noon ? 

A cream and a honey 
Of frocks and of frills ? 

A spending of money ? 

A running of bills ? 



Nay, who then can tell you 
The how and the why 
. Of powers that compel you 
From May to July 
To eat like a Caesar, 

Or frisk like a faun. 

Where strings and soft keys are 
From darkness to dawn ? 


For one ’tis the smarter 
Occasions of mark ; 

For one just the charter 
Of chairs in the Park ; 
For one, all entreating, 
Who sues and who sighs, 
’Tis chance to be meeting 
A pair of blue eyes. 


Our Cautious Contemporaries. 

“Over a Hundred Week-End Visitors 
FOB Wembley.” 

Eveniiu/ Eajier. 

“ Waufced, in South. Devon coast. Cottage, 
with garden *, hot and cold .” — Morning Faper. 

Hot for us, please, a.d. 1924. 


But ask not improvement, 
’Tis Town at its best, 

’Tis colour and movement 
And dainty unrest ; 

’Tis parties and prices, 

’Tis Youth in full train, 
And strawberry ices 
‘ And silk and champagne. 


So that is the Season — 
A song in the sun, 

A rhyme and a reason 
For Fashion or Fun ; 
But, put it compactly, 
Its magic doth lie 
Just where and exactly 
I know not, not I. 


“ The ivory statue of the hero of history- 
loving children, Sir Oliver Cromwell,' and the 
original table in the library of the Commons 
at which Sir Oliver delivered his fiery speeches 
was treated as a shrine by many of these 
young Britons of 1924 .” — Evening Paper, 

A pity they could not see the sword 
with which Charles I. gave him the 
accolade. 





VERY HIGH TEA AT WEMBLEY. 




PlOIMEERS OF EWIPIRE, 

• XVI. — The Pood Problem. 

“ HotMng can I)e odder 
Than the sameness of our fodder, 
But we like it and grow fatter, 

So what ever docs it matter ? ” 

Old Song, 


believe, owned by this company 
somewherenear Piccadilly Circus, 
and another in the Strand. 

At the Vitellius Eestaurant (I 
see the Illustrator has given its 
actual name away) you can not 
only get tea for seven-and-six- 
- nenee, vou can also get a morsel 

■"'"'^ ’ of lunch for twelve-and-sixpence, 

and a bite of dinner for about twenty- 
PlOWEERS OF EMPIRE, five shillings. I gather that what hap- 

5iVI, The Pood Problem. pened was this. At a directors meeting 

. ^ . , , n of Messrs. Brown, Jones and Robinson, 

onr fodder Brown— who is the most enterprising 

Than the sameness oi our loaaei, i? i i i ^ j.i ^ 

But we like it and grow fatter, member of the firm— remarked to the 

So what ever docs it matter? ” others : “ How are we going to get the 

Old Song. really rich people to Wembley ? They 

There is a restaurant at Wembley won’t come unless their food costs them 
where you can get tea for 7s. 6d, ; but a lot.” 

it is only fair to add that there are Jones, however, who is rather dull- 
many restaurants at Wembley where witted, replied, “Why can^t they come 
you cannot gek tea at ^11. Nor lunch to one of our sixty-two ordinary res- 
either: at least not upon busy Satiir- t'aurants and eat a tremendous lot of 
days. On any day, in fact, the' general ; food there ? ” 

impression is conveyed to the mind that But Brown said, There isn’t a single 

many thousands of pleasure-seekers one of our ordinary iBstaurants in which 
have come to Wembley merely to fight a really rich person could possibly pay 
for lunch there— a very curiousambition, enough, however much he ate, to feel 
since the restaurants of Messrs. Brown, that' he had done himself justice.” 
Jones and Robinson (I will not make So it was decided to build the Vitellius 

them blush by giving the firm’s real Restaurant, which is in Drake’s Way, 
name), who have done all the catering but not very much in the general multi- 
for Wembley and fly their ^"eeii ensigns tude’s. And lest the price alone should 
everywhere among the Union Jacks, are not prove a sufficient lure, it was re- 
' to be found in several othei' parts of solved to have a dancing floor also at 
London, and indeed have their praises the"^ Vitellius Eestaurant, and to give 
constantly sung in the news columns of tea out-of-doors, with basket chairs to 
the daily Press and other places where sit upon and immense coloured sun- 
they sing. There is a large restaurant, I shades to keep off the rain. 


It was now that Robinson had an 
idea. 

“ What,” he said to Brown and Jones, 

“ are the most delightful circumstances 
in which one can take a meal ? ” 

“ Sitting on the grass,” they suggested. 

“ Or in a punt.’’ 

“Not at all,” answered Robinson. 

“ Riding in a train.” 

They both agreed to that. 

“And what,” he went on, *4s the 
sole drawback to having one’s meals in 
a train ? Why, the oscillation, which 
causes one to miss one’s mouth with 
the soup-spoon and shake the pepper 
into one’s beer.” 

So at the South African Restaurant 
the brilliant notion was conceived of 
giving people meals, and quite cheap 
meals, in a South African train which 
does not move at all ; which in fact has 
never moved at all, except from Bir- 
mingham, where it was made. But you 
can see the ostriches from thA window. 
Close to the train is an old South 
African stage-coach which really comes 
from South Africa, like Mr. Taylob and 
Mr. Noubse and the ostriches, but one 
is not allowed to have lunch in that. 
Though why one should not have a 
picnic-hamper and champagne on the 
top of the coach, as they do at Lord’s 
and at race meetings, I cannot imagine. 
Luncheon on the lake steamers, or the 
Burmese elephant, would also be a boon. 

There is, in fact, not quite enough 
Imperial variety about the Wembley 
meals. At Hong-Eong, I admit, one 
may obtain sharks’ fins and bird’s-nest 
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soup, and noodles and puppy - dogs’ 
tails, and bamboo shoots and pieces of 
Chioese junk, and all those other comes- 
tibles with which the laborious Chinese 
people endeavour to provide a 
hearty laugli on their menu- 
cards. And in Australia they 
put Australian raisins into the 
buns, setting at nought the 
tradition of nursery days, when 
we used to be told that — 
ilaga raisius are good, 

But tJaose from Smyrna are better.” 

Undoubtedly those from the 
Antipodes are the only raisins 
that count. It says so on the box. 

But on tlie whole, for an 
Empire inwhicli the sun has no 
closing liours, it does not seem 
to me that there is an over- 
whelming profmion of exotic 
meals. Tlie outsides of tlio 
restaurants are painted with 
all the beasts of the earth and 
the fowls of the air and the 
fishes that are under tlie sea. 

But where inside tliem is one 
able to get a moose chop, or an 
antelope steak, or a dish of fried 
yams or pawpaw, ora fricassee 
of puma, or stewed elephant’s 
foot ? What would the Swiss 
Family Eobinson say if tlicy 
came to Messrs, Brown, Jones 
and Eobinson’ s restaurants at 
Wembley? Or little Toinwy 
from Master man Heady Or 
Ralph , JV/6‘A‘and Peierhi it, fresh 
from their triumphsof al-fresco 
cooking in the Coral Isles ? 

It may be for this reason that many 
families bring their food in paper bags, 
and, sitting in the wonderful courtyard 
of India, or outside tlio West African 


village, or roaming amongst the South 
Seas, consume ordinary ham sandwiches 
and rock-cakes, and seek to find in their 
imagination the taste of sub-tropical 


Lunching in the Maison Engineering, 
or at the Comer House of Industry, or 
some such place, the Illustrator and I 
ordered a bottle of South African hock. 

Well, what do* you think 
of ib ? ” he asked, after each of 
us had taken a cautious sip. 

“ I should imagine,” I said, 
^"tliat, after a long tiring day 
on the veldt ...” 

I sipped again. 

‘^Amongst the kopjes ^ you 
know’',” I went on. 

Waiter!” said the Illus- 
trator suddenly. “Can you tell 
me what it is that gives its 
specific flavour to this par- 
ticular wine? ” 

“ I think it ’s the soil, Sir,” 
he replied. 

“Just as I thought. I'm 
getting to like it already,” I 
declared. “It reminds me of 
vast open spaces washed with 
sunl igh t — with sunsliiue, I 
mean.” 

“ Now you come to mention 
it, it does,” said the Illustrator. 

“ There is also, I think,” I 
said, trying again, “a distinct 
flick of the sjambok in it.” 

“Yes,” he agreed, -greatly 
comforted, “ I believe there is.” 

“To enjoy it properly, of 
course,” 1* continued, “one 
should have an entree of curded 
liartebeest, followed by a few 
slices of gnu.” 

And then on another occa- 
sion we had some sparkling 
Australian burgundy, wliicli is also a 
very noteworthy fluid. One catches 
here, I think, the scent of the wattle 
and the wafted odour of eucalyptus- 



THE INQUIRING- MiN0 AT HONG-KONG. 
Ykiior, “Is this real bird’s-nest soup, oii just mock?” 


foods. “ Only supposing this yer ))un 
was a bit of bread-fniib and you an’ 
me alone by one of them lagoons 1 ” 
But one must not forget the wines. 
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trees. The wines from C}3)rus and 
Palestine we have never sampled yet, 
though I often look longingly at them 
in the list : — 

“DESSERT WINES. 

Hope of the Crusaders (red) 

‘ Malaga style. 

Pearl of Jericho (white) 

Sherry style.” 

How difficult they are to withstand ! 

I once saw a dark bottle in the window 
of a village grocer’s shop marked with 
the simple label, “ Wine — ^Port Style,” 
and the words have always haunted my 
brain. And yet, as the Illustrator re- 
minds me, what if the Wembley cata- 
logue happened to be misprinted, and 
this Hope of the Crusaders ” turned 
out to be, not a dessert, but a desert 
wine? Any port, as they say, in a 
dust-storm ; and the Crusaders were a I 
thirsty lot. 

And then there is arack. We must I 
certainly try arack some day. I believe 
I one goes amok on arack. 
j There is one other thing besides 
I wdne that Wembley produces in riotous 
abundance, and that is jam. The Em- 
pire importunes you, like the goblins 
in the poem, to buy the strangest 
fruits conceivable, made up into jams, 
and, if housewives do their dut}^ there 
is no reason wdiy the children of Eng- 
land should not stidky the 'school-room 
door-handles all this \yinter with Imper- 
ial juices, from guava jelly to cloud- 
berry conserve. *‘And how, Charles, 
what is the great liistoiical lesson that 
to-day’s marmalade teaches us ? ” 

■■■ Evoe. 

THE PETS OF GENIUS, 

[The marked interesfe shown by certain 
.sections of the Press in the yicissitndes of the 
domestic animals owned by celebrities in the 
world of Art and Letters, illustrated in the ac- 
counts given of the last hours of M. Paderew- 
ski’s dog and, more recently, of the untimely 
decease of M. Ohaliapike’s monkey, leads 
Mr. Punch to believe that the appended aneo- 
dotes—for the truth of which he is not prepared 
to vouch— will be eagerly read by a large 
public.] ‘ ' 

BOMBOSO'S COBMaitANT, 

Prostrate in a West-end Hotel. 

Poet’s Allegation against Ciiep. 

The cormorant who is lying seriously 
^ ill at a West-End Hotel is the property 
of the poet Signor Assai di Bomboso, 
and has been for several years his in- 
separable companion. The poet is stated' 
to have complained that the bird’s diges- 
tion had become impaired while staying 
at the hotel. The chef, interviewed by 
our correspondent, is understood to have 
said that if Signor Bomboso does not 
withdraw the allegation a suit for libel 
may result. 

Later , — The bird is sinking rapidly, \ 


Later Still , — ^The poet’s cormorant 
has recovered. The cause of his indis- 
position is now known. HeUiad in- 
advertently swallowed a copy of his 
master’s latest volume of poems, which 
he has most fortunately returned. The 
patient is doing extremely well and no 
further bulletins will be issued, 

FAMOUS SOPBANO^S DESPAIB, 

Sings to her moribund Goldfish. 

“I AM Heart-Broken,” says Ha dame 
Begonia. 

Chicago’s Sympathy. 

Will there be a Public Funeral? 

Yes,” said the world-renowned singer 
simply to the representatives of the 
Press who came to interview her on 
the following morning, ‘‘I have been 
travelling about the States with sixteen 
trunks, three maids and a goldfish in a 
glass bowl. I cannot exist without 
love, and he was so devoted to mel 
Last night I saw that he W’as failing. 
I was due at the Opera House, but I 
could not leave him. I sat by his bowl 
and sang to him. Gai o nome seemed to 
do him good and he ate an ant’s egg, 
his stai^le diet; but after Oui, notes 
n^aronspas de bananes! he turned over 
and floated. He was g-gone.” Madame 
Begonia burst into tears. “I shall 
never sing again. I have cancelled all 
my engagements,” she sobbed. 

There was a subdued clicking of 
cameras, and the representatives of the 
Press, respecting her grief, crept out 
on tiptoe. 

BBAMAUC STREET SCENE. 

Amazing Court Story of Ante- 
diluvian Monster. 

AIissed tub Ark but Caught a Liner. 

It will be remembered that an 
American expedition found a clutch of 
antediluvian eggs in the Gobi desert 
and brought them back to the Metro- 
politan Museum. Mrs. Turberville Tutt, 
the intrepid woman explorer whose Me 
and the Moglml was one of last season’s 
best-sellers, has been even more fortu- 
nate ; for while in the same locality she 
found an icthyosaurus egg and suc- 
ceeded, with the aid of an improvised 
incubator, in hatching it out. “ I attri- 
bute my success,” she told an inter- 
viewer, to the fact t^t I once took a 
three months” course in Infant Welfare. 
The Americans could not have done 
anything with him if they had found 
him. They were only men, and he 
needed a mother’s care.” 

^ Mrs. Tutt brought Ikky, as she called 
! him, with* her when she came home to 
see her forthcoming book, I go hij Gobi, 
through the press. He was greatly 
attached to his mistress and accom- 
panied her everywhere. When Mrs. 
Tutt wrent to her favourite stores yester- 


day, however, the commissionaire de- 
clined to admit him. After a prolonged 
argument Mrs. Tutt consented to leave 
him tied up outside. She W’as in the 
stores for half-an-hour. On coming out 
she found Ikky perfectly quiet and good- 
tempered, but of the nineteen dogs 
who had been awaiting their respective 
owners in his company nothing re- 
mained but three steel chains and half 
a muzzle (bent). The commissionaire 
had also disappeared. 

This oecurrence had a sequel in the 
police-court this morning when Mrs. 
Turberville Tutt was summoned for 
creating a disturbance and for keeping 
a young icthyosaurus, described on the 
charge-sheet as an animal, not under 
proper control. After hearing the evi- 
dence the magistrate fined Mrs. Tutt; 
five guineas and costs and ordered that 
the animal should be destroyed. Mrs. 
Tutt, who pleaded liard for the life of 
her pet, left the court in tears. 

GLUPPrS INFALLIBLE TEST. 

ScoRiuoN Who Likes Something 
Tuny. 

Prom an article on the work of that 
most modern of British composers, 
Vasco Gluppi, wdio has recently settled 
in Sardinia, it appears that lie always 
tries over the score of any new piece to 
a tame scorpion who lives in his garden. 
If the creature remains baslcing in the 
sun and apparently undistu^d he 
scraps what he lias WTitten ; if, on the 
contrary, it hurriedly takes refuge under 
a stone he sends the composition to his 
publisher. Eecently the scori:)ion dis- 
appeared and Mr. Gluppi expressed a 
fear that his work would suffer in conse- 
quence. He may have been right, for 
it must be admitted that his Rhapsody 
in P, which has just been published and 
which was given for the first time at 
the Todbury Pestival, was distinctly 
tuneful, a fact which no doubt ac- 
counted for its unfavourable reception. 

A Rift in the Boof. 

Prom an evening paper’s report of 
Sir John Simon’s speech at Heckmond- 
wike : — 

“It was obvious that when promising a 
solution of the unemployment problem they 
[the Labour Government] had been talking 
through their hats.” 

Prom the next paragraph in the same 
paper : — 

“On Saturday the Independent Labour 
Party move to new headquarters.” 

Let us hope that these new “head- 
quarters” will have no hole in the top 
to talk through. 

A woman in hospital at St. Denis has been 
foun^ by the doctors to have hor heart on the 
right side .” — Evening Paper, 

Well, where would they have it ? 



June 18, 1924.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


G81 



WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG. 

XXV.— Happiness. 

John had 
Great Big 
Waterproof 
Boots on ; 

John had a 




Great Big 

Waterproof 

Hat; 

John had a 
Great Big 
Waterproof 
Macintosh — 

And that 
(Said John) 

Is 

That. 

A. A. M. 
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vas essential. He took to 


WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIOHTOH. 

VII. — ^The Beown Dog. 

“ George,” I said, as we left the Peo- 
ple’s Dreamland, “ we have seen many- 
strange alluring personalities in this 
town, but, with the single exception of 


at Brighton is no more than a legend, occupation was essential, ne tooJi to 
M. And Aas been put about by the youth dancing. He demanded dicing with 
S^Siton to be an excuse and cover such an urgency that dancing was sup- 
=eo- evfiT kind of licence of their own. plied all over tlie town There sprang 
Tf twris so George I shall leave no up ‘Sherry’s’ and ‘Monkeys ; they 


Strange aUuring personalities m tnis smue y.M.C.A. Caught and helpless in the 

town, but, with the single exception of lieliete la 5 g Uva/'Ail in this great tide of revelry the Cosmopole 
Belle Heather, the dark woman, and bred and permanently braced in this meat ti^ oi le^euy , . _ ^ « 

Belle’s handsome friend, they were aU, intolerable east wmd, grows up to man- 

s« tar Bright.. . 

Where George,ainthefinanciei-s. peers S tS Swasborn. And now^^as you have 

SsSi 


‘‘QuiteTgrSd boy’’ said G Te rly age hTsTa;t;Tor^^^^^^^^^ season is sWed. I notmed at the Cos- 

yuite ngnt oia Doj , saia ueoige cnnliA,! Year in. vear monole an old advertisement about 


•\Ve returnea to tne uosmopoie cinu wa.bA;u luc flvpyr O enpoial Rnl tIp 

changed back into evening-dress. brokers who had just walked Iroin Lon- nigh t b y p ' 

When we had dresse d George said it don, or was led below ground into the Gal a ^ 

w^as a little early for the i hov/’ said George, nuff- 


Night-jar yet, and he 
led me back to the 
American Bar. There 
lie ordered for me a 
drink called Brown 
Dog, which was not so 
1 much an After-Meal 
Digester as a Between- 
Meals Fortifier. It took 
a long time to concoct, 
and when it was con- 
cocted it looked like a 
coffee cream, but in my 
belief its bite was w'-orse 
than its bark. At din- 
ner George had ordered’ 
a very special white 
wine. At the People’s 
Dreamland wo had had 
a gingerade. And while 
I I sat there sipping 





The Woman. “I thought you said you could low.” 


boy,” said George, puff- 
ing placidly at his cigar. 

“ Quite right, it may 
be. For those who dwell 
at Brighton everything 
is right. There is neither 
law nor custom nor con- 
vention. Pleasure, sense- 
less pleasure, is their sole 
divinity. And, as you 
say, they may be right. 
But is it right — I say, 
is it rig|ht, George ” 

“ Quite right, old 
boy.” 

Is it right, George, 
that these proceedings 
should be fathered on 
the guileless Londoner ? 
Why cannot the heady 
youth of Brighton con- 
fess themselves for 


doubtfullyattheBrown 1 ^ ^ 'jess unemseives mr 

Dog, I became extraordinarily eloquent gloomy vaults of the Aquaruim to see what they are/ Why can t they say 
and clear-headed. I saw- everything in the sea-lion fed. Later he was given frankly and honourably, ‘We are a 
its true perspective. The shams and six coppers and sent upon the pier to race apart. Living, as we do, at 
deceptions of Society fell aw-ay before squander them. There he contracted Brighton, we have to do as Brighton 
me like a mist. The conviction grew the gambler’s habit; there lie learned does. We need pleasure; we cannot 
on me that George was playing with me, without a tremor to stake his last copper live without sensation. It is the air, 
and I became very indignant. at the ‘ Guess Your Weight ’ machine, But there is no reason why anyone 

“George,” I said w-armly, “I will or pitted himself against the ‘ Try Your else should do as we do ? ’ Instead of 
be put off no longer. Ever since we Grip ’for money. And there, by the care- that, George, they shedulously foster, 

arrived here you have been promising ful forethought of the local authorities, George — ^they seduloushly ” 

and not performing. I, on my side, he had his &st glimpse of the brilliant “ Quite right, old boy.” 

have promised an Editor to see life at life of cities: there, by the grace of ‘‘They sedulously foster, George, 

Brighton. If things go on as they are science, he saw with his own eyes What this lying tale that it is the Londoners, 
my readers will conclude that there is Tommy Saw in Paris; or, greatly daring, not they, who err and stay— who err 
710 wickedness at Brighton. And if disbursed his tiny fortune on What the and stray. Oh,itisdespi — ^it is despical 

that once gets abroad wiiere are we ? Butler Saw. Growing up, he found — ^it is despic ” 

Always till now, when men have flung employment in the Metropolis and con- “ Quite right, old boy,” 

in our faces the superior excitements of tracted early the habit of travelling in “It is despicable, George,” I con- 
Paris, wehavehadourahsw-er. ‘London Pullman cars. Bored all day in London, tinned easily. “Who, in fact, are the 
may be dull,’ we have said, ‘ but look the evening found him braced again at Londoners who come here? What 
at Brighton ! ’ And now, George ” Brighton ; and at the week’s end, when manner of men are the guests at this 


“ Quite right, old boy,” said George for two whole days the east wind hotel? Who, George- 


placidly. 


braced him without interruption, he 


“I tell you what, George — it ’s my found himself invariably so full of fire 


“ Couldn’t say, old boy.” 

“They are Deans, George. At any 


I belief the legend of the wicked Londoner I and devilry that some gay reckless 1 rate I saw few men at dinner who 



AT A SEASIDE “ ™ wh.t ». •».<»» "■ 

= «”‘»!!:^^fl^===============S^l™, ^ointTfeSSTD^^.or, So y 


might nob ^tily have ^^aQAe’^^-elcl 
iTir»n<mito. The women, C^eoige, aie 
chieSy social workers, domestic, yi^ 
tS lou may. have noticed how ^ 

manv young families are here, ffoitne i 

S they are the members of socio- U 
^°“Sooio— what, old boy?” „ ^ 

“ Socio-politico-conferences, Geo ^ • 

Brighton, - y» h?™ SU 

it you read the papers, is . pirpv U 

rmifftrenees The waterside has evei d 
Conteienees. . ^ attraction on i 
exercised an irresismom jj. ' ^ 

the serious and great. VVnen xxinw 
C ^Swished to teach his counsellors - 

ir^L^thi^TS 

a conference at Brighton. ““ 

at the moment, George, no ^han 

seven conferences at Brighton 
“ As many as that, ' to. 

“Seven conferences,. George. It is 
not for nothing that ^8^*°^-g;^®iand 

e..11edtheCoinmitte8-Boom of England. 


The Liberal n^^ss-raUy .has just con- j i 
eluded But we have still the oocic^Y ' 
for the Maintenance of Tree 
17me Love; there is the annual gather- 
fnfof the Society of Stamp-Collectors 
otSi the International Conference on 

are discussing the “l^elors’ 


rising “And now let’s go to the 

W to the Mjiririor I ev- 
plS°el the Jhol. thieg 

again. — 


“ These, ueoigoj 

don’s contribution to Brighton- 

« Quite right, old boy. 

vicrlit. Georgo, tbQ 


Our Adipose Agitators. 

„Mr. — , the strike 

had received an Voot him for 

his the strike ‘ Very well,’ 

being res^siWe for* <tj\haU he 

S'th^Ul^’and Ln the fat, will he m the 
j^re.’ ^\~-~Provificial Pajoer. 


”^cjSh‘.»n ®“'®* 

“^fjestiOB whether you h«e t»ten 


“Downwsv AT Oku. Smuts’ Meetino 
Denounced. 

Headline hv Jersey Pa:per. 

StiU it ’s no use being chic with smuts 
about! . ■■ 


a»uuuu . — ^ 

“There cannot, be ’?a,n ^ 

I 

Not unless a couple of hawsers are 
hitched over the binnacle. 
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ImPOVEBISHED MODEBNIST, rOBCED TO MAKE A EIBECT APPEAL TO A PHILISTINE PUBLIC, SELECTS A CONGENIAL TITK OP 
PAVEMENT SO AS TO MAKE AS LITTLE SACRIFICE OF PBINCIPLE AS POSSIBLE. 


LIVES OF THE LITTLE MEH. 

The Derby is over : Lord Derby has 
justified his title: his horse has added 
new lustre to the name of the builder 
of the Old Library in Venice ; and the 
Government are faced with the prob- 
lems: How harmful is a sweepstake, 
and what shall we do about it between 
now and next Derby-day ? 

But, in spite of the fierce light that 
was beating upon the drama of Epsom 
Downs for weeks before the race, we 
are still as ignorant as ever of the inner 
life of the chief human participants in 
it. Beyond their names we still know 
nothing about the jockeys ; they remain 
a, secret society of little men, with only 
one face between them, as every photo- 
graph manifests. Indeed, it is possible 
almost to come to believe that race- 
horses are ridden by names alone. 

What to us does the w^ord Donoohue 
convey beyond a coming-on disposition, 
unhappily not quite so pronorineed as 
it used to be ? All that we can say for 
certain is that, like his colleagues, he is 
short in stature, spare in figure, clean- 
shaven (moustaches being, I suppose, 
so heavy), bow-legged and partial to 
blight-coloured silks, and that what 
time he does not spend in riding seems 
to be spent- in travelling from course to 
course, from horse to horse. 


In private life, as I am in a position 
to tell, Stephen Donoghub is quiet 
and studious. Most of his not incon- 
siderable gains have been invested in 
his picture gallery, which contains no 
fewer than threeEEMBRANDTS, and takes 
count of such moderns as Matisse and 
Paue Nash, So much for the real 
Steve. 

We win next take the three jockeys 
who were placed in the recent Derby, 
beginning with T. Weston, the rider of 
the winner. This admirable performer 
takes his name from the favourite Somer- 
set watering-place, which, in honour of 
the great event of June 4th, 1924, is 
now to be known as Weston-super- 
colt. As a mere infant he performed 
prodigies of valour on the family rock- 
ing-horse, thus making it clear to what 
a destiny he was shaping., A profound 
Italian scholar, it was he who in 1921 
persuaded Lord Derby to give his year- 
ling the honoured name of Sansovino, 
thus linking up the jockey's birthplace 
with the Queen of the Adriatic. His 
motto is, On, Stanley, on.’* 

P. Bullock, the rider of St. Germans 
for Lord Astor (who, although famous 
as our Best Second, is not, as has been 
alleged, changing his name to Lord 
Oyster) is in private life an ardent musi- 
cian. Under a well-known pseudonym 
he has composed a number ofmoreeatix 


for the piano which few people would 
guess were often thought out actually in 
the saddle. Ole Bull, the Scandinavian 
violinist, is sometimes mentioned as an 
ancestor, but I have no proof of this. 

. V, Smyth, who steered Hurstwood 
into the third place, originally spelt liis 
name in the usual way common to all 
the great family, from Lord Birken- 
head downwards, but having had once, 
at Victoria Station, on the way to Ling- 
field, a sharp dispute with a bookstall 
attendant who was clearly in the wrong, 
he changed the spelling to Smyth as a 
protest. In other words he became a 
Y-man. Apart from this single fracas, 
V. Smyth is the most placid and pacific 
of men, never so happy as when seated 
in his arm-chair in his pleasant panelled 
library in Park Lane, turning over a 
portfolio of old prints or lovingly hand- 
ling a first folio Shakespeare. 

Lord Rosebery's colt Parmenio was 
ridden in the Derby by E. 0. Elliott, 
but was not placed; the same jockey 
■rode the same owner's Plack in the 
Oaks and came in second. Elliott, 
in addition .to being at the head of the 
riding averages for the current season— 
and, although in that proud position, 
having lost his steady backers a lot of 
money! — ^is a poet of some distinction, 
and his ode to Lord Rosebery on his 
recent birthday is quoted wherever oats 
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THE MOST INOPPOETUNE PHOTOGEAPH MAY BE— 



IMMENSELY IMPEOVED BY A LITTLE 
JUDICIOUS TEIMMING. 


are eaten and bran is mashed. “ Primest 
of Hoses/' it begins : — 

“Primesb of Eoses, and of charm the 
essence, 

Long maysfe thou grace the Durdaiis 
with thy presence ! ” 

and so forth for twenty couplets more. 

B. Caeslake, known to his friends 
as Brownie,” is a jockey purely by the 
decree of fate. His heart is in cricket, 
and nothing but his physique, his irregu- 
lar length and direction when bowling 
and his defective attack and imperfect 
defence when batting, prevented him 
from playing for Australia, his native 
land, with Aemstbonq’s team two or 
three years ago. 

H. Beasley, who rode the luckless 
Tom Pinch, is a born botanist, and the 
fact that he dbes not invariably come 
in first is due to his hobby, for he has 
often dismounted during a race to pick 
a rare specimen blooming by the course. 
No doubt this passion for science ex- 
plains the position of Tom Pinch in the 
classic race the other day. No other 
reason has been given. 

As for the rest, Aeghibald is a chess 
enthusiast and dreams every night of 
beating Capablanca ; H. Jelliss collects 
stamps ; C. Smieke makes deadly carica- 
tures of his friends ; M. Beaey, an ardent 
Prohibitionist, sings tenor in the village 
choir whenever his engagements enable 
him to spend Sunday at home ; J. Childs 
is a water-colourist rather in the manner 
of Bkabazon, and E. A. Jones trains 
jackdaws to talk and bullfinches to 
whistle. 

How much more interesting will such 
details as these make the little men 
when next you see them, either at Ascot 
or Goodwood ! E. V. L. 


SEASONABLE HELP. 

SiE, — On behalf of many of your 
younger readers may I appeal to you 
to help us over our great difficulty at 
this time of the year ? 

The songs of the birds, the scent of 
the flowers, and one thing and another, 
set in motion within us somethingwhich 
impels us to write poetry. 

We know what we would like to say, 
and we could manage the metre pretty 
well. Where we come a cropper is at 
the rhyme. 

It is true that there is stuff without 
rhyme that is supposed to be poetry ; 
but that won't do for us. If you sent 
that sort of thing to anyone, any friend 
of yours for instance, it wouldn't cut 
any ice at all. There must be rhymes 
— there is no getting away from that. 

Now the best rhyme for a word is the 
same word. What’s more, it’s the 
easiest. And we want something easy. 
It isn’t as if we were clever like those 


johnnies who write poetry in your paper 
every week. 

Couldn’t you, Sir, introduce a new 
fashion in poetry, in which the method 
of rhyming which I have suggested 
would be allowed and recognised ? Then 
I for one, with thousands of others, 
could get a move on, and without 
wasting too many of these light evenings 
could more or less pour it out. Eor 
instance : — 

When evening smiles the glorious thrush 
Sings his glad song, devir Annabel, 

And when I listen to the thrush 
I think of you, my Annabel. 

Yes, I know it doesn’t sound right for 
this year’s weather ; but with your great 


influence it might do very nicely by next 
year. Having to change the name 
wouldn’t in the least spoil it. 

Yours, etc., Lightly Tuenham. 


“The Welsh were masters cf gorilla war- 
fare .” — Weekly Pajper. 

So these are the people who have been 
wiping out this noble breed and causing 
so much excitement in The Times, 


“ Household Furniture, including Skeleton 
Wardrobes, with curtains, bedding, blankets, 
sheets, quilts, etc .*’ — New Zealand Pa^er, 
Everything in fact that the most ex- 
acting family skeleton could require 
for his cupboard. 






Suscejytihle Little Boy, “I thex’re silly, these olb-pashionee peogbammes. You g 

tOUGH THE EVENING YOU CLICK '^VITH SOMEBODY, AND THEBE YOU ABE — ABSOLUTELY DONE I ” 


You GET BOOKED UP; THEN HALFWAY 


STANZAS WRITTEN IN EXTREME DEJEC- 
TION AT THE END of lAST WEEK. 

Thebe is no Summer, she has fled; 

The earth is filled Yrith floods of rain ; 

I think that I shall go to bed - 
Till kindly Winter comes’ again ; 

Till kindly Winter, stern and true, 
Eelays her comfortable fires, 

And snow obliterates from view 
The aspect of the streaming shires. 

Does anybody Avant to buy 
• A racquet and some buckskin shoes, 

And several zephyr shirts that I 
Shall never haA'e the chance to use ? 

I went'tb see a cricket-match : 

A single (through the slips) v/as made ; 

The wicket-keeper dropp^ u catch, 
And that was all the cricket played ! 

The tumult and the shouting died, , 
The captains and their teams went 
in ; 

I I traA-elled on a 'bus, outside ; 

I My underclothes are rather thin. 

Does anybody want a lot 
Of golf-clubs that have ploughed the, 
leas 

In Jiappier years, and since the rot 
Might still be used for training peas ? 


The age of Noah has recommenced, 

■ The aqueous years once more return ; 

The gods, with this vile orb incensed, 
HaA^e voAved to sink the whole concern. 

All things that were before the Flood 
, Infest the earth with bellowing noise ; 

A dinosaurus cheAving cud 
Has been observed at Chesham Bois. 

The lightning lights, the rh^ers rise, 

The heaA’-en is dark with thunder 
glooms ; 

Tile gentle dace, with quiet eyes, 

Come floating into draAving-rooms. 

There Avas a garden-party once 
- To which (I knoAV not Avhy or how) ' 

I had been asked — a Mrs. Bunce — 
Where is that garden-party noAV ? 

Wliere is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone ? 

I rbean say, where are the hordes 

Who hoped for seats at Wimbledon, 
And can these bulrushes be Lord's ? 

Gladly would I exchange some neat 
But yet not gaudy flannel things 

For overshoes eleven ” feet), 

Or pair of sound umbrella springs. 

Above the earth's despairing bog 
Looms momently the sullen dawn ; 

Does anybody want a frog 
I found last night upon the lawn ? 


There is no beauty in the rose, 

The song of birds is all a myth ; 
Would anybody like a hose 
For watering his floAver-beds Avith ? 

I have an old barometer 
That somebody might like to buy. 
Which when you tap it does not stir 
But still remains at Very Dry,*' 

Tliere is no Summer, she has fled ; 

The earth is filled with floods of rain ; 
I think that I shall go to bed 
Till kindly Winter comes again. 

Our Optimistic Advertisers. 
*'Gabden Hose. 

Order now before the drought overtakes 
you .” — Daily Beyper, 

And now baok to Bristol in the shades of 
evening, through the beautiful valley of 
Limpley Stoke, with a peep at the bridge oA^or 
which the river runs .” — Local Pajper. 

The floods in the West must have been 
even worse than we had supposed. 

A apropos of the Cricket Champion- 
ship : — 

*^Pive points are awarded for a win. In a 
drawn game the side leading on first innings 
te>ke three points and 84*95. Brussels, OTJ. 
Berlin, 18 billions. Paper ^ 

The present system has its objections ; 
but this strikes us as far tooeoinplicated. 




LESE-MAJESTE. 

TfiADE Unionism (to TJivofficial Striker). “ THIS IS NOT AN ORDINARY STRjKlii ^IT S RANK 
REVOLUTION. YOU’RE NOT MERELY DEFYING YOUR EMPLOYERS AND THE PUBLIC— 
YOU’RE DEFYING ME!" 

[Inset ; John Bull beeps himself in training for a repetition of the recent strike.] 
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^ rtTBUO-HOUSES IS genbbal; it’s the atmosphebe of some op them that I DON’T LIKE,” 

OLa Woman, I ageue ^tth roir^ Miss; they do get a bit stuffy after a tiihe.” 


DYING CONDITIONS IN AMERICA. 

Evebybody who knows anything at 
all about the world knows what a w^on- 
derful place America is to live in ; 
among all the more enlightened nations I 
this is a generally accepted fact and 
needs no arguing. 

But a peculiarity which is no less a 
fact, though it is not so generally known, 
is that America is just as w^onderful a 
place to die in. People do not often con- 
sider this, yet it is one of the main points 
of American superiority ; .N e w York’s dy- 
ing conditions are almost ideal There 
are all the latest modern conveniences 
and up-to-date improvements, and 
nearly anybody, no matter how poor 
he is, can arrange to get killed at a 
moment’s notice. (When I say killed, 
I refer here, of course, to the normal 
death, i.e, getting run over in traffic.) 

I cannot imagine, for example, a spot 
in all the world more perfectly adapted 
for dying than Times Square— unless it 
is Herald Square, or possibly Columbus 
Circle. ^ Not only does Seventh Avenue 
here join forces with Broadway, either 
one of which could compete single- 
handed with any foreign stamping 


ground, but four of the most deadly of 
the latitudinal streets cross the crossing. 
This is a combination that it takes a 
genius to outwit ; if Broadway and 
Seventh Avenue do not attend to a man, 
he can rest assured that Forty-second or 
Forty-third or Forty-fourth or Forty- 
fifth Street will 

Of the three, Times Square is proba- 
bly the most aristocratic. Herald Square 
is crossed by the Sixth Avenue “ L,” 
which makes so much noise that the 
policeman who picks you up never gets 
your name straight, and it is cold and 
shady and muddy and disagreeable ; and 
ColumbusCircle,thoughit can probably 
show almost as good a record as either 
of the others, is a very white and newish 
sort of place, fenced in with plate-glass 
windows advertising motor-cars and 
griddle-cakes, and has a kind of sales- 
man-stenographer air about it that 
throws a pretty heavy cloud over a man’s 
family if he gets himself killed off there. 
Times Square is socially the safest place. 
You know that you are all right if you 
get run over in Times Square. 

There is less social tradition restrain- 
ing the choice of what vehicle to have 
run over you. Almost any machine is 


respectable. It is generally considered 
a little more refined to use a common 
yellow taxi, although many well-bred 
people prefer the old-fashioned street- 
car, and quite a few of the younger 
families are garish enough in their taste 
to like Ladder-Waggons No. 7 and 
No. 8 of the New York Fire Depart- 
ment, wliich are painted a brilliant 
cripasqn and have six wheels ; but there 
is indisputably not nearly so much of 
, a vulgar display with a yellow taxi. 

These yellow taxis are built for busi- 
ness. They are red-orange in colour to 
begin with, and thus exert a psycholo- 
gi^l attraction on the sub-conscious 
will and pull pedestrians straight into 
their clutches. They are equipped, in 
the second p’lace, with nickel^ ^ bumpers *’ 
running across the front and rear of 
each chassis. .The purpose of this out- 
rigging is evident after a moment’s 
thought. The forward ‘‘bumper,” since 
you could hardly expect the wheels to 
run ^ over you while you are standing 
up, is ther-e to hit you and stretch you 
out on the street. The rear “ bumper 
is more of an emergency affair ; it is 
curved out on each side of the rear 
tyres in the manner of a war-chariot, 



so that if by sCfme miscalcxilatron the 
driver failed tor throw you with the 
front one, the bent ends of this rear one 
will catch you back oithe knees and 
down you for the convenience of the 
next yellow taxHhree feet behind. 

For it is a Union rule that there shall 
never be more than three feet between 
taxis. This, of course, gives you the 
satisfaction of never having to wait! 
If you have decided on a street-car or a 
fire-engine you may have to wait five 
minutes before you get a chance to show 
what you are made of, but. with these 
taxis all you have to do is step off the 
kerb.’ " ^ . , • 

In general, yellow taximen do not care 
to go out of their way to run over you, 
because if they do, and kill you, they 
are liable to lose their hcences; and you 
are not worth it ; ' but it almost never 
happens that you are not in the way of 
at least one of them. Indeed there is 
a place east of' Fifth Avenue at about 
Eighteenth Street— I will not give the 
name of the place, as it is not usually 
thought to be in the same class with 
Times Square and the rest (though I have 
seen some mighty fine exhibits there) 
and I do not wish to seem to be adver- 
^tising it— where the no-man*S‘land is 


about^hundred-and-fifty yards wide and 
'vehicles come curving across it from 
approximately eight points of the com- 
pass. I once saw a man there get in 
the way of three yellow taxis. They 
are not a very courteous crowd, these 
drivers, and none of them would give 
him up; every one of them claimed 
that he had seen the man first. And 
it was at this time that I devised the 
rule of thumb that if anything can be 
more effective than a yellow taxi it is 
simply yellow taxis. 

But they have one great limitation; 
they are excellent in their way and un- 
doubtedly afford the most popular mode 
of dying in the country, but they can- 
not work in closed traffic. When the 
lights in the traffic towers turn against 
them they have to stop ; this means 
that the times at which they can attend 
to you are limited. 

Now there is one machine that I 
have not yet mentioned, upon which 
the traffic lights have no effect what- 
ever ; no matter what the hghts say, it 
will come down Fifth Avenue as though 
it were trying to work up enough speed 
to jump over the arch in Washington 
Square. There are comparatively few 
of them, which is a hardship, but to 


many this is more than balanced by the 
subtle convenience which arises out of 
the very nature of the waggons. I refer, 
of course, to the New York ambulances. 

Their drivers, unlike the taximen, feel 
no embarrassment about going out of 
their way to hit you; far from being 
handicapped by the fear of losing their 
licences, I have it on good authority 
that they are paid a perquisite of so 
much per head for anybody extra they 
can bring in. To them the inhabitants 
of the city are nothing more than so 
many peripatetic five-d^ollar bills, and 
every one they can run down means, to 
speak vulgarly, another pair of shoes 
for the baby. It is thus their duty to 
their families to do away with you. 

And this mode of dying is also of 
immense convenience to pedestrians, 
for it is a psychological fact that a 
man is less eager to die after he has 
been run over than he \yas before, 
and these machines, immediately after 
stretching you out, put you inside and 
take you straight on to the hospital. 
Just the other day I was talking to an 
acquaintance of mine who is slowly I'e- 
covering from having caught a fleeting 
glimpse of the bottom of one of these 
waggons, and his contention is that tlie 
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drivers are invariably men with some 
knowledge of anatomy and that they 
know exactly what part of you to run 
over, a knowledge which is, of course, 
not in the possession of the ordinary 
yellow taximan. He felt that this was 
an advantage to be considered in balanc- 
ing ambulances against yellow taxis ; 
but personally, though I admit the 
luxury of ambulances, their compara- 
tive scarcity on the streets makes me 
cast my preference in favour of the taxis. 

There are many other ways of doing it. 
There are trucks and buses and limous- 
ines of soap manufacturers ; there are the 
subway trains and the elevated trains, 
each Company furnishing an average of 
about eighty fast-mowng wheels every 
minute, not to speak of an adequate 
third-rail; there are easy chances of 
being shot by somebody who w^ants your 
pocket-book, or of walking off the roof 
of the Petit Building and falling half- 
a-mile ; there are, moreover, two rivers 
and a harbour to get drowned in, half-a- 
dozen high-swung bridges to leap from, 
and innumerable ferries and small boats 
and barges from which any deck-hand 
would be glad to throw you. Space 
does not permit me even to enumerate 
all the methods of dying, but, though 
I do not profess to have examined the 
subject exhaustively, it is safe to say 
that, no matter what your chosen exit 
may be, America can supply it to you 
in wholesale quantities. U. S. A, 


A KOMANCE OF TO-MOEEOW. 

They had played together in the fields 
and down by the little stream, when he 
was eight and she was six. 

Into his memories of those days there 
would steal the clear-cut picture of a 
little figure, a black-haired grey-eyed 
elf, dancing before him over the flowered 
meadows or lying beside him on the 
bank of the stream through the long 
sunny hours. 

And when he had come back from 
his first term at school for a summer 
holiday that stretched out in his memory 
to an endless succession of golden days, 
she had been the companion of his| 
rambles, the abettor of his escapades 
and the confidante of his ambitions. 

He remembered the night before she 
had left with her people for India. He 
was sixteen then — still a mere boy, 
but they had stood there together very 
still and quiet in the blue dusk of the 
June evening and whispered of their 
love. 

And then, to stifle the pain that came 
creeping into his heart, he had broken 
into a torrent of wild boasting. He 
would win all the world for her and 
bring it to her feet. And she, crying 
softly and holding to the lapels of his 


blazer, had promised to wait for him 
for ever and ever. 

“Jeannie,^* he had said, “I would 
gain a throne for you if I thought you 
cared for such things.” And she had 
answered, “ Dick, oh, Dick, I shall only 
want you.” 

And that was twenty years ago. 
Their paths had diverged and she had 
passed out of his life. The old days now 
seemed to him not even the vision of 
far-off happy things, but the beautiful 
days of some other and more wonderful 
existence. He had ceased to nurse his 
early ambitions. 

s;s 51: J|; ❖ sic- 

The Secretary of State forWar stopped 


toying moodily with a fountam-pen 
and touched the bell again irritably, 
impatiently. The door opened and the 
new shorthand-typist entered. 

“You must be more punctual!” 
snapped the Minister. “Takedown — 

The new shorthand- typist stood still, 
staring at the distinguished person who 
glared angrily from the swivel chair. 

“Jeanniel oh, Jeannie!” stammered 
the new shorthand-typist, “is it — ^it 
cannot ” 

Mrs. Olapperton {nie Jean Mackay), 
Secretary of State for War, peered 
through' her pince-nez. “ Mr. Richard 
Strachan ? ” she remarked drily. “ Be 
seated, please, and take down this letter^* 
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A DUELLO. 

. Erederick, ^ho was standing 
me afe the time and saw the 
whole incident from beginning 
to end, puts the blame on the 
piermaster. Possibly Freder- 
ick is right. Certainly the man 
lost control of himself. Un- 
doubtedly too he. abused his 
authority. But I blame the 
woman. As far as I was able 
to judge, indeed, she brought 
the whole thing on herself. She 
goaded the man and flicked him 
on the raw and goaded him 
again until his tottering reason 
floundered from its throne. 

As so often happens in affairs 
of violence, the initial dispute 
was of so trivial a nature that 
it might well have passed un- 
noticedi Yet the climax vrhen 
it came was so unexpected, so 
utterly nerve-racking, that I 
could only shut my eyes and 
turA away. When I looked 
again all was over. Not one 
amon0 the Italians who were 
„ standing round while the affair 
was developing had raised a 
finger, to avert the conse- 
I quences. - , 

The v^oman had placed her • 


WON BY A LENGTH. 

AN ASCOT SUGGESTION FOR CLIMBERS. 


basket directly in the track of oncoming asked her to move it. That was all. 
passengers, andthe piermaster, dignified The matter might have been adjusted 
beside and abrupt in his. new uniform, had in a moment. But the woman, resent- 

M ing^^th^ 

two strides he was upon her, 
'L ' appeared to be a dissertation 

mouthfall open in sheeramaze- 
ment. They saw him stiffen 
“ The piermaster, dignified and abrupt in his new again under the strain of self- 
‘ • UNIFORM,. HAD ASKED HER TO MOVE IT.- ^ control. Then With a shuddor- 






“ThE piermaster, DIGNIFIED AND ABRUPT IN HIS NEW 
* - • ' UNIFORM, . HAD ASKED HER TO MOVE IT.- 
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ing grunt he wenched himself back- 
ward and away, as if not dailng to trust 
his powers of restraint. 

The incident might have ended here 
had the woman been content with what 
was, after all, a very real victory. 
Already the piermaster Avas returning 
to his duties, shuddering indeed, but 
obviously prepared to let bygones be 
bygones. Already he had resumed his 
customary attitude for pier-superin- 
tending, when the woman, flushed 
with success and seeking the bubble 
reputation at the piermaster’s mouth, 
reopened hostilities. In a flash she 
had stepped forward, squeaked, puffed 
smarbly on the back of the piermaster’ s 
head and was braced again, arms 
akimbo, eager for the result. 

The j)iermaster spun round. • His 
eyes were protruding now; his fore- 
head bulged ; his neck showed purple 
above the restricting collar of his tunic. 
I heard Frederick catch his bi'eath. 
Would no one interfere to save the 
wretched woman from the results of 
her own folly ? The full length of the 
little pier separated us from the dispu- 
tants. We were helpless. 

But the end was not yet. Beyond 
springing towards the woman, waving 
his arms and shouting at the top of 
his voice as though bent on her in- 
stant destniction, the piermaster did 
nothing. We began to breathe again. 
Not that the piermaster was entirely 


bn 






appeased. Far from it. Three times the menace of maniac hands as they 
did he turn away, all in the manner of flashed down. . . . 
a General whose campaign has crippled Then I closed my eyes and turned 

the^ foe, but always he swung back away, trembling, 
again, either to men- 
tion something he 

ing arms dropped to 

rest at his sides, when, ' ^ 

without a moment s u tongue at him.” 

warning, the woman 

stamped her foot and put out her tongue When I ventured to look again all 
at him 1 was over. 

The air was electric. For a full three The woman had vanished from the 
seconds the piermaster did nothing. He pier. Frederick pointed her out to me. 
appeared to be stunned. Then his eyes; She was strolling back towards the 
began to protrude- shops, chatting happily with another 
again, his veins rose woman and admiring the gaily-colOured 
quickly into promin- handkerchief of a conipanion who walked 
ence, bis chest and in front. ’ 

i "" shoulders heaved The piermaster, hands in pockets, was 

convulsively. And as calmly superintending the withdrawal 
I glanced at Freder- of our gangway, 
ick I read chill fear What did he do to her? I asked, 
on his face. wiping the perspiration from my fore- 

“ Poor headstrong head. 

“ woman!” he gasped. “ Snajpped Im fingers full in her facef 

“ This is the end.” said Frederick. 

And it was. With r:..'r=-=’' 

a Be^amite scream SUN-CXJEED CITIES, 

the piermaster leapt ^ t t i 

forward.' Hewasio Lord Levehhtomb, bemga and cah«. 

I^i^penser of detergent balm, 

a j.’ -t-’ Whom Barfee eutdicaiiously. styles 

a second or two his J,, ~ ^ !. x t ^ t i » 

arms flayed the air Viscomt “ of the Western Isles, 

above his shoulders, 

^ The “ greyness of our British cities. 


Put out hek tongue at him.” 


When I ventured to look again all 


above his shoulders, 
while his fingers, 
clutching, quivering, 


The “ greyness oi our JBritish cities. 
The charge, we own, is fairly flung 
By one \Yhose withers are unwrung, 


W mJii 1 - Y ■ 

M/ I - kectionofthatslen- Eclipses Heliopolis. 

— der throat. I heard Mind is the lever of all things ” — 

“ the woman scream as So the sagacious prophet sings 

she stumbled back- Conversely we are pissed to ‘find ' 

^ ward, I heard the That Leveb is our master-mind; 

hn thunder of the man’s Whose heliotherapic rays 

/* boots as he danced Will brighten and prolong our days 

' ' about her. ‘ I had a And never let our forces dwindle 

‘Wayino his arms and shouting at the top of, his voice.” ^^ 2 :bd impression of Spite of the fearsdme feats of Grinoell. 
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lowed as faithfully as of old. I suspect been so much more happily employed in 
AT THE PLAY. Knobloce of insisting upon some liis old part in The Great Adventure, 

“London Life (Drubt Lane). of those sudden dispersals of the crowd Was it his own choice? And, if so — 
I SEEM to have read, a few days ago, by which the leading characters are but perhaps it would not be discreet to 
in an evening paper a statement by left to a convenient privacy. There is ask. Miss Lilian Braithwaite, in the 
Mr. Arnold Bennett, in the course of the device of a division-bell which part of Mrs, Op;pletree, was, as always, 
which he expressed a very poor opinion empties the Terrace; there is the sudden gentle and sympathetic. But I never < 
of the scenery provided for Pelleas and call to supper which summons away mistook her for a woman of ambition, 
Mdlisande by the British Opera Com- the distinguished company from Sir who would be likely to drag her fool of 
pany. But I have not heard that he has suburban pleasaunce; a sporting husband out of the country 

any complaint to make of the scenery and you would never guess, from any life he loved and push him into politics, 
provided for his own play at Drury experience you may have had of such which he loathed. And, if sJie had 

Lane. I too found it excellent ; far too functions, with what ordered swiftness really been built on these stout lines, 

good indeed for the stuff which is talked the guests of Airs. contrived to I doubt if her conscience would have 

in front of it. demobilise when she wanted to be in a been sensitive enough to charge her 

The conditions of Drury Lane are not position to hear the confidences of the with causing his deaSi when (with one 


congenial to a drama of polifcicalintrigue. of liis peculiarly rapid exits) lie escaped 

People who practise this seeretive habit ^ to his yacht and fell overboard, 

are naturallydisposed to agoraphobia, or Miss Mart Jeehold was charming as 

a “ morbid dread of open spaces.” But BlacJcshaw, and bore her elevation 

if you must have pohtieal intrigue car- - from the sombre levels of Bursley to 

riedoninopen spaces, withlargecrowds jw the giddy iieights of London Society 

constantlyintruding.itisaswelltohave ‘^1 ^ with the nicest equipoise. Miss Olive 

it fairly topical. It is true, no doubt, v ^ Slo.4.he, as Gem-gie Dream, who rose 

that, like /SiJEore BZacfe/iaw, many poli- 1^1 ~ " V i? with equal rapidity in the still more 

ticians of the day are dependent upon dazxling sphere of rer Me, was responsible 

Hebraic advice for their financial trans- for whatever gaiety the play exuded; 

actions, but the particular kind of scandal and Miss Helen Spencer, as Doris 

in which this play specialises— the al- BlacJcshaw, gave us, as if born to it, a 

leged use of inside official information pictme of the hard-voiced, precocious 

for the purpose of a Stock Exchange mllll lllllmm^ unlovableflapper who has displaced, on 

deal— belongs to_a remote and dread- WMIM mN the stage as in life, the sweet and in- 
ful past and had its last flicker as long iil Wgilllllll B genuous type of a happier day. 

ago as the affaire Marconi. ^ Mr. Hbney Vibaet did all that was 

It looks as if Mr. A^old Bennett jn|||W humanly possible with the part of 

had been rummaging m some dusty > n HohjoJce (Premier-Elect), and Afe J. H. 

if VW>v Boberxs’ sketcli of a solicitor’s clerk 

ifIhadhisreeord--mcludmgthatreaUy '\\\ ^as quietly admirable. Einally Mr. 

good play. The Great Adventure, of • - Vx Prank Cochrane, in the character of 

which a revival is iminmg at this W Howard Nathan, made an adequately 

moment— I should not have been very tough financier, without trying too 

eager to give my name to a pot-hoiler ^ ■ hard to convince us of that gentleWs 

V w . racial origin. 

lion SEiKIS His MANE. m^lo 

bust Ac^a solicitors office m Burs- Premer-Elect ou the selection of his as I said, excellent, though the per- 
l^of The live Towns (a tribute from Cabinet. , spective of the House of Commons in 

w scene was a little too sud- 

Bennett) ; the courtyard of the White Fortunately Mr. Ainley, who did most den for the animated background to 
HoiseInn,Ipswieh(apparentlyseiected of the talking, did it at a great pace, keep up with it; and the river at West- 
tor purely scenic purposes) ; and a ^ere was not enough intentional minster Bridge (apparently closed to 
country-house in Essex— we are mtro- humour to raise more than a few faint traffic) seemed to have been contracted 
duced to a vanety of characters who smiles, and I only carried away two with the object of allowing the County 
are about to be sucked into the vortex samples of wisdom. The first ofrthese Council Hall to be worked in ^ 

^ London Life. But the patrons of —and I had heard something like it I haven’t yet been to revive mv 
Drury :Une melodrama will be rudely m To Have the Honoifr- described the memories of Mr. Bennett’s The Great 
disappointed if they expect to be treated modern flapper as one “who knows Adventure, and so I cannot say how 
to paroxysms ot gaiety, lea on the everything but understands nothing;” good the scenery is which tliev 
Terrace ot the Commons vrillnot appease the other was remark when given him there But I think I must 
their .pampered tastes ; nor even a recep- heproposed, for hisprivate gratification, go and see that deli<ThtM comedy a^ain 
Lon at the house of a pohtieal hostess , to return to the political life which he for its own sake, and to 001x60^ 
But they will love to indulge their ancient would never have left if he had done his , recent impressions of Mr Bennett as 
prejudice m favour of private conver- duty—" I owe it to the Public ! ” An a playwright -dennett as 


But they will love to indulge their ancient would never have left if he had done his recent 


prejudice in favour of private conver 


I owe it to the Public t ’ 


sations carried on aloud, and without excellent tlirust at the self-conceit and 
noticeable embarrassment, in the pres- self-deception— if not actual hypocrisv 


enoa of just anybody. 

Yet here again I must warn them 
that this hallowed custom, is not fol- 


— of a certain type of -politician. 


An a playwright. . 0 . 

Lnd . 

isy Grand Guignol (Gomedy), 


Lonclon\s Grand Guignol has indeed 


\ 4 fallen from grace. No longer need 

pare of BlacJcshaw. He would liave nerve-racked ladies implore their 



Mr, Lloyd George, ** Whax wilt thou do if. our people murmur?” 
Mr. Asquith, ** Tarry a little aitd thou shalt behold.” 


squires to take them out of this, or stout 
sportsmen clutch the arms of their fau- 
teuils and call softly upon the heayenly 
powers. In four pieces we have but 
two murders, one a mere plain piece of 
shooting done on the spur of the mo- 
ment. No mad women to put out the 
eyes of young girls, no revived corpses 
to strangle their rewvers ; no men just 
going to the scaffold. Paltry, I call it. 

However in Private Boom, No, 6, done 
from the French of Anbe^ de Loede 
and Pierre Ohaine into English 
by JosiS G. Levy, we get somewhere 
near the real thing. General Gregoroff 
(Mr. George Bealby), a terrifically 
fierce Eussian with a most abrupt 
black beard, is expecting a lady in 
an expensive discreet Parisian restau- 
rant. He snarls and snaps at the 
waiters and you would not be surprised 
if he bit one of them in the leg ; nor, 
you felt, would they. All Eussian 
military officers are apt to behave like 
that. In fact the last time he supped 
here the Ge^ieral tried to strangle the 
head- waiter. Luckily, though remain- 
ing, after a tumblerful of kllmmel, 
quite normal in head and arms, his 
legs refused to carry him, and this 
cramped his style. So Viotov escaped. 

The beautifulLea (MissIsoBELBnsoM) 
enters. The General' s eyes bulge with 
passion. ‘‘Ah ! ” says he later, looking 
out of the window, “ they have changed 


my detectives. Didn’t you know I 
always have to be protected ? My people 
don’t like me. Yes, I once had a man 
flogged to death.” Lea's eyes flicker. 



A SHOOK OOMPJBTITIOK. 
General Gregoroff (Mr. George JBealry) . 
“The murder ih my show is much more 

GRUESOME than THE ONE IN YOURS.” 

Peter Weston (Mr. Korman McKinnel). 
“ Ah, but we get an electrocution 

(Off^ THROWN IN.” 


You gather she is not really one of us 
poor girls, as she pretends, but a woman 
with a purpose. . . The kilmmel is on 
the table . . . You ought to be able to 
guess the rest. 

Mr.BEALBY, our champion guignolisb, 
enjoyed himself hugely. Miss Elsom 
is distinctly gaining in po'wer. 

Dead Man's PooU by Victor Bridges 
and T. 0 . Bridges, sounds very horri- 
fying, but is only a gentle and none 
too bad joke about a fisherman, a con- 
vict and a salmon. Mx\ Henry Oscar 
makes a creditable convict. 

Peter Weston, from the American of 
Frank Dazey and Leighton Osmun, 
is a rapid four-Act affair about a heavy, 
heartless, hectoring industrialist, whose 
children’s characters are warped by bis 
tyranny, who lives for his confounded 
Pump Works, for Success and Power. 
Would you think that they had the 
nerve to cast Mr. Norman McKinnel 
for a part like this ? Well, they had. 
And we all vastly enjoyed seeing this 
Biitherford-An ^Ttoni/'-McKiNNEL form- 
ula again. Of course Petef Wesiojt was 
a fantastic ogre, not a real man, and I 
doubt whether even Mr. McEinned him- 
self, though he has got into the skin ’ 
of so many parts of this tj^e, could | 
behave as badly as this in private life. 

Mr. George Bealby was attractive as 
a mournful decent soul who has chosen 
the better part of failure ; Mr. Eichabd 
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Bird was excellent as a son who drank 
himself to death byway of protest ; Miss 
Elsoai was duly pathetic as the daughter, 
and Mr. Henry Oscar, in the small 
part of a murderer who ought to have 
been an artist, was effective. But on 
the whole this was rather a machine- 
made affair, with exciting moments. 

In E, (& 0. E, Mr. Eliot Orawshay- 
WiLLiAMS makes some tolerable fun out 
of a corpse and a will, both of course 
vastly amusing subjects ; but does it at 
too great length. And he needlessly 
offends the susceptibilities of old-fash- 
ioned folk by pert irreverences which do 
not win their laugh even from the elect. 
But the plot is ingenious and with pro- 
per compression the piece should pass. 
The cast seemed a little amateurish. 

At the finish, as imddy and unshaken 
as when we entered, we strolled decor- 
ously out into the street, feeling just 
a little defrauded perhaps, but on the 
whole sufficiently entertained. T. 

OPERATICS. 

Nobody can complain of a lack of 
Opera this season. The difficulty is to 
keep pace with its quantity and to do 
justice to its quality. For me, I do but 
pluck from time to time a flower or 
two in this or that garden — Covent or 
another — and pass a few desultory and 
belated remarks on their fragrance. 

For a public that has been so long in 
love with The Beggar's Opera^ and found 
nothing in the vernacular to replace 
it, the British National Opera Company 
made a happy choice when they started 
their season with The Marriage of 
Figaro, There was no heroic singing, 
but Mozart’s music does not here ask 
for anything heroic. It is in its con- 
certed numbers rather than in its indi- 
vidual airs that the charm of this 
delightful opera lies; and the com- 
pany’s team-work was always most 
excellent. Mr. Eanalow as Figaro set 
a standard of gaiety which the others 
never reached. Miss Lillian Stanford 
as Susanna came nearest to it. Miss 
Licette, who sangadmirablyinthepart 
of the Cowitess, did not pretend to any 
gift of levity ; and Mr. Andrew Shanks, 
who has a most attractive voice, seemed* 
to have modelled himself on Byron in 
a sombre mood of thwarted amorous- 
ness (with a touch of H. B. Irving), and 
was consistently solemn. But the gen- 
eral tone wars light-hearted enough. 

The political satire directed against the 
nobility of his day in the original text of 
Beaumarchais was omittedin Mozart’s 
setting, but it is significant that Antonio, 
the gardener, whendeUvering his report 
on the damage done by Cherubino to 
Ms flower-beds, takes the liberty of sit- 
ting down in the presence of his master, 

the Count, who remains standing. Mr, 
Corbett- Smith, in his pleasant little 
handbook, mentions that the French 
Eevolution occurred only five years 
after the production of The Marriage of 
Figaro, and, though he would not go so 
far as to say that Beaumarchais’ work 
“ had any particular bearing upon that 
hideous anarchy,” still, one cannot 
be too careful in these days ; and I am 
sure that the Britisli National Opera 
Company would never forgive them- 
selves if the example of Antonio's de- 
fiance of social order should encourage 
the revolutionary element in our midst ! 

A delightful performance, and, as I 
very much hope, a good augury of 
success throughout the season. 

Meanwhile, native talent is not con- 
fined to the British National Opera 
Company. Half the cast in Madama 
Butterfly at Covent Garden last week 
was British. Interest was centred on 
the first appearance of Miss Madeline 
Keltie, who, if American by birth, 
must surely be of Scottish extraction. 
Her voice, a little too vibrant, did not 
possess that quality of Emmie Destinn’s 
which wrung the heart; and she missed 
something of the moving appeal of 
“ Troppa luce e di fuor, 

E troppa primavera . ’ * 

But her performance, which had been 
very carefully studied in detail, was most 
intelligent and sympathetic, though in 
the First Act I thought her exhibition 
of coquetry a mistake in so ingenuous 
an innocent as Butterfly. 

As far as his singing went, Mr. eloSEPH 
Hislop did very well as Pinlce‘rto 7 i ; but 
somehow the male contingent from 
XJ.S. A, always seem a bit sticky [Pmker- 
to7t, anyhow, is a poor hero), and their 
costumes make a very prosaic show 
against-the graceful and gaily-coloured 
draperies of Nagasaki. 

Even comparatively modern opera 
seems still to be bound by the silly con- 
vention which allows any voice — if it 
suits the composer’s convenience — to 
be regarded as inaudible to other actors 
in the neighbourhood. You would have 
thought in the last scene that Pinker^ 
ton's singing, which was loud enougli to 
lift the roof off, would have at once 
attracted the notice of* BtiUerfly, who 
was just upstairs and waiting eagerly 
for his arrival. But for quite a long 
time she took no cognisance of it. 0. S. 

This year’s Theatrical Garden Party 
will be held in the spacious gardens of 
the Eoyal Hospital, Chelsea, S.W., on 
Tuesday, June 24th, when our leading 
actors and actresses will, as before, 
preside over the most exhilarating of 
side-shows. Though there is no gayer 
f^te in all the season, the aim of its 
promoters is a very serious one. They 

appeal for the maintenance of the 
Actors’ Orphanage, which supports 
sixty children, at the moderate’ yearly 
cost of eighty pounds each, and is 
largely dependent on the proceeds of 
the Garden Party. 

You are invited by the organisers (and 
Mr. Punch) to send for your tickets — 
three shillings each — to your favourite 
actor or actress, from whom you will 
receive an autograph receipt. Applica- 
tions should be addressed c/o A, J. 
Austin, Esq., 3, Middle Temple Lane, 
E.C.4. - 

A NEW USE FOE SONG. 

[It is now claimed that singing assists one 
to acquire the power of mental concentration.] 

Since I was quite a tiny chap 

A brain that quickly tired 

Has always been my handicap 
Whenever I aspired 

To be that enviable thing — 

A genuine Commercial King. 

In vain throughout my life I ’ ve sought 
The virtue that I need, 

That knack of concentrated thought 
Whicli marks this regal breed ; 

I even lacked the mental force 

To stay a correspondence course. 

In short, no matter what the work. 

In office or at home, 

In half-an-hour I find it irk 

And let my fancy roam ; 

Extraneous trifles (such as Jane) 
Usurp my inattentive brain. 

But now I mean to come out strong, 
So clear has grown the path ; 
Henceforth I ’ll seek the aid of song 
(Beginning in my bath), 

Convinced thereby a time will come 
When I shall also make things hum. 

Since vocal energy supplies 

The quality I lack, 

To eminence I ’m bound to rise, 

Nor even once look back, 

By just pursuing day by day 

The strident tenor of my way. 

“FATHElt and six SONS IN THE MINISTRY. 
BURGLAR OVERSLEEPS HIMSELF.” 

Liverx^ool Paper. 

Did they all preach at liim ? 

**Yerdi’s ‘0 Tu Palermo,’ an opera which 
has now disappeared from the repertoire of 
most opera houses, possesses at hast two good 
items, one of which is * I Vespri Sicialini.’ ” 
Evening Paper. 

Not SO well known, perhaps, as the 
“ Eigoletto ” song from his “ La Donna 

4 Mobile.” 

From a Canadian church service 
paper : — 

“Scripture and Ofiertoire: ‘Bomance is 

D Flat.’ ” 

Sometimes, perhaps; but church is 
hardly the place to say it. 




MANNERS AND MODES. 

“Fair tresses man’s Imperue Race ensnare 

And Beauty draws us with a shingle hair.”—Pojp^^ “ The Bape of the Loch :' 
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nil R Room wr nccinp Mosee. The financial difficulties through which Hawteey . 

UUK perpetually passing were especially acute here, and' 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) there was one time, just after Penley took over the part 

These is one admirably feminine quality among Mrs. of the Bev. Bohert Spalding from Teee, when he was within ' 
Alfred Sidgwick’s many gifts which never fails to appeal an ace of failing to find a matter of £200 for treasury and 
to me — ^her graceful pertinacity in doing exactly what she salaries on Saturday morniug. ^ I am^ not sure that these 
likes in the uncontrovertible hope that everyone else will difficulties and the unfailing ingenuity and cheerfulness 
like it too. Take London Mixture (Collins), for instance, with which' they were met do not make the best reading in 
On the face of it the novel is equally concerned with three the book. I cannot recommend it, I fear, to members of 
good-looking penniless girls of that dubious social standing the Anti-Gambling League ; but the rest ^ of us will wel- 
which makes all things matrimonial possible and nothing come an interesting record of a charming personality, 
particularly .likely, Sylvia, Ursula and Diantha are all Mr. Somerset Maugham edits the book, and is responsible 
heroines together ; and if there is an apparent first favourite for putting the last few chapters into their present shape 
it is Diantha, the youngest and cleverest of the three. Yet from the author’s notes. 

as a matter of fact all the best work in the book is deli; . 

berately put into ^the story of Ursula, the placid simple- . So far as there is any story in The Voyage (Constable) 
minded beauty who midway through the War marries, a it is soon told.' * A group of Chelsea idealists — a journalist, 
naturalised German Jew and deyelops an intense intere^ two schoolmasters and'a young lady of independent means 
in her linen cupboard. -TFo?/, her husband, his father and character— propose to start an ideal bookshop which 

and mother, their dig- j ^ ^ H shall be something of a 



and mother, their dig- 
nified and unpretentious 
house at Highbury and 
its smalt replica near 
by where Asclier. and 
Ursula start to con- 
tinue the same patri- 
archal tradition — all 
these are most carefully 
and attractively drawn. 

And, what is more, you 
will find them awelcome 
foil to the girls’ gramo- 
phone-ridden home at 
BaiTs Court, their shal- 
low well-dressed mo- 
ther, Mrs. Faxes, her 
inscrutable City friend, 

Mr. Ashtcyn, and the 
querulous vulgar con- 
nections of poor Sylvia's 
hasty marriage. I was 
almost tempted to add, 

“and to Diantha’ S HUMANE GENTLEMAN (MEMBEE OP S.P.O.N.) SUPPLYING THE04.T 

■ g^SIILLES TO OYEBWOEKE D NIGHTINGALES. 

all Diantha is charming enough in her way ; and her chicken- 1 talk. 

V. ....... ^ n i . I 









snail oe someunmg oi a 
: club, a rallying point for 
their friendship, a thea- 
^ tre for their protracted 
discussions. It might 
even, one gathers, 
though this seems un- 
likely, sell books. A 
fifth of the group brings 
back from Italy a beau- 
tiful wife, and it is this 
dark snake that brings 
ruin into the ecstatically 
planned paradise, deli- 
berately detaching the 
lit hypersensitive and dis- 
couraged Qerry Wick- 
ham from the attrac- 
tive Anne Fergteson 
and breaking up the 
fellowship so that the 
voyage” is not even 
begun. You can’t help 
O.N.) SUPPLYING THROAT feeling that three of 
NIGHTINGALES. the young men need 

— — _ more exercise and less 

They are all a little bloodless, but under Mr. 


hearted educationalist and dashing young motor expert are Middleton Mueey’s sensitive hand they do come alive, 
both very true to their unimpressive and ephemeral types. Emilia’s -wanton wrecking cruelty seems fantastically mo- 
Mrs. SiDG-wiOK, I th^, has scored all round; and I con- tiveless at first, but I am bound to say her nietliod is 
fidently recommend iowdwi to anyone in search of developed and explained with such skill as to make it 

a light-hearted, refreshing and accomplished novel. plausible. Wickham’s temperamental difficulties, his des- 

rri Q- n , ... , ■weakness and lack of belief in himself, allied to his 

IhelateSirGHARr^sHAWTEEYhadamultitudeoffrienas; sensitive pride, give a conviction of reality. But I am not 
^d it is pretty safe to prophesy a large circle of readers for at all reconciled to the fact that, in the interests of an artis- 
me Truth at Last (Butteewoeth)— not a bad title for a ticaUy unhappy ending, Anne, loving him so much and in so 
book of reminiscence by one who was regarded as the prince wide-eyed a manner, should have let a misunderstanding 
of prevaricators om the stage Lovers of the Theatre*and make a permanent barrier between them. I am sure she 
the will find plenty to interest them; m fact, the Turf would at least have had it out (as one does in real life 
is ^rhaps the more prominent of the two: Even as a boy when one cares so much) instead of just fading away, 
at Eton young Hawteey was fascinated with racing, and ^ ^ ^ 

he actuaUy Somehow or other it has never been easy to reproduce 
mWwT, ^ year, the atmosphere of a studio. Myself I can only remember 

whereby he netted some two ten shillmgs m cash, two English books which have about them the right authen- 

BventuaUy, after a broken coUar-bone had prevented his tic sense of the north Ught—ZVa&y and LadyBcENE-JoNEs’s 
apearance with the B.^roEOETs’ company, he started his Life of her husband. Aid in the former, of cJirse the setting 
f+X, f w ?^st of The Colonel is Efench. In The Art of Michael Haslett (HoinBE) Mist 

|t the Piince of Walep Theatre. Some three years later, at E. E. Mills Young essays a studio-setting to a rather 
&esa^e theatre, he be^n his career as a producer with m irrational romance; and I should be incSto dllmoro 
mvate Secietaiy, adapted from Der Bibhothekar of Von tenderly with the defects of the setting if I did not feel that 




it only existed to palliate the perversities of the romance. 
Why, you might ask, does Haslett listen day after day to 
Ismay Ellis's confidences about the cruel husband she has 
married for his money, and still propose to keep her at arm’s 
length ? Why does he allow the unsophisticated Jennie 
(j^a7icee-designate of his friend Henderson) to ‘‘curl up on 
the sofa in his studio” and watch him painting? Why 
does he elope with Jennie when he has promised to hold 
himself in readiness to quit the country with Ismay ? Why 
does it need two extraordinarily lucky accidents to rescue 
one of his ladyloves and rehabilitate the other ? WeU, you 
know, the artistic temperament. . . . But that is just the 
trouble. One doesn’t know it like that. Artists who paint 
thatched cottages and openly exult in having them hung at 


Burlington House (I am glad Miss Mills Young has sought 
to perpetuate this quaint old type) wereusually as normal and 
God-fearing as their neighbours. And in making Haslett a 
sophisticated cad {Ismay belongs to the “ Passionate Friend ” 
type and Jennie a mere conscienceless little animal) she 
has wedded latter-day character with old-fashioned craft in 
a manner I cannot regard as convincing. Her book contains 
much subsidiary good work, but obviously the theme does not 
suit her. And it is largely in the hope of winning her back 
for the South Africa she knows so well that I have f orborn to 
lavish even such eulogy as I might on this new departure. 


In The Cricket Match (Cape) Mr. Hugh be Selincourt 
gives a delightful account of a perfect day. Tillingford, a 
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Sussex villa;ge, is playing at home against its rival, Eaveley. 
It is a great day — the gTeatest of his life — for John McLeod, 
secretary of the Tillingford club, who, though old and bald, 
fat and short of neck and compelled by his wife to wear 
an undervest, carries his bat through the innings. It is per- 
haps difficult for outsiders to believe that an account of a 
village match can be made supremely exciting, but; I defy 
anyone who has ever played that type of cricket to read of 
this game without emotion. All the Tillingford players and 
several of their riv- 
als are drawn with 
so nice a skill that 
one seems to know 
them not only on 
the cricket-field but 
also in their daily 
life. I congratulate 
Mr. Hugh be Sel- 
iNcouRT warmly, 
and with the more 
pleasure because I 
have not always 
been able to admire 
his previous work 
without reserva- 
tions. 


When an author 
produces a work of 
fiction in which, 
while the semb- 
lance of a story is 
retained, the ac- 
cepted rules of con- 
struction are disre- 
garded, he chooses 
to incur a certain 
risk. I naturally 
assume that, as 
Charles Dickens 
observed in reply 
to an aspirant, the 
purpose of writing 
is‘ to be read. Mr. 

Eobbrt Nathan, 
in The FuiopeU 
Master (John 
Lane), presents 
not a stoiy but 
a fantasy strung 
upon various brok- 
en threads of nar- 
rative. Fragments 
of dubious philoso- 
phy are mingled 
with word-paint- 
ing, episodes of the 

nursery alternate 

with incidents verging upon impropriety, interspersed with 
.disconnected dialogue. The effect of the whole may be 

described in a wotd. 'That word — ^not a very nice word ^is. 

jazz, which again may be defined as the result of attempt- 
ing to produce a work of art without any art. Thus, it would 
seem, has Mr. Nathan treated a theme which in itself is 
aUuring to the romantic mind. The 6ld maker of puppet- 
shows, his creatures and his friends are picturesque enough. 

Nathan does indeed suggest their charm, and then their 
begins to evaporate. Puppets have no choice but to 
Ir allotted parts on the stage ; but to represent these 



Chess-Player {being sJwwn the sights of famous Club). “And which 
WAS JjOBB BoVERELL — THE ONE ON QB7 OR THE ONE ON KKt6 ? ” 


toys of wood and wire as behaving in private life with— what 
shall I say ?— some indelicacy, is surely rather gratuitous. 

The Title-Page of The First Folio of Shakespeare's Plays 
(Oxford University Press) is the name given to a little 
volume which Mr. M. H. Spiblmann has put together for the 
Shakespeare Association in celebration of the First Polio 
Tercentenary. He modestly describes it as just a com- 
parative study of tlie Droeshout Portrait and the Stratford 

Monument, but in 
reality it is a great 
deal more, includ- 
ing as it does a very 
fascinating collec- 
tion of old portrait- 
prints of the poet, 
admirably repro- 
duced and pleas- 
antly interpreted 
by the author in 
their varying de- 
grees of authen- 
ticity. His argu- 
ment, as he is quite 
willing to admit, 
may sometimes 
hinge on subtleties, 
such for instance 
as the relative ef- 
fects on a partic- 
ular plate of a more 
generous inking or 
a retoucliing with 
tlie graver’s tool, 
which, though mat- 
ters of life and 
death to the collec- 
tor and connois- 
seur, may seem a 
little trivial to mere 
ordinary Shake- 
speare lovers un- 
learned in prints, 
proofs and folios; 
but all the same 
everyone who 
wants to know 
what the portrait 
really should be like 
will be grateful to 
Mr. Spielmann for 
his exposition. 

From the report 
of a burglary : — 

“ la one of the sand- 
wiches teeth marks 
have been left, which 


HID YOU SAY 


are believed to have been made by the police, either by a boy o- 
perhaps by a woman.”— Paper. 

It must have been a boy. We cannot believe that 
of our women police’ would do such a thing. 


any 



“ But we ought to bear with’ one another, comfort one another, 
help, instruct and advise one another. — Thomas A, Kempis” 

West Indian Paper. 

We hope to hear more of this Mr. Thomas A. Kempis 
(presumably an American wi-iter), whose name, unlike his 
sentiments, is new to us. 
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A PIGEON with a gold ring on each 
leg has been found in an old barn at 
Ingatestone. A bigamist, we presume. 

Thanet farmers are offering a chal- 
lenge cup to the champion sparrow- 
catcher of the district. It is felt that 
Thanet ought to offer some counter- 
attraction to the Eodeo. 

A gentleman who has just celebrated 
his hundred-and-second birthday says 
that he does not attribute his longevity 

to anything. The general opinion 

in Fleet Street is that he ought 
to be disqualified. 

It is said that wlien women of 
twenty-one are given the vote a 
the number of electors will be 
increased by four million. But 
this does not include those 
elderly spinsters who will then 
claim the vote for the first time. 


that the Piltdown skull, which is re- 
puted to be two hundred thousand years 
old, is that of a young woman who 
belonged to a type midway between 
a human being and an ape. Flappers 
don’t change much, do they ? 

* sic * 

Fashionable handbags are made of fur 
to represent animals. Our sympathy 
goes out to the shortsighted lady whose 
Pekingese recently came home from a 
shopping expedition stuffed full of bus 
tickets and coppers. 

Tl • * * 

Miss E. R Brown recently exhibited 


Fire broke out the other day 
at a telephone exchange in 
Co. Durliam. Local subscribers 
think it was caused by the 
fusing of two wrong numbers. 

We hear talk of an enterpris- 
ing company that is arranging 
to insure workmen against wot 
weatlier during their annual 
strike, 









According to a contemporary, 
long moustaches are going to be 
worn. It )ias for some time 
been felt that such things are 
better out of the system. 

Twenty thousand Ford cars 
are being sent to Germany. We 
would remind America-that even 
M. Poincare did not go quite so 
far as that. ... ... 


EASILY SATISFIED. 

Street Singet' (on the fifth fine day of the year), “ 

BYE, SumiER-r-GOOB-BYE ! ” , 


More than eigliteen thousand persons 
visited the Houses of Parliament on a 
recent Saturday. Morbid, we call it. 

Mr. Eichart) Marsh, wlio has dis- 
covered * a new race of men in the 
jungles of Darien, Eastern Panama, is 
bringing two members of the tribe back 
with him to civilisation. It is not 
known what harm they have done him. 

^ 5j« 

The latest silk stockings in Paris 
have poems in Chinese embroidered on 
them. This must be very convenient. 
A reclaimed ladder might look exactly 
like the second verse. 

Sir Arthur Woodward points out 


at a lecture some model rooms on a 
scale of two inches to a foot. Any time 
she wants any others we shall be glad 
to lend her our fiat. • 

❖ i'fi 

Two ladies came first and second in 
the Anthropological Tripos at Cam- 
bridge. We always thought the proper 
study of womankind was man. 

One of the conveniences of shingled 
hair is that when a girl refuses an offer 
of marriage she can always promise to 
be a brother to the young man. 

. 

Schoolboys between eight and nine 
are half-an-inch taller than those of 
twenty years ago. On the other hand, 


fathers, owing to the increased fees, are 
considerably shorter. 

Excavations have revealed the pre- 
sence of sea-water under the sands of 
the Sahara at a depth of two hundred 
feet. There seems to be hope for South- 
end yet. 

Dresses with geometrical designs on 
them are the latest rage. More eternal 
triangles ? 

Commenting on the number of women 
who asked for private tickets for the 
steer-roping, a writer asks if 
women are more cruel than men. 
Well, look at the way they rush 
to see a wedding. 

^ Hardly any two persons, ac- 

.1- • cording to Mr. Garvin, are 

capable of making an equally 
■good use of the same sum of 
^ money. Of course we can’t all 

back the favourite. 

if ‘■’S' ' John Masefield has 
f expressed the opinion that re- 

cited poetry ought to be as ex- 
citing as a football match or a 
^ prize-fight. But, from what we 
— have heard of football matches 
and prize-fights, we thought it 


A man charged with drunken- 
ss ness at Tottenham pleaded that 

f it came on to rain and he took 
refuge in a public-house. His 
beverage was not specified, bnt 
it may have been a case of any 
port in a storm. 

At the Third Congress of the 
Ipternational Trades - Unions, 
held in Vienna, Mr. Ben Tillett 
is reported to have sat in his 
Good- shirt-sleeves with a short pipe 
in his mouth. Some of these 

Labour-leaders seem determined 

at least to look the part. 


An effort is being made this year to 
revive the Highland Games. There is 
some talk of engaging a Scots matador 
to enter the Haggis Eing armed only 
with the bagpipes. 

:I: 

The millionaires’ hotel at Pourville 
has chutes which lead down from the 
bedrooms to the sea. Very handy for 
disposing of old safety-razor blades. 

Baby’s Place. 

“ Ife is scandalous to see these Society women 
going about with a poodle dog on the end of a 
string where a baby would be more fitting.” 

New Zealand Paper, 


VOL. CLXVX. 
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JUNE~A TWO-ACT FANTASY. 

(Bevieio of Act 7.) 

When I was young ’twas fair to see 
How skies of June bent blue, 

Dear month of hay and strawberry 
And roses dark with dew ; 

Upon the green the pitch was keen 

And willow stood to leather, 

When I was young and you were young 
And we were young together. 

Then silver Thames serenely sped 
Through locks in which to loll ; 

And, Oxenford to Maidenhead, 

*Twas punt and parasol ; 

'Twas reach undimmed where swallows 
skimmed, 

'Twas blade upon the feather, 

When I was young and you were young 
And we were young together. 

Tbe pitch is mud, our Thames is flood 
To-day and, drip and drop, 

The grey rains fall in sheet and pall, 
'Twould seem they 11 never stop ; 
Doth Summer change her wonted 
range ? ’ 

Or, much I wonder whether. 

Do I grow old and you grow old 

Who once were young together ? 

THE HIGHER SALESMANSHIP. 

A LITTLE book has recently been 
published on 'Salesmanship. It is an 
arresting work, of great value to any- 
one who has anything to sell, I am sure, 
and of interest even to* those who have 
ndt. ' One can see clearly enough, when 
it is pointed out, that the suppose 

you don’t want any nailing machines 7 
No ? Good morning ” method will not 
lead very far along the road to mass 
production. But the examples given, 
especially those under the heading 
‘^Eetail Salesmanship,” do not seem 
adequate. We are exhorted to use im- 
agination, to interest the prospect” 
in how the article is made, and why it 
is so much better than the other man’s 
article. '(By the way, the “ prospect ” 
is the prospective * buyer, you or I. 
Perhaps you didn’t know that.) But' 
the salesman is not sufficiently en- 
couraged to "give his "imagihatidn' full 
rein or to introduce that individuality 
which is essential to the highest success 
in any walk in life, It is' with the 
object of supplying this deficiency that 
I give the following dialogues," which 
might with advantage be incorporated 
in future editions of the work : — 

I. — Silk Socks, 

Prospect, having bought a collar-skid, 
is about to leave. 

Salesman, Excuse me, Sir, but have 
these black silk socks ? 

. I am not wanting any. 

S, This is something absolutely new. 

P, Very likely. I never buy second- 
hand socks. 

S, Ha! Hal Hal (Laughs very 
heartily. Study the way in lohich 
Counsel laugh at even the feeblest jokes 
of Judges.) The very latest thing is 
what I meant, of course. (Displaying 
socks.) Spun by our own black silk- 
worm. 

P. (interested in spite of himself). 
Only one silkworm ? 

S, (impressively). There is only one 
silkworm in the world who can spin 
silk socks like these. She is such a 
darling. 

P. 1 had no idea 

S. No. ‘ Very few people have. She 
is in our garden on the Eiviera. Do 
you know Monte Carlo, Sir? Quite 
near there. Just below La Turbie. A 
perfect darling, as I say. To see her at 
work is an education in itself. Such 
art ! Such industry 1 There she sits 
all day upon her mulberry-tree, spin- 
ning the very finest black silk socks. 
All the other black socks oflered for 
sale are merely dyed. She is, we 
believe, the only really black silkworm 
living. Eyes like jet, with soft raven 
locks. It takes her a month to spin a 
pair. Her mate sits on a mimosa 
bough hard by, singing to her as she 
works. 

“P. Indeed ? I did not know 

S. You wouldn’t. On a lower branch 
sits a dear little red-haired silkworm, 
adding these beautiful scarlet clocks. 

P. Are you sure ? 

S. I have seen it with my own eyes.« 
It is the tradition of our House that the 
salesman shall understand how every- 
thing he sells is made. 

P. So you get a free trip to the 
Eiviera ? 

S, Yes. But (showing signs of emo- 
tion) there is an element of tragedy. 
Little Victorine— that is her name — is 
ill. (Speaking huskily and producing 
his pocket-handkerchief) I sWl never 
seeker again. 

P. Cheer up. 

• S. We try to. But it is a most seri- 
ous thing for our House. We have only 
these two pairs of hers left. If she 
dies 

P. I will have them. 

II.— Fue Coats. 

Saleswoman. You must see our new 
seal-coney coats, Modom. They are 
wonderful. They arrived only to-day 
from the school. 

Prospect. School ? 

S, Yes, we have started a school. 
Have you not heard ? Of course our 
seal-coney coats have always been 
famous all over the world, but the 
Management felt that there was yet 

room for improvement. So we started 
a school. 

P. I do not quite understand. 

S. A school where the conies learn 
to imitate the seals. It has been a 
most difficult matter — seals and conies 
belonging to different elements — but 
we have succeeded at last. We have 
some wonderful seals as teachers. The 
whole course takes about six months. 
No, not a correspondence course. Per- 
sonal tuition. At the end of six months 
the more intelligent rabbits have be- 
come Well, see for yourself. Could 

you tell this from real seal, Modom ? 
[Prospect, slightly dazed, buys coat. 

“LIFE’ UNES. 

(Written after reading Sir Abtsvu 

Shipley's exhilarating treatise.) 
Most pundits of science, 

Who seek to illume 

Our Philistine darkness, 

Contribute fresh gloom 

By their dismal predictions 

Of death and of doom. 

Then hail to good Shipley, 

That gay polymath. 

Who aims at instructing 

The dwellers in Gath . 

By the delicate use of 

The harlequin’s lath. 

His theme is momentous— 

Its title is Life — 

With the struggles and horrors 

Of animal strife. 

Yet his apt illustrations 

With humour are rife. 

For he seasons his learning 

With topical quips ; , 

From ants to archbishops 

He cheerfully skips, 

But his mood never into 

Vulgarity slips. 

He looks upon science 

Wibh humanist eyes ; 

He gives us the boon of 

Eefreshing surprise ; 

In fine he is witty 

And merry and wise. 

Cruel Treatment of a Waiter. 

“ The poetess volunteered a few facts, brief 
but most illuminating, about the bitters and 
sweets of the poetess’s life, of early struggles 
when mamma would throw her verse down the 
damh- waiter as ‘ copied trash.’ ” 

Liverpool Paper, 

From a lawn-tennis report : — 

** In the fourth game with 3 — 1 against her 
Miss Wills served a double-baulk, and alto- 
gether was making (^uite a lot of mistakes for 
a player of her reputation.” — Evening Paper, 

If she was under the impression she 
was playing billiards, that would, of 
course, account for them. 







“I BELIEVE YOU won’t COME TO MY PAETY BECAUSE YOU THINK IT WILL BE EATHBE ” . 

“Not at all, my deae; I ebally have an engagement. I’m not in the least bit squeamish.” 


THE RETURN OF BAHBOROUGH. 

A LARGE crowd of frimds and ad- 
mirers assembled at Waterloo Station 
last Friday afternoon to greet Sir Angus 
Bamborougb (iie Bamb^erger) on his 
return to England after liis protracted 
world-tour, the longest, most hazardous 
and arduous ever undertaken by any 
musician ancient or modem. Mr. 
Punch's representative was of course 
there; was graciously invited by the 
great virtuoso to accompany him to his 
hotel; and was accorded a special inter- 
view, which may be regarded as an 
official and authoritative statement of 
his experiences and plans, the proofs 
having been submitted to and approved 
of by Sir Angus himself. 

To recount all his adventures would 
be impossible in the space at our dis- 
posal. It must suffice to state that 
Sir Angus Bamborough spent three 
months amongst the dwarfs of the 
Aruwhimi forest; that he was enter- 
tained by the Ban of Bohotl ; invested 
with the Order of the Blue Elephant 
by the King of Siam ; that he served 
for a short time on the staff of General 
Gnai Bong-Piog at Canton; visited 
the Molucca, the Malacca, the Mazurka, 
the Felucca and the Polacca islands, off* 


the last of which his motor-boat collided 
with a gigantic Javanese gamelan, and 
was only rescued by the intervention 
of a friendly dugong; and was mar- 
ooned for three weeks on a volcanic 
island in the Sargasso Sea, where the 
anthropophagous land-crabs were with 
difficulty kept off by the piercing strains 
of his violin. Most interesting of all 
was Sir Angus's sojourn on the Gala- 
pd,gos Islands, where he conducted a 
series of experiments on the giant 
iguanas, who are peculiarly susceptible 
to music, and even accompany it, in 
excellent tune, in a strange crooning 
falsetto somewhat similar to that of 
the seals in the Outer Hebrides. 

Sir Angus Bamborough, who wore 
an American sack suit of blue, and a 
pink four-in-hand tie with tiny white 
polka dots, seemed in the best of health 
and spirits. “ I am glad,” he said, “ to 
get back to dear old England, and start 
to-morrow to revisit the ancestral halls 
of my family, Bamborough Castle. The 
call of the blood is strong, and it was 
long my dearest ambition — ^which I 
have not altogether abandoned — ^to pur- 
chase and settle down in that noble 
Border keep. But the time has not yet 
come. Other duties, domestic and 
artistic, claim more immediate atten- 


tion. Most of my children are already 
started in the world. My eldest son, 
Bolossy, is established prosperously as 
the head of a great clothing corporation 
at Sartorm, Oklahoma. Paganini, the 
youngest, lives on his ostrich farm in 
Cape Colony, My edder daughter, 
Appoggiatura, is mari’ied to a million- 
aire ^ ranch-owner in the Kamerun. 
Tessitura, the younger, is engaged to 
Nikola Babchin, the Hollywood film 
magnate. Lady Bamborough, who, I 
rejoice to say, is in the enjoyment of 
robust health, is tarpon-fishing in 
Florida. The happiness of our children 
is refreshing to their parents' hearts, 
but the loss of their companionship 
impels me to devote myself all the more : 
earnestly to the cause of my art.” 

** Have you any plans for the future ? ” 

“Yes. It is my intention to found 
and direct a new Conservatoire of Music, 
on the enlightened lines suggested by 
the accumulated observations gleaned 
during my Periplus of the globe. The 
course of studies will embrace a variety 
of activities hitherto sadly neglected 
in musical academies. What I aim at 
is a co-ordination of all the Arts, dimly 
prefigur^ by Wagner, but now fully 
synthesized on the basis of my experi- 
ence amongst civilised races, primitive 
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tribes and the greater Simians. For ex- 
ample, the art of voice production will be 
illustrated by the records which I have 
taken of the upper register of the 
gorilla, which is capable of a far more 
electrifying ut dc poitTin& than any 
‘ moulded by the lips of man.’ 

‘ ‘ For obvious reasons m y conservatoire 
cannot be situated in London, but I am 
in negotiation with several owners of 
derelict castles which, with the neces- 
sary reconstruction, would meet the 
requirements of such an institution. I 
am glad to say that a number of in- 
fluential people have consented to act 
as patrons, amongst whom I ma^^ men- 
tion the Earl of Dundudelsack, Lord 
Wafflehead,- Sir Thymol ' Tabb-Eloyd,' 
Sir Amos Squinchler the famous psycho- 
dietist, Mr. Ohavender Chubb, F.E.S., 
and Mrs. Boughey Orpington. 

‘‘These -names are, I think, an ade- 
quate guarantee for the comprehensive 
nature of the curriculum I have designed 
for the pupils of the Bamborian Insti- 
tute. Instruction in every branch of the 
art will be provided by first-rate pro- 
fessors, It is enough to mention the 
names of my old friend Quantock de 
Banville, who will direct the composi- 
tion classes; of Ernald Brax, Julian 
Saxe-Horner and Hulkmead Hawke. 

“My aim, however, is not merely to 
produce first-rate executants, but men 
and women able to hold their own 
against cannibals or cobras ; to ride tur- 
tles ; to tlirow the boomerang — who in 
short will be equal to all the contin- 
gencies of the career of the travelling 
virtuoso. Th ere will be courses in desert- 
island dietetics, in poultry-keeping, ju- 
jitsu, millinery and hairdressing. 

“Finally, above all I intend to by 
stress on the need of self-expression. 
My pupils will learn not to shun but to 
court publicity. My father-in-law, Sir 
Pompey Boldero, G.O.M.G., is very 
strong on this point and has kindly un- 
dertaken to superintend the classes de- 
signed to eliminate the inhibitions of 
diffid ence from bashful students; to foster 
a noble thirst for recognition, applause 
and testimonials ; and to enlighten them 
as to the means by which a constant 
supply of these invigorating encourage- 
ments and encomiums can best be se- 
cured at a minimum outlay. I admit that 
the British temperament lias in the past 
been averse from such methods, but the 
present generation shows a disposition 
to recognise their paramount import- 
ance. Genius which ignores these aids 
is doomed to pine ih obscurity, instead 
of flourishing in the stimulating and 
luminous atmosphere of acclamation. 
That is what Sir Pompey says, and I 
cordially agree with him. The world 
should know everythmg about its great- 
est men. I have done what I could to 
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l^ew [on Medal Day), “Did you have a good bound, Sib? ” 

Scratch Player. “ It would have been good, but I took six at that infebnal 

FIFTH.” 

New Member. “That's cubious. I did much the same thing — sixteen at 

THAT CUBSED FIFTEENTH.” 

remedy its ignorance in my own case, t impending Apology, 

and it would be an act of treason to my prom a description of a new hospital : 
past if I abstained, wbile still in the « Nothing has been or ■will he neglected that 
plenitude of my powers, from helping will detract from its sphere of usefulness.” 
others to profit by my example.” L^l Paper. 

- ' - '-■■ ■= Stephen called again the next day and 

Our Cynical Organists. stayed to tea, and insisted on making it, and 

rro^.CMnoace:- ^ 

“7.30 p.m. The Wet Campaign ^ cream from the other.*’ — Weekly Paper. 

(The Beer Issue Defined) — Pastor, j. -i n x -u 

Anthem-' O Taste and See.’" tailor never allows us to have 


Canadian Paper. pockets like these. 

“There is a humorist in the British dele- ‘‘In European Parliaments Deputies usually 

cation. The Bolsheviks are told twice that stand when the leader of the house comes m, 
there is no chance of a British Government and they shout heartily forlum, in England 
guarantee for such a loan. But the Bolshe- ‘boy sing, ‘ He is a jolly go^ fellow. ’ 
viks are promised the dtpreoious sympathy of Egyptian Paper. 

the British Government.”— -iHoniMigr Paper. Mr. Punch cannot understand why 

There appears to be a humourist also his Parliamentary correspondent has 
in our contemporary’s printing-office, omitted to describe this incident. 
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PIONEERS OF EMPIRE. 

Xyil.r— T he Wild Wild West. 

I DID .not go to the Stadium on the 
opening day of the Eodeo with any 
axe to grind. I had no previous con- 
victions about steer-roping, nor do I 
belong to the Society for the Prevention 








“ TEX.’' 


of Cruelty to Mr. 0. B. Cochean. I was 
only an ordinary spectator, driven 
blindly into one of the Stadium corrals. 
But 1 may say at once that I felt sorry 
for the steers. Let me however make 
myself perfectly plain. I felt equally 
sorry for the steers when they were 
being thrown by a lasso, dragged along 
the ground and hog-tied, and when they 
were jumped upon by a cowboy at the 
gallop, caught by the horns and wres- 
tled with till their heads were turned so 
far over that they tumbled on their 
backs. 

It is all very well to tell me that 
steer-roping, wdiich has been cut out 
of the rodeo programme, is unnecessary 
cruelty and that steer; wrestling, which 
remains in the programme, is a fine 
manly pastime with more danger for 
the cowboy than for the beast. But 
what I want to find out is, Does the 
steer know about this? Has ifc ever 
been told? I am always sorry for 
steers — when I have. time to think 
about them. Their life from the cradle 
to the ;grave, amongst carnivorous peo- 
f>jesr,. seems to be one long round' of 
unpleasantness . 


All the same I eat beef ; and vege- 
tarians squash flies. There are no logi- 
cal humanitarians except in the East. 

My main impression of the Eodeo was 
that the cowboys’ and cowgiiis’^ idea 
of recreation was just the quaintest 
ever. I suppose that when two eminent 
K.0.S take a holiday they go off and play 
some game, or lie in a ham- 
mock, or bathe, or pursue 
some animal, bird or fish, 
which can bekindly and amic- 
ably captured without the use 
of a lasso. They do not say, 
“I know a nice little place 
down in Norfolk ; let us both 
go off there and hold a sham 
law-suit together.” 

And I should have thought 
that it would be the same 
with the cowboys. If I had 
had to construct in imagina- 
tion a pastoral scene at the log 
hut or estancia, or wherever 
^ it is that cowboys or cowgirls 
dwell, I should have pictured 
it somewhat as follows: — 

Nowater J alee [idly twirling 
a noose in his hand), I am fed 
up with this life, absolutely fed. 

Prairie Pete [also flirting 
. with a lasso). Ay, it ’s a 
monotonous life ,* little better 
than the filmos. 

(Prairie !Pete, you see, is 
partly a Mexican, or an XJru-. 
guayan, or an Argentine, and 
that is why he talks like 
that.) 

Nowater Jake, Nothing but 
one dreary monotonous round, week in, 
week out. No excitement anywhere. 
Nothing but sitting about. If one is 
not sitting on a wild horse one is sitting 
on a wild bullock, and, if one is not 
sitting on a wild bullock, one is sitting 
on the wild plains. 

Prairie Pete. Don’t you mean the 
wild pampas, Jake ? 

Nowater Jake, Perhaps I do. Any- 
how, I am just longing for a holiday, 
away from all this weary drudgery. 
Only fancy going to Europe and doing 
something on one’s feet. Imagine the 
thrill of a round of golf ! 

Prairie Pete. Ah! bueno, bueno! 
What an awenturo 1 
Noioater Jake, Or croquet. 

. Prairie Pete, Magnificent. 

Nowater Jake, Or table-tennis. 
Prairie Pete, Ah I the excitamento. 
[Enter Mamie Schultz^ the cowgirl 
queen. She wears a red jockey 
capered silk blouse, white breeches 
and red boots. Both men are in 
love with her, 

^ Jake^ [casually roping her in). Hello, 
little girl, have you come to say which 
of us you mean to marry ? 


Mamie. Quit fooling, Jake. No, IVe 
not come for that. 

Jake, It’s time you made up your 
mind. Don’t you know that I never 
wrestle with a wild steer and turn its 
head this way and that but what I keep 
saying at every tug, “ She loves me. She 
loves me not,” till I have it thrown ? 

Pete [quietly noosing her also). And 
don't you know that I never lasso one 
and hog-tie it but w-hat I think, “Ah, if 
a poor vaquero could only capture his 
senorita’s heart like this ” ? 

Mamie, I know, I know. And often 
enough, when we ’re all out busting bron- 
chos together, I say to myself at every 
buck, “ Now I must say ‘ Yes ’ or ‘ No ’ 
to one of those two bone-heads. But 
I can’t decide which.” [She extricates 
herself frvm the cords.) But I Ve not 
come for that, boys. I Ve come to give 
you the glad news. Tex Austin’s 
going to . take us all off for a trip to 
little old England. 

[The others spring up loith shining 
eyes. 

Jake. And shall I be able to take a 
nice long walk wdth you, little girl, 
amongst the buttercups and pick wild 
roses with you and pat the cows ? 

Pete. And will you let me take you 
to a’teatro, seuorita, in a taxi-caballo ? 

I ■ Mamie. Not on your life 1 Mr. Coch- 
i uan’s asked us all over to do a Eodeo at 



THE WILD AND WOOLLy—L.iTKST 
PATTEBN. 

Wembley, and we ’re going to pay our 
own expenses. 

Pete and Jake [groaning togethe)^). 
Another busman’s holiday ! 

Mamie, And, when we come home 
again, perhaps — perhaps I shall make 
up my mind. 

Jake, Well, come along, Pete. It ’s 
time to brand them steers. Here’s 
your rope. 

, [They mount their ponies and exeunt 


THE BULL-DOGGING BBEED. 


at the troteciio, Mamie Schultz 
hesitates a moment and canters 
ajter them. Her method of riding 
is peculiar. She pensively puts 
one foot in the stirrup, hands 
backward till her head nearly 
touches the ground and points the 
other leg in the air. Apparently 
she finds it more comfortable 
to ride like this. Or perhaps she 
is questioning her heart The 
2^ampas contiime to sxoelter be- 
neath the noonday siin. 

That is, I say, what I should have 
imagined. But apparently it is not 
the way that cowboys and cowgirls 
feel. They are always i-eady to make a 
pleasure or a competitive game of their 
business for the public's sake, and one 
is bound to say that the public scores. 
Anything more beautiful than the riders' 
seats, anything more charming than 
the parade of ponies of all colours, 


shapes and actions, at the Wembley 
Stadium, I have seldom seen. I thought 
that I had seen spotted and piebald 
ponies before, but I now find that one 
lives and learns. Some of the ponies at 
the Wembley stadium look as if they 
had been in a comic film and had cus- 
tard pies flung all over them ; and, when 
a gentleman in an orange jersey with a 
black stripe round leaves his saddle in 
mid gallop, crawls round under his 
pony’s barrel and comes up again into 
the saddle on the other side, one begins 
to wonder seriously whether it will be 
worth while going to see a cowboy film 
again. 

Nor did I ever on the film see a man 
riding on a buck-jumping steer. It has 
to be seen to be believed. There is a 
faint suspicion of duty about some of 
the bucking bronks, Wt nothing but 
sheer ilan and devilish abandon about 
the jumping steers. Any temptation 


I have ever felt, and I own it has been 
irresistible at times, to ride on an Eng- 
lish bullock, has now passed away. 
Mr. Tex Austin has removed this great 
temptation from my life. Evoe. 


Another Impending Apology. 

South Afetcans All Out fob 30. 
R.S.P.O.A. Takes Action,” 
Consecutive Headlines in Evening Pajper^ 


“SUBPEISES AT ASCOT. 

ICEBEBG WlNSs FBOM A HoT FAVOURITE.” 

Evening Paper, 

Which shows the advantage of keeping 
cool on one of our few warm days. 


“It is quite an-exoeptional thing to see any 
bathroom dancers who can dance.” 

Australian Paper, 

In our unhappy experience it is equally 
exceptional to hear the bathroom singer 
who can sing. 
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WHAT TOMMY SAW AT BRIGHTON. 

VIII.— Seeing Life (At Last). 

At an early date this year the zealous 
authorities of our Metropolis, conscious 
of the approach of many million Wem- 
blers from oyer the seas, began their 
glorious ^ campaign to make London 
clean for the Colonials. To-day there 
is scarce a night-club in the town 
which can call its soul its own. Let 
them be never so cunning and discreet, 
some gallant constable will climb 
through a skylight in the ladies’ cloak- 
room and vindicate the law at last. 
That scum, the gay and cultured middle- 
classes, are harried ruthlessly from haunt 
to haunt. And now, if a man would 
break the law with impunity, he must 
either drink with the 
nobility at the aristo- 
cratic night-club or bet 
with the unemployed at 
publicboxinghells. For 
only the very rich and 
the very poor are safe. 

“Small wonder, after 
all,” I thought, as we 
entered the Night-jar, 

“ that London flocks to 
Brighton.” The Night- 
jar is the equivalent of 
Nero’s, and my heart 
leapt at the sight of it. 

Here at last was life 
and gaiety. Here were 
half the population of 
the Cosmopole — but 
how changed ! There 
was the elderly grey- 
haired man we had seen 
at dinner with the vision 
in^'een. Old and feeble 
he had looked at dinner; 
as if every course might 


coffee-cups were brought them. Mr. 
Wiggs took a sip or two and almost 
immediately betrayed signs of violent 
intoxication, like men who drink on the 
stage. He talked in a loud voice and 
thumped continually on the table with 
his fist so that the cups rattled and all 
the dancers laughed with sympathetic 
joy. I am nothing if not Bohemian, 
and, standing up, I peered over Mr. 
Wiggs’s shoulder into his coffee-cup. 
The liquid in it was golden in colour, 
and it was bubbly. I judged that it 
was champagne. 

While I was still wondering at this 
extraordinary thing, Mr. Wiggs rose up 
shakily and said loudly and petulantly, 
“ You can say what you like, Mr. 
Farrell, but this is my shout.” He then 



“Is Mrs. Bellamy an active member of the Sewing Guild?” 

“My goodness, no. She never has a word to bay — just sits there 

AND SEWS.” 


be his last ; but now, erect and 
sprightly, he stepped it like a two-year- 
old. There too were Belle Heather and 
her handsome swain, but dancing now 
as if they enjoyed it. There too were 
the hearty man and the funniest man 
in Brighton. The band played not 
delicately, as at the Cosmopole, but 
wildly, with abandon, and out of time ; 
and now and then one of the musicians 
would rise in his place and yell. The 
scene was positively Continental in its 
gaiety; and, so far as I could judge, 
there was not a policenjiau present. 

George and I sat down at one of the 
tables and watched. There seemed to 
be no dancing partners. We were sur- 
plus males again. 

Presently Mr. Wiggs and his three 
friends of the American Bar came in, 
sat down at the next table and began 
talking about bronchitis, but now with 
^iB^t-demaStely .cheerful note. Mr. Wiggs 
said something to a waiter and four 


picked up a plate,' dashed it violently on 
the floor and stood at bay, glaring at 
Mr. Farrell. The dancers cheered. 

To my astonishment the plate did 
not break. On the contrary, it bounced. 

I say, the plate bounced. Not the 
small bounce of a strong china plate, 
but a gay high bounce, as if it were 
india-rubber. 

I picked the plate up. It was india- 
rubber. 

But its upper side was coated with 
asbestos and painted with the Willow 
pattern. 

“ George,” I said, this is a very 
strange place.” 

“Quite right, old boy,” said George 
placidly. “I’m going to look for a 
partner.” 

“Don’t leave me, old man,” I said 
nervously; but he had gone. 

Presently he returned with two young 
ladies. 

“ This is Miss B-r-r-r-r, old boy,” he 


said. “And this is Miss G-r-r-r-r. 
Miss B-r-r-r-r — Mr. Haddock. Mr. 
Haddock — Miss G-r-r-r-r.” 

They were young and childish, lack- 
ing in refinement, but very innocent, I 
judged. I wondered where George had 
met them. I danced with Miss B-r-r-r-r, 
and while W’e danced we talked; but 
the conversation soon languished, for, 
■whatever I said, she replied, “You 
silly man.” I discovered, however, 
that her name was Euby. But when 
I danced with Miss G-r-r-r-r, whose 
name was Pearl, she could only say, 
“ Clever, aren’t you ? ” or “Think you ’re 
clever, I suppose ? ” And to this day 
I do not know whether I was clever, 
silly, neither or both. 

After the second dance George said 
he was thirsty and sum- 
moned a waiter. The 
aged waiter looked at 
him doubtfully, said, 
“ Very sorry. Sir,” and 
whispered something. 
George took out a visit- 
ing-card and scribbled 
something on the back 
of it. The waiter took 
the card away and said 
something to a large 
man at the end of the 
room. The large man 
examined us suspicious- 
ly and said something 
to the waiter. The 
waiter came back and 
said, “Step this way, 
Sir.” But Euby said, 
“Don’t bother, Tom; 
we ’ll look after them.” 

Wondering a little, 
we were led upstairs. 
Pearl knocked thrice, in 
a mysterious manner 


on a door and we were admitted to a 
small room, almost bare of furniture 
but full of people. All were standing 
round a single table, on wliich were 
many bottles and a few glasses. 

Euby said she w^ould like a Port and 
Lemonade — ^the favourite refreshment 
of the woman of the -world, I am in- 
formed. The port for the system and 
the lemonade for the soul Pearl liad 
a Benedictine and Soda Water, and 
George in sheer bravado ordered a 
Whi^y and Gin. 

He received this beverage in a cracked 
tooth-glass. The whole proceedings 
had an air of stealth and scramble, such 
as one would associate with an illegal 
picnic. Everything was wrong. Those 
who had liqueurs drank out of large 
tumblers and those who had long drinks 
had tiny glasses. Some drank out of 
tea-cups and others drank from jugs. 
No one, as a fact, drank anything very 
much, but all, like Mr. Wiggs, continued 




OUR MOVIE ART-EXPERTS. 

Author {interrupting hero of film-drama). “I don’t like that furniture; it’s too HEAvy. 
Producer. “I get you. What you want is a bit o’ Louis Chippendale,” 


to imitate the best-known tavern scenes 
in cofnic opera. Indeed, there were not 
a few wlio king. 

Carried away, I ordered a double 
Ortoe de Mentlie. It was not nice, but 
it was illegal. It was thrilling. I had 
not been so happy since I travelled in 
America. We wore rebels. We were one 
with Titus Oates, with Wat Tyler, 
Hampden and the Seven Bishops. The 
prices charged were enormous, but 
George paid without a tremor, l^or 
men will pay any tiling to break the law. 

Suddenly a bell rang, a whistle was 
blown, there was a cry of “ Police 1 '' 
Every face was blanched. Tlie utmost 
excitement and satisfaction prevailed. 
Everyone, it seemed, knew what to do. 
A sliding panel was drawn back in 
the wall. The bottles and jugs were 
whisked away into a secret cupboard, 
and the glasses, tea-cups, flower-vases 
and christening-mugs were emptied 
into a secret sink. Erom the same 
cuplioard two Halma-boards and a set 
of Ludo v/ere produced, and the com- 
pany, wxtlx outward calm, liegan a 
number of round games. George and I 
played ** Snakes and Ladders.” 


After a little while the man in charge 
of the room tiptoed out of the door. 

When he returned his face was all 
smiles. ‘ * False, alarm, boys ! ” he cried ; 
and there were cheers. 

But ‘‘What a shame!” said Kuby. 
And that, I felt, was the general opinion. 
I have seldom been so disappointed. 

“We were in luck, old boy,” said 
George as we went home. “It isn’t 
everyone they have a raid-night for.” 

“ What d’ you mean ? ” I said. 

“ All done for your benefit, old boy.” 

“ Explain, George,” I said huffily. 

George explained. 

The Night- jar, it seems, began respect- 
ably. It had a licence. It has still 
a licence. It provided good plain danc- 
ing partners, with modest uniforms and 
labelled, in a pen. It provided quiet 
revelry and modest refreshment. It did 
not pay. People did not care to take 
their friends to a place where there was 
not the smallest chance of a police-raid. 
Not merely did the butterflies of Lon- 
don cease to come to Brighton,’ but the 
young Brightoners took to going to 
London for the week-end. The propri- 
etors of the Night-jar determined to 


become disreputable. Every obstacle 
was put in their way. They begged the 
magistrates to cancel their licence. The 
magistrates refused. Desperate, the pro- 
prietors put it about that the licence was 
cancelled. The whole place was “ Prohi- 
bitionised.” . Legal refreshment was in- 
vested with all the delicious trappings 
of illegality and stealth., , The label 
“ Dancing Partners ” was removed. 
Euby and Pearl were taken out of their 
uniforms, dressed in evening dress and 
became exciting. At reasonable inter- 
vals bogus police-raids were provided ; 
and special raid-nights were arranged 
ahead for distinguished parties. Mean- 
while men were hired to throw china 
about and simulate intoxication. The 
place was now as popular as a sweep- 
stake and the proprietors as wealthy as 
bookmakers. 

[Note. — The above narrative, and in- 
deed the tohole series, is entirely imagin- 
ary. But so many lies have been told about 
London in literature that it seemed only 
fair that some other town should have a 
turn. In our next, series the secret life 
of Liverpool loill be disclosed.] 

A. P. H. 
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suggestion that it is no bad thing to are the noble lords than the noble 

ASCOTIANA. keep the two apart, t j. i « u *. i iu 

An - advanced” newspaper informed ^ ^ ^ ^ .u Still. I take ofl my hat to the para- 

me that at Ascot I sh'oidd find a place Conundrum. Which exactly are the sites m pretty frocks. I feel no obhga- 
devotod to “ the senseless pleasures of senseless pleasures of this world ? tion to the parasites who ate the oranges, 
the idle rich.” What amazed me was the Answer. Other people’s. a^ i 

multitudeof theidlepoor Ascot is ve^ hard work. 


who were also present. 

I can confirm the general ; 
report that in the Paddock ^ ^ 
there are regiments of 
lovely ladies, and on them 
dresses of a costly, sense- ' 
less, shimmering, seduc- 
tive and homicidal char- 
acter, for which there is 
nothing in the world to be 

said except that they are ^ 

rather beautiful. There 
are also manymen so clean \ !§ 

and trim and well-com- ; Y 
plexioned that it is a : , 
pleasure to look at them, ' 
although they are rich. ■ I 
Everyone has noticed j 

*^^But only fifty yards 

away, across the Course, MAIN 

there are beer-booths and 

orange - peel and gipsy 

women and orange-peel, fortune-tellers 




MAINTAINING THE ASCOT EXPEESSION UNDER 
DIFEIOULTIES. ' 

lellers I It is a pity the pretty faces are not I 2.40 


and orange-peel, tipsters and orange- as numerous as the pretty frocks. Good- 


peel, “fevvers” and orange-peel, concer- 
tinas and orange-peel, touts and orange- 


ness, how few they are I A man might 
walk in the Paddock for ten minutes 


m 

mi> 


peel, banjos and orange-peel, banana- and never fall in love at all. And’ 

skins and orange-peel, and the idle poor how much more beautiful, as a rule, 

and orange-peel — a great part 

of the trappings, in fact, of the 

People’s Derby. (This is ex- 

elusive to Punch.) ^ 

* ^ 

Nowhere do these two worlds ji-I U I — \ \ f^ A 

i^SeriSSiri^^vLure the • ^ECOBATIONS WILL BE WOEN. - 


DECORATIONS WILL BE WORN, 


3*f 5f: 

Ascot is very hard work. 
It is the hardest work in 
the world. Here is an ex- 
tract from the diary of a 
lovely lady, escorted by a 
racing enthusiast : — 

1.0. — Walked through tunnel 
. 100 yards long to the Paddock, 
1.5 — 1.25.— Walked round 
i Q'^id round Paddock. Very hot. 
jf / L — ^^shed back through 

• fl 1 1 tunnel 150 yards long to Grand 
' It fin y Stand for 1,30 race. 

lot' /II — Climbed up ninety- 

•J^ll /hL seven stairs. Stood in a crowd. 
M B 1.85. — Walked through tun- 

1 iulL/H M yards long to Paddock. 

1.40— 2.25.— Walked round 
Paddock fifty times. 

2.25. — ^Became absorbed in 
V ^ borse . 

^ ^ through 

Ym 1 j uB tunnel 250 yards long. 

Mi / 'jl|H 2.31.— Ran up 110 steps to 
see 2.30 race. Stood in a crowd. 
^ 2.40. — Tottered down 110 

^DER steps and walked through tun- 

nel to Paddock. Legs giving 
way, 

2.40-2.55.— Tottered several times round 
Paddock. Conversation giving out, Pect 
blistered. 

2.55. — Bought our way through tiinnol 300 
yards long. 

2.59.— Crawled up 160 steps to see throe 
o’clock race. Stood iu a mob. 

3.10—3.28. — Walked to the Pad- ' 
deck overland. Pleasing variation. 
Took twenty minutes. Belt fresher. 

3.28.— Left Paddock and galloped 
back through tunnel quarter of a 
mile long. Algy said important race. 
3.30. — Algy pushed me up 150 

[ steps. Loaned against a crowd. 

3,40.— Walked through tunnel to 
JLJM Paddock. 

3.45 — 3.55. — Walked round Pad- 
- dock. 

. 3.55.— Ran back through tunnel 

500 yards long. Nerve gone. Face 
paralysed. 

4.0 — Was carried unconscious up 
180 steps. Toe trodden on. Came to. 
4.10.— Bell down 18D steps. 

^ \ 4.11.— Retired to Ladies’ Cloak 

Room and had a good 0 ^. 

* 4.20. — Emerged radiant. Algy 

asked if I would like to sit down. 
Said I had forgotten how. 

4.21.— Walked though tunnel to 
Paddock. 

^ ^ ^ 

And so on. Yet there are 
people who go through this for 
four days in succession. Why ? 

^ ^ ^ 

There is an Ascot Tired 

Face. It begins about half- 
past three— a drawing up of the 
upper-lip, a stiffening of the 
facial muscles, a glazing of the 
eyes. It might be interpreted 



IF YOU ARE THE IDLE RICH YOU ^ AND IF YOU ARB THE IDLE POOR 

CAN SEE THE RAGES LIKE THIS — " YOU GET THEM THIS WAY. 

as an arrogant ‘‘ Don’t-look-at-me — I- Eoyal Box. Between me and the rails twenty yards away I see a wbite-and- 
hate-you. It is not. It means: ‘‘Don’t- are seven rows of people tightly packed, purple cap flash past between the heads 
speak-to-me-or-I-shall-scream. I-want- The bookies roar behind us. Between of the people. And I can distinctly 
to-lie-down. I-want-to-lie-down. Oh, the races we stand contentedly, ex- hear the sound of horses running. The 
I-ao-so-want-to-lie-down ! ” tremely hot, gazing at The King, race is over. * ^ * 

Behind the Grand Stand is a pretty “ ’E ’s standing up now, talking to a Dthel, poor girl, stands afoot shorter 
green lawn, with pretty flowers, where feller.” ^ question if she saw as much 

a band plays. And here, in the shade “ Wonder what ’e ’s sayin’.” lovely race as I did. Yet Ethel 

of great trees, sit many ladies, fanning “Pity ’is ’orse didn’t win I ex- there from twelve o’clock till 

themselves, remote from the races, pre- pec ” Why? ^ ^ ^ 

tending no longer. “Goon. D’ you think ’e cares ? ” Number 1 has won therace. Idlv I look 


race is over. 


Ethel, poor girl, stands a foot shorter 
than I. I question if she saw as much 
of the lovely race as I did. Yet Ethel 
stands there from twelve o’clock till 
five. Why? ... 


In one corner of this lawn is a large 
tent, with many comfortable dames' 
behind a counter. And before the. tent is 
blazoned hugely the marvellous legend- 

Champagne Only. 

^ ^ ¥ 

Across the Course is a large tent. And 
before it is written largely the legend — 

Beep, 

' ' 

A parasite approaches me. “The 
winner of the next race for tuppence,” 
he says. “ Never lay yer money in the 
dark, Sir,” he says. “The winner of 
the next race for tuppence.” I give him 
twopence and receive a screw of paper 
on which is written — 

PuBPLE Shale. 


uo on. u you minx e cares / Number 1 has won the race. Idly I look 

Course cares. Same as you at my race-card, knowing that Sunart 
1 will at least be placed. Number 1 is 


“ Well, it don’t make no difference 
to ’im. ”E ’s got plenty of money, 
ain’t ’e ? ” 

“Money isn’t everythink, my lad.” 

“ Coo, they must be startin’, ’B ’s 
got ’is glasses up.” 


PuEPLE Shade, 

Sunai't is not placed, 

^ ^ 

At Ascot everyone islabelled. Between 
the obscene roar of Tattersall’s and the 


Wish I ’ad some glasses to look stately beauty of the Eoyal Enclosure 
at ’im.” is a stout iron fence. Against this fence 

What for, Ethel? ’E ’s no better stand rows of bookies, clinging to the 

■i-Vioiri "no 0 ‘ 1 * 1 —^ * 1.3 T ^ 


than us, is ’e ? ” 

“ Silly. ’E ’s the King, ain’t ’e ? ” 

“ Put a bob on this for me, Bert.” 

“ What ’s yer fancy, old girl ? ” 

“I dunno. Any think with a good 
long price.” 


“Look, Ethel; ’e’s sittin* down 
again.” 

Another parasite approaches us. 


rails like wild beasts in a cage, and in 
voices almost hushed do business vrith 
the noble lords in the next cage. Each 
bookie wears a label — as “ Will Potts 
— Walthamstow,” and' each noble lord 
wears a label — as “The Marquess of 


down Dram.” So that a man can tell at a 


glance whether he is talking to one of 
the old families or one of the old firms. 


Never heard of the horse. I throw “ Sixpence for a view of this race,” he * * * 

aside the paper with a smile of incredu- says, offering us a tiny camp-stool to Jq Paddock the horses also are 

lity, A lady in the Paddock has whis- stand upon. Sis 5 )ence for a view of labeUed. We stand and watch them oir- 


pered in my ear that Sunart must in- lovely ra^. 
evitably win this race. “Push up, Et 

^ ^ 


I will watch this race among the 


idle poor. We are exactly opposite the | shouting. 


as lovely race. . , , , culate before us, the beautiful creatures, 

“Push up, Ethel. ’Ere they come.” and wonder how it is they walk so 
* * much more gi*acefully than we, though 

There is a stir and some confused few of them are better bred. And one 
outing. I stand on tip-toe. Some Lord says to another that Asphodel 
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looks a little light behind the saddle, and 
Merrilegs is sweating, and the other 
says that What-Not is sweating too, 
and he never backs a sweating horse ; 
and suddenly they like the look of Wig- 
wag, and o:^' they go and telegraph to 
distant men in London about Wig-wag. 

But I have backed Weather vane, be- 
cause he was the Eing-’s horse. 

* * * 

Weathervane's jockey, I am sorry to 
see, is only eight years old — well, nine 
perhaps. To think that I have entrusted 
my money to one so young ! Two grown- 
ups have picked him up and are pushing 
him up the horse's side. I see a horse 
called Dinkie. A nice-coloured creature. 
For two pins I would bet on it. But in 
my judgment it is sweating. I will have 
none of it. ^ * 

Here is “ Smiler." ** Smiler " is the 
most original man on the course. He 
simply comes to me and says, “ Will 
you give me a shilling, Sir? " And I 
say, “ Certainly.’’ “ Smiler ” is almost 
restful. * ^ * 

The day’s pleasure is over. The car 
is still stuck where it was stuck an hour 
ago. We are surrounded by charabancs 
and gipsy w^omen with lucky babies 
who V7ant my money because I have a 
lucky face. I am very tired. ** Spare 
a bit of silver for the baby, Sir. If you 
don’t speculate, Sir, you 11 never ’eumu- j 
late, Sir. you’ve a lucky face, Sir;| 
you’ll have good fortune. Hold out 
your hand, Lucky Mary, and bring the 
gentleman good fortune. Grod bless you, 
Sir!” * . 

I have now financed thirteen lucky 
babies in one day. No wonder my 
fancy, Weathervane, was beaten. Had 
I bxit trusted to my better judgment I 
should have backed Dinkie at 50 to 1, 

‘‘No, I will not be photographed, 
parasite! -Well, - just a little one, 
then . . . ^ ^ 

The sun is sinking. The pretty ladies 
and the pretty frocks are all gone. But 
I shall always remember them. De- 
licious little clouds float across the sky, 
which, is quite blue. The trees are 
lovely, and the misty hills. A day of, 
senseless pleasure — and I have spent 
more money than I should. But there 
— as a greater than I has said, “Money 
isn’t everythink, my lad.” A. P. H. 


“ English Poetasters oe the Ages 
From Geoffrey Chaucer to Rupert Brooke.” 

WeeTcly Pa^er, 

Neither inclusive, we hope. 

“Maker-up for pre-war German pork trade.” 

Advt in Torhshne Pajper, 
;It .sounds an unsavoury business. 


AT BURLINGTON HOUSE; 

Oe, a Bound with The Boyal 
Society. 

I woNDBE why we are here. We 
shan’t know anybody, shall we ? . . . 
It would be rather nice if we could 
bring the taxi-man in with us. We ’ve 
known him for quite twenty minutes 
now. Bather a scientist, really : look 
at the way he dealt with the clock. 

These Professors are like the Pleiades 
— I wish I had a star or two. 

So many, and so old and so wise! 
... I think I like them best with 
ribbons close round their necks. It 
gives a kind of kittenish effect. I am 
so glad they let us have programmes. 
The worst of most parties is that there 
is nothing to read. Let me swot this 
up a bit. 

“ Becent and Fossil Echinoids, pre- 
pared to show internal and external 
Test-structures.” 

That ’s Professor Hawkins. I always 
said he was the boy for preparing 
echinoids. He’s not such a lad as 
Professor MacBride, though : — 

“ Post-larval stages in the Develop-' 
ment of the common irregular Urchin 
... In the young imago the mouth is' 
situated in the centre of the under 
surface and is circular or pentagonal in 
outline,” 

Nothing about an irregular urchin 
gets past MaoBeidb . , . 

Upstairs. Yes, that ’s the President, 
leaning on Charles the Second’s mace. | 
How nice of Ohaeles II. to give the 
Boyal Society a mace I There ought to 
be more of that done nowadays. We ’ve 
got to waft on into one o-f these side- 
showsnow* Sword-swallowing, I think.- 
No, it isn’t; it ’s Boron. Wait a minute 
while I look at the book. Vida Faba,' 
I see. If you take the boric acid out of 
a bean it goes all wonky ... . 

Now this really is jolly. “ Teeth of 
Fossil Horses and Asses. The Meryc- 
hippus.” I could understand the 
Merychippus so much better if those 
two young women in spectacles, with 
bobbed hair, wouldn’t keep talking about 
Eodeo all the time. And the Hunt Gup. 
Good title for a revue, “ The Merry Kip- 
pers.” What ? Yes, it is a trifle warm. 

Here ’s another good thing. “ Living 
cells growing in vitro under the influ- 
ence of a hundred milligrammes of 
Eadium Element.” The mitochondria, 
which are particularly clear, may be 
seen moving and dividing, and the 
metabolic granules, pigment rods, nu- 
cleus and nucleoli are also very distinct. 
There they go. I spotted them, the 
little devils ! Favourite leads I 

This is a bit easier. Fish in a glass 
tank. Breathing fish. Don’t all fish 
breathe ? Through their gills, you know. 


These beggars have lungs, and come up 
to the top to take the air. I wish I 
could do that. I’ve been breathing 
through my gills for fifteen minutes now. 

The “Cytology of the Eggs of the 
Earth-worm.” Just notice the mottled 
appearance of the nucleolus for a 
moment, would you ? and then we really 
ought to move on. 

What I like are these little dark red- 
curtained recesses. Sitting-out places ? 
I expect Charles II. insisted on those. 
This one is absolutely packed. What in 
the wide world is an acoustic spectro- 
scope ? Vibrations of light so that you 
can see music. Frightfully useful for 
evening At Homes when the conversa- 
tion is too loud . , . But you ’d have 
to turn the lights out, you know . . . 
Heavens ! I ’ve been talking to some- 
body else for two minutes. I hope she 
thought I was a spectrologist. 

Hullo, there ’s Berrington I Then there 
is somebody I know here. I ’m always 
meeting Berrington suddenly in the 
heart of unknown reception-rooms like 
this. 

“ Dr. Livingstone, I presume ? ” How 
is the dear Congo ? What a lovely little 
medal you ’ve got on ! . . . Oh, refresh- 
ments are on the ground-floor, are 
they ? The perfect flair you have for 
social intrigue! No wonder you get 
asked everywhere. Let us investigate 
the phenomena on the ground-floor. 

This settles one important point. 
Scientists do eat. . . . Yes, I '11 try if 
you stop exactly where you ax'e. ‘‘ So 
saying, he plunged into the heart of the 
tropical forest.” . . . Strange that 
science has never discovered a way of 
carrying a round pink ice safely across 
a crowded room. . . . Phew ! I knew 
it would. It has fallen at the feet of a 
professor.^ He has stooped to pick it 
up. He is rather short-sighted. He 
thinks it is a culture of pigment colls. Or 
an echinoid. . . . Notice the mottled 
appearance of the nucleolus. ... It has 
melted from his grasp. I will try and 
get you another one. Most species of 
strawberry ice are tyjjically coiled in a 
right-handed spiral with a segmontally 
arranged series of coelomic cavities. . . . 

I ’m sorry, this is a vanilla culture. If 
you don’t mind, I will get myself a 
small drink. , . , There was so much 
wasted alcohol upstairs. Did you 
notice the madder-stained preparations 
illustrating the bone-growth in young 
pi^? Absolutely piclded they were. 

Here’s to the Boyal Society and Kino 
Charles II.! 

Oh, there’s a cinema, is there? I 
never knew that. None of these fellows 
looks like film fans* What are we going 
to have? Mendelian segregation of ferns 
or tortricid larvse? . . . Passionate 
Drama of Love and Hate xn the life 



OF A Tohtiucid Lakva . . .Oh, no. 
Slow motion pictures. My favourites, 
almost — after Felix the Cat, 

I say, I do like this lecturer. He is 
the only man here who seems to have a 
real synipathy for ignprance. . . . Pro- 
fessor Lucibn Bunn,* from Paris . . . 
Apparently he can take ten tliousand 
pictures in a second with his handy little 
camera there. Pellets of paper being 
thrown through soap bubbles . . . 
What an idyllic life 'science is to be 
sure t Just imagine the scene in the 
laboratory. ... I wish I had kept up 
my pimer-pellet-throwing a little more. 
. . . Dragon-flies slowly paddling their 


wings. They’ve got the dragon-fly 
fastened to a vice, you know. What 
about Eodeo steers ? . . . Pigeons and 
wild ducks, moving their wings like 
Maud Allan. 

Eevolver bullets. Now this is real 
science. The bullet comes out with 
little jerks, dips and turns up, and 
steals softly through a plate of glass, a 
little tiny puff of powdered glass follow- 
ing behind ... I should rather like to 
see a slow-motion picture of a French 
duel, but I don’t think they could fix 
the instrument up for that. Apparently 
it’s rather a costly instrument. He 
says it costs as much per second to 


take these photographs as the war with 
Germany did. Yes, but how much nicer ! 
I never knew what a gentle jolly little 
thing a bullet could be till now. Thank 
you, Professor Bull. 

Hats. Yes, I 've got mine all right 

Help ! let me out, let me out ! Every- 
thing ’s gone dark .... Whew! that 
was an awful moment. I thought I was 
a Tortricid Larva. I wonder which 
Professor’s hat it can be ... . Evob, 


“A visitor enjoys within this hotel an 
atmosphere of rent .” — Advt in Daily Pajper. 

Just as if he were at home. 







Small Girl {to another, who has tahm a country cottage for the summer). “Motheb, is this a fashionable county? ” 
Mother. “I don’t know, dear. Why?” 

Small Girl. “Well, what I mean is—will I be expected to entertain much? 


CRICKET HANDICAPS. 

In order that cricketers should have 
the same advantages as golfers, billiard- 
players, race-horses and others, it is 
time the M.C.O. introduced a system 
of handicapping. My own case illus- 
trates the need for this reform. I am 
B. S, M. J, Tortington. I have an un- 
fortunate habit of playing a few seconds 
too late at the ball ; I have never been 
put on to bowl except as a ninth change, 
and fielding is my weak point, so 
that I get no chance of taking part in 
County cricket. But, if I had a handi- 
cap of 96 and a qualification, say, for 
Merionethshire, I might be invited to 
play by the committee. A man who 
knocks up 96 in the pavilion before he 
goes to the wickets should be an acquisi- 
tion to any team. With new confidence, 
induced by the stimulus of my handicap, 
I should no doubt frequently run into 
three figures, and the scribes would 
write of me 

“ E. 8. M. J. Tortington managed to 
scoop the ball over his head to 
the square leg boundary and thus 
scored his seventh century this 
season. In attempting to repeat 
the stroke he was caught at mid 
off.’^ 

“E. 8. M. J. was again unlucky 


yesterday. He was within two of 
his hundred when he was bowled.*’ 
‘ * Eonald Tortington naturally became 
nervous when he had made 99, and 
a section of the Oval crqwd adopted 
* barracking * tactics ; but this un- 
seemly protest from spectators 
scarcely justified Tortington in 
shoutingbackto the raucous-voiced 
man on the gasometer.” 

Hobbs would have a handicap of 
about minus 200. In the event of my 
playing against him, I picture the pos- 
sibility of the following report : — 

“ When only twenty from his duck, 
Hobbs, in yawning, removed his 
left hand from his bat and was 
bowled by E. S. M. J. Tortington, 
whom in future he would do well 
to treat with greater respect.” 

My fielding handicap would be an 
allowance of three misses per innings ; 
that is to say, my first three dropped 
catches would count as catches held. 
Eeporting the return match of my 
county against Surrey, your paper 
would perhaps tell you : — 

“ E. 8. M. J. Tortington in the deep 
field disposed of three consecutive 
batsmen. In each case he just 
managed to get his hand to the 
ball.** 


The sequel might not be so happy. 
After referringto my fourteenth dropped 
catch the report might go on to say : — 
“ On joining Fender, Hitch looked 
round the ground and carefully ob- 
served the position of Tortington 
in the long field. Then for twenty 
minutes he and Fender bombarded 
him. He just managed to get out 
of the way of several hot shots 
which whi5555ed by his head, Tor- 
tington, who appeared much shaken 
by this experience, was shifted from 
position to position in the hope 
that he would escape the notice of 
batsmen, and he finished up as 
long-stop.” 

From a list of the Battle Honours 
awarded to a London Regiment : — 
“Gaza, El Mughar, Nebi Samwil, Jeru- 
salem, Jericho, Jordan, Toil ’Asur, Palestine 
1717 - 18 . . . 

Better late than never. Even the 
Crusaders may yet have a chance. 

“Lost. — Chestnut Stufied Pon^, about 4 ft. 
high, from British Empire Exhibition.” 

Daily Paper. 

Mr. Punch’s waste-paper-basket desires 
to express its heartfelt sympathy with 
the pony. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday^ June 16th . — The Peime 
MiNiSTEBjhome from his holiday among 
the loons of Lossiemouth, faced the 
House like a giant refreshed, except 
that his barber had left him more 
like Samson shorn of his locks. He 
was glad, no doubt, to observe that 
Mr. Asquith had suffered even moi*e 
drastically from the ruthless shears. 

Members kept on arriving through 
the afternoon, many of them radiant 
in new summer suits. The rest gasped 
in the unexpected summer heat, en- 
viously admiring Sir John Simon’s and 
Dr. MacNamaba’s Whistlerian noc- 
turnes in silver-grey, Mr. Pethick 
Laweence in the palest lavender, and 
Mr. Sexton’s pink carnation against 
an opalescent back-ground. 

The Eodeo at Wembley provided a 
lively topic at Question time. Lieut. - 
Commander Eenwobthy, though he 
has held the boxing championship in 
the Navy, would not raise a finger 
against any brute beast. Colonel James 
hinted, indeed, that he had a brotherly 
feeling for all patient oxen. But even 
Lady Tebrington’s insistence that 
cruelty had taken place did not shake 
Mr. Henderson’s conviction that a 
Eodeo steer should accept a broken leg 
as cheerfully as a Eugby footballer. This 
suggestion started a score of Members 
in full cry, until the Speaker, feeling 
they had had rope enough, ro-unded 
them all up suddenly with the dexterity 
of an expert bronco-buster. 

According to Mr. T. Johnston the 
Government *‘sit supinely by” while 
millions of pounds’ -worth of State 
property at Gretna are “ going to rot 
and rust.” Mr. W. Graham denied the 
imputation, but admitted that he had 
been unable to find tenants for the 
houses and bungalows on the estate. 
Has he invited the co-operation of the 
local blacksmith ? If that worthy could 
supply homes for the heroes (and 
heroines) who seek his ministrations 
his trade would assuredly be doubled. 

The House discussed in detail the 
Lords’ amendments to the Prevention 
of Evictions Bill, and rejected all that 
were of any moment. Even the pro- 
posal that, if an alien and a Briton were 
in competition for a house, the Briton 
should have the preference was de- 
nounced by Captain Wedgwood Benn 
as patriotic flapdoodle” and shared 
the common fate. 

The Minister of Transport resisted 
a Liberal Amendment to the London 
Traffic Bill, while at the same time 
expressing Ixis willingness to leave an 
almost identical Labour Amendment to 
the free judgment of the House. Like 
a young constable at a street-crossing 


who waves on one line of vehicles before 
the other has got clear, he caused a 
collision, in which the Government car 
got the worst of it. 



Mr. OmvALi> MoBLm {about to sacrifice Ms 
moustache), ‘‘This is the only way, mxH 
Jack Jones getting 3‘ealous.” 


Tuesday, June 17th , — ^Judging by the 
appearance of the House a good many 
Members had determined to cut the 
cackle and get to the ’osses ” — ^at Ascot. 
Among the faithful few in attendance 
was Mr. Oswald Mosley, who during 



THE SIMONOSAHRIJS SPENVALLIBNSIS. 
A Pre-War Specimen. 


the holidays has sacrificed his mous- 
tache, I can’t think why, unless he 
was afraid that Mr. Jack Jones was 
getting jealous. 


You would naturally expect Sun- 
light and Somerville to see eye to 
eye. But the former’s Bill to increase 
the size of bricks met with the latter’s 
determined resistance. It was a very 
near thing between the Big Brickians 
and the Little Brickians. Mr. Sunlight 
was fortunate in enlisting Lady Ter- 
rington’s assistance as co-teller, and, 
thus aided, obtained the First Eeading 
by a single vote — 140 to 139. 

Sir P. Lloyd-Greame proposed the 
adoption of the Imperial Preference 
Eesolutions with conspicuous modera- 
tion; and Mr. J. H.'‘ Thomas, who was 
wearing horn-rimmed glasses — lest he 
should take too wide an Imperialist 
view ? — ^was equally sedate in opposing 
them. Sir John Simon did nothing to 
raise the temperature by what General 
Seely described as “ a first-class pre- 
war speech,” General Seely himself, 
though “ an unrepentant Free Trader,” 
announced his intention of voting for 
the first four resolutions. 

The Government began to look a little 
troubled when Mr. Johnston declined 
to follow ^‘at the tail-end of an orthodox 
free-import procession ; ” and still more 
so when Dr. Haden Guest (until a few 
days ago Parliamentary Private Secre- 
tary to the Minister op Health) told 
his fellow - Labourites that the Free 
Trade banner ‘‘led to limbo and nothing 
else,” and advised them to vote for the 
first four resolutions. 

By this time the House was getting 
roused ; and Captain Wedgwood Benn 
increased the tension by sarcastic 
references to the new Tory-Socialist 
alliance. His suspicions must have been 
deepened when Colonel Wedgwood 
made a complimentary — if slightly 
irrelevant — allusion to Mr. Baldwin’s 
sacrifice of a hundred thousand pounds 
of War Loan during the War. 

Wednesday, June 18th. — The- House 
was pleased to learn from Mr. Ponson- 
BY, dpvpos of the dispute with Mexico, 
that “the Foreign Office is never supine,” 
and from Mr. Wheatley that, in regard 
to his arrangement with the building 
trade, “everything is proceeding very 
smoothly and satisfactorily.” 

This note of optimism was not quite 
so marked in the Prime Minister’s 
replies to questions about the Soviet 
Delegation and the Communist pro- 
paganda in which some of its members 
are said to be indulging. All that Mr. 
MacDonald would say was that he had 
no official information on the subject. 
But, in view of the accusation made 
during the Preference debate that the 
Government had more regard for Russia 
than the Dominions, it was something 
to know that they have not considered, 
and do not propose to consider, the 
guaranteeing of any Russian obligation. 
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Mr. Baldwin, resuming the debate 
on the Imperial Preference Besolutions, 
was as sweetly reasonable as ever, and 
admitted that to reject them would not 
be a breach of faith with the Dominions, 
but merely “a stupid action.” No or- 
thodox Free Trader, he thought, could 
object to the first four, which proposed 
to lower existing duties on Empire pro- 
ducts. 

Mr. Asquith promptly showed that 
he could and did. Eesolutions dealing 
with dried fruits, apples, honey and so 
forth appeared to him “ an attenuated, 
emasculated, anaemic and even apocry- 
phal version of the full- 
blooded gospel of Imperial 
Preference,” but nevertheless 
he announced his intention of 
voting against them. 

The Peime Ministee took 
the same line, while ad- 
mitting that he was not alto- 
gether happy, because he 
foresaw that the Govern- - 
ment’s action would be mis- 
represented in the Domin- 
ions. No such alarms worried , 

Mr. Snotoen, who gleefully ' 
introduced a sulphurous at- 
mosphere into the close of the 
debate. He was determined 
not to be baulked of his 
cherished hopes of further re- 
ducing the sugar duty next ; 
year, and, greatly daring, 
borrowed a forgotten plume of 
Mr. Joseph Chambeblain’s 
to deck out his peroration. 

. That great man’s ghost, 
thus imprudently evoked, 
took shape without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation in the per- 
son of Austen, terrible as his 
father, with eye-glass com- 
plete. Even the clock dared 
set no limit to the castigation 
which ensued. Havingputthe 
Chancellor in his place as 
“a Socialist grafted on to 
the narrowest type of - mid- Victorian 
economic pedant,” Austen proceeded 
with rapid and sweeping gestures to 
dispelthe acrid fumes that Mr. Snowden 
had left hanging over a densely crowded 
House, and, having raised the debate 
to the highest level, sat down amid an 
ovation such as few Members receive 
in a lifetime, 

' This being Waterloo-day it was ap- 
propriate that the division on the first 
Kesolution should have been, as the 
great Dues said of the battle, ** a d — d 
close-run thing,” the - Government’s 
majority being down to six. But on 
the next it rose to thirteen, then to 
sevent^een; and finally to twenty. There- 
upon. Mr. Baldwin withdrew the re- 
Eesolutions. . . i 


What should have been the most in- 
teresting speech of all was not delivered. 
Mr. Lloyd Geoege, under whose aus- 
pices, Messrs. Clynes and Henderson 
consenting, the first Preference Resolu- 
tions were introduced in 1917, took no 
active part in either the debate or 
division, but gave to Preference (all he 
had) a “ pair.” 

Thursday, June 19th.— A renewed 
protest — not confined this time to the 
“ patient oxen ” — was made against the 
treatment of the Wembley steers. The 
Home Secretary was more sympathetic 
than on the last occasion, but doubted 



The Gardener (Mr. Snowdjsn), “I never could abide these 
Preperential Borders.” 

The Ex-Gardener (Mr. Lloyd George). “They didn’t treat 
’em as weeds when I PLANTED ’EM IN 1917.” 

if he had power “ to apprehend a cow- 
boy.” On this Lady Terrington sought 
to move the adjournment. But the 
Speaker — skilfully evading alegallasso 
thrown at him by Sir John Simon — 
dechned to accept the motion. 

Purther evidence of the consideration 
shown towards dumb animals by hon. 

Members was given by Sir Charles 
Yate, who asked Mr. Buxton (as the 
most suitable person he could think of) 
what steps are being taken to prevent 
the extermination of whales, seals and 
walrus in the Arctic and Antarctic 
regions. 

Members pricked up their ears when 
the Prime Minister announced his 
intention of reading the “insulting” 
letters addressed by Mr. Cummins to i 


the Mexican Government. They were, 
I fear, a little disappointed to find that 
they were scrupulously polite and en- 
tirely lackingin “pep.” Mr.MAcDoNALD 
declared that the British Agent would 
have failed in his duty if he had not 
remonstrated with the Obregon Ad- 
ministration for its “inexcusable be- 
haviour” towards Mrs. Evans, and 
rather implied that he might have used 
language a good deal stronger without 
infringing diplomatic etiquette. 

Mr. Sidney Webb (an inspired voice 
whispered near me during his speech on 
the Board of Trade estimates) might 
become audible if his beard 
were to drop off. While it 
remains the House empties 
in ‘despair of hearing him. 
The general exodus left Mr. 
Lloyd George, whose ab- 
sence from yesterday’s debate 
made him one of its most 
conspicuous figures, sitting in 
solitary state on the Liberal 
Front Bench, with vacant 
benches all around. Noticing 
his unwonted presence in the 
House, Members began to 
trickle back again, wonder- 
ing what it could mean. 

Sir John Simon moved down 
the empty Bench alongside, 
and the House forgot Mr. 
Webb in amazement at 
watching the Rivals growing 
expansive in amiable conver- 
sation. Presently Sir P, 
^ Lloyd-Greame crossed the 
Floor and joined the party. 
He gave place to Mr. A. M. 
Samuel, and then to Sir 
Robert Horne. The Wizard 
held a regular reception in 
this way while Mr. Webb 
murmured on. The outcome 
of this new Imperial — if un- 
official — Conference was seen 
in the alax'ming picture which 
Mr. Lloyd George drew of 
the future of British trade, with French 
and German imports flooding our mar- 
kets. Delivered yesterday, the speech 
would have had a great effect, and 
might have turned enough Liberal 
votes to save Imperial Preference. To- 
day it was merely an exercise in 
academic scaremongering. 


The New Geography. 

“All of Europe is decadent, dying, broken 
except America .” — American Magazine. 

“ M. Litvinolf and 3M. Rakovski, head of the 
Soviet Delegation , were entertained at luncheon 
at the House of Commons yesterday. . . . 

M. LitvinofE is leaving London to-day for 
Germany to undergo a cure .” — Daily Pajyer. 

An apology is surely due to the Kitchen 
Committee. 




THE FIRST TEST. 

All of us who went to Birmingham 
to see the first Test Match of 1924 are 
likely to remember it as long as we live, 
because for the first time this year 
there was not a fleck of cloud in the 
sky from dawn till eve and, out of the 
the wind, the sun had real warmth in. 
his beams ; which is the most remark- 
able thing that can now happen in an 
English June. 

The cricket was memorable too . , . 

Staying as I did in the same hotel as 
the South Africans, and sitting near 
enough to be able to watch their form 
at breakfast and dinner (nothing, for ex- 
ample, could be straighter than the spoon 
with which Mr. Tavloh, the captain, stirs 
his coffee), I am able to say that they are 
a fine upstanding lot, several of them 
well over seven feet high — or so it 
seemed as they rose, replete, and saun- 
tered towards tobacco — but I was dis- 
tressed to notice that every member of 
the team had the knuckle of the first 
finger of his right hand bruised and 
swollen. Tactful inquiries revealed the 
reason : the abrasions are due to exces- 
sive tapping of the barometer ever since 
their arrival in England. 


If I had to award marks for the first 
day’s play I should give them, among 
the South Africans, to Mr. Pbgler for 
his steady length, unaccompanied by 
any luck ; to Mr. Catteeall and Mr. 
Deane for their fielding ; to Mr. Ward 
for his resolute and far from easy wicket- 
keeping ; and to Mr. Nourse for the 
catch that sent Hendren back. A 
word of praise is due to the out-field 
(whose name I did not collect) wdio 
spent so much time and vigour in 
shifting the screen according as Mr. 
Blanokenbebg bowled over the wicket 
or round it. As for Mr. ParxvER, the 
new fast bowler, he made me hope that 
no American spectator was present, for 
his processes between delivery and de- 
livery, and in tire field generally, are so : 
deliberate that whatever chance our 
national game has with critics from 
across the Atlantic — a very poor one — 
would irretrievably vanish. 

The best English innings were those 
of Sutcliffe and Woolley, Kilner 
and Tate, who all went for the bowling. 
Hobbs played with the languid dis- 
dain of a tired Old Master, being more 
amused to steal runs than make them 
by force. Indeed, for a long while at 
the beginning (Hobbs was ever a gar- 


dener) he was hitting the pitch with 
far more vigour than he was hitting the 
ball. ^The card told us nothing about 
the lunch interval or the tea interval, 
but gave two long lines of information 
about Ebbmax, the ground-man; and 
for Eedman, who to the eyes of the 
ring had done his work so admirably, I 
felt sorry as the blows of Hobbs’S cor- l 
recting blade resounded and re-echoed. 

Hobbs, as I have said, played without 
much attack, but his innings was in- 
valuable in wearing down the foe and 
making things easier for those who fol- 
lowed. Hendeen also was disappoint- 
ing, for he developed a new gift for 
hitting the ball direct to the fieldsmen. 

I never -saw less placing by a Test 
Match crack. But Sutcliffe had been 
splendid and Woolley was glorious. 
He- brought off that smooth, liqtiid and 
irresistible drive of his to long-off half- 
a-dozen times, and his reach, as it has 
so often done, broke the bowlers* hearts. 
It was a moment of inten^ relief to 
the weary fieldsmen when at last he 
had to go. What then must have been 
their dismay, having just got rid of one 
sample of six-feet-six left-handed peril, 
to see, in the person of Mr. Chapman, 
an almost exact replica of it leave 
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kch the wicket Stratfoid-on-Avon cnurcn. 

they may well *0 bejhim y s t Y nedecting its duty and disregarding a 


“What’s the good?” tney may weuiro oe ““““ its duty and disregarding a 

have murmured. But for once in the I are over ? We reached that love y privilege. And how much 

fong day the Bates were more so when it contains 

the ashes of the national 

V 'V- P°®* * 

^ Qjj Monday the sun 

^ ^ e still shone and every- 

^ /[ \|\ thing pointed to a good 

i \A^ - Pi<=ch 

\ ^ '^vas now dry. But we 

\\ "*\\ ^ y surprises instead. 

\\ V I M! The first surprise was the 

^ / r!r~— continuation of the Eng- 

' -- innings, which I 

Starting the strips on a series op somersaults.” think must have been de- 

and I ing iust before four o’clock and it was cided upon by Mr. Gillioan m order to 
ATE balmd and bolted. Even had there let the spectators have their punctual 


— — . 1 - , qf^offnrrl r^T, Avon church’ Ought that shevist tendencies if I assert tliat any 

the pavilion and approach the wicket Stiatfoid-on-Avon ctmrcn „ Sunday is 


kind, and the darling of 
the Cam failed. 

Mr. Bender was pre- 
sented with more loose 
bails to leg than anyone ^ 

would expect in a Test j 

Match (Sutcliffe had / 

made a, six off one of ^ 

them earherin the game), ^ 

but he Tet them escape. \ v ^ 

The pity ofitl There — —-tr- 

we sat, longing and ex- ** Starting the stuivips on a series op somersai 

pecting to see them soar- i -i. , 

ing over the heights of Edgbaston, and ing just before four o clock and it was 
he slashed at each in vain! Tate, barred and bolted. Even had. ^there 




how’’ever, who brought a careless ele- been no sacred historic relics within 

ment on to the pitch, hit everything, even had we merely been so eceen- 

and hit, with an upward scoop which 

one rarely now sees (or indeed wants to 

see) on. the first-class field, but which 

one could not resent in this engaging 

creature. . 

Result of first day's play: England 

Birmingham is so wonderful a place ' 

that the price of a taxi is actually less 
than the amount on the ‘meter, but it 
does little or nothing for the visitor on ‘ 

the day that cornes betwixt the Satur- I 

day and Monday. .The answer to .the \ \ 

question, what to do in Birmingham on \ 

Sunday, is, “ Go to Stratford-on-Avon,” \ 

and so I Avent. I took with me an I A MN™ • 

artist who had never seen Shake- 

spearb's birthplace or tomb or Anne 

Hathaway’s cottage. ^ 

You shall see them,” I said ; but I UTIyIa 

had forgotten that this is England and A ' I 

that Dogberry still flourishes. It is true 

you may see Shakespeare’s birthplace, ' 

but its outside only, for on Sunday no 

one may enter it. Car after car filled LOYAE HEART, 

with American and other visitors rolled (South Africa 23 for 7.) 

up as we stood by the locked door, and Man from Owf am. - Why don't they 

aU bad to turn away baffled. You may 


laugh when Pahkin jumps over the 
pavilion railings with his Here we are 
again 1 ” and advances to the wicket by 
leaps and bounds. Since the circus 
vanished from English life there has 
been no such clown. It has long been 
a tradition that fast bowlers can take 
the bat lightly ; but Parkin is the only 
one I can remcml)cr who actually 
makes a red-hot poker of it! Don't 
think I resent tliis. Bar from it. I ad- 
mire him and wish ho was writing this 
article instead of me, because ho would 
do it so miicli better. 

What shall I say about tho South 
Africans’ fatal first innings (30, all out), 
which is now a part of cricket sensa- 
tional history ? I should prefer to say 
nothing. It was tho saddest sight I 
can remember since PouGHKE’and »]ack 
Hearne got rid of the Australians at 
Lord's some thirty years ago for 18 1 
But that was not Test, that was only 
an M.C.C. match ; and Pougher, who 
took five of the wickets for no runs, 
was more and more astonished by each 
success, whereas Mr. Gilligan (6 for 7) 
and Tate (4 for 12) looked and bowled 
as though they expected nothing else. 

x\nd this reminds mo of a piece of 
advice that I should like to give to 


row on the river ; you may flirt beneath trie as to wish for spiritual consolation advice that I should like to give to 
the willows; you may, in. the many — so beautiful a temple might well be young batsmen; “When play ingagainst 
hostelries, eat, diink (within hours) and open on a Sunday afternoon. But no. Mr. Gillioan, redouble your defence 
be merry ; you may rush hooting through I trust I shall not be accused of Bol- after he has bowled a no-ball, because 


the streets and surrounding 
lanes ; but you may not enter 
the house winch gives the 
town its fame and pre-em- 
inence. Nor is Anne Hath- 
away’s cottage accessible on 
Sundays either, 

I can understancl that these 
should be closed and the cus- 
todians given a rest (although 
special Sunday custodians no 
doubt could easily be found) ; 
I can understand it, even if 
I do not agree, because the 
two houses have been com- 
mercialised. But what about 







A CONFIRMED PESSIMIST. 

The EdG EASTON roller horse after the first innings op 
THE South Africans. 


he always follows it with a 
wicket.” Ho did this three 
times on that Black Monday ; 
and in the second innings he 
varied the custom by taking 
a wicket after a wide. An- 
other habit which both he and 
Tate had developed to an 
alarming degree \vas that of 
starting the stumps on a scries 
of somersaults; the ball, 
hitting them, brought them 
magically to life and they 
sprang away on a new acro- 
batic existence. 

But for an indomitable effort 




of 3 , amassed by the undefeated Mr. Com- 
MAiLLE, the South African total would 
have been only 27, of which 11 were 
extras. I had not expected them to win ; 
they never had the air of a winning 
side; there was something lethargic, 
something of disenchantment, about 
them that one does not associate witli 
victory ; but no one could liavo antici- 
pated such a disaster, nor could the 
keenest partisan of England have de- 
sired it. The trutli of the matter is, I 
suspect, that our visitors had had such 
a spell of bad weather — such a series of 
days in the pavilions bruising their 
knuckles and watching the ground get 
more and more sodden — so little of their 
native sun and sparkle had cheered thexu 
— that they were not themselves ; and 
on top of this came Mr, Gilligan 
bowling like a demon and Tate bring- 
ing the ball off the pitch with a fizzle 
that scorched the grass, so that it is 
almost literally true to say that before 
they were in they were out 1 
Tlieir plucky second innings made 
some amends and gave us the pleasure 
of watching English fielding at its best : 
Tate bringing off a left-lianded c, and 


k A 


b. which few men would have held and 
Mr, Chapman making a catch in the slips 
which no one else in the world would 
have reached. But the South Africans' 
vremm' pas had been too costly, 

E. V. L. 



Small Change. 

“ The hymn. ‘ When Gold of old caino down 
from Heaven ’ was sung by the congregation, 
and a silver collection was taken for the 


musical purposes of the Cathedral.” 

JProvmdal Paper, 


“ Battalions of brilliantly uninformed troops 
lined the Canadian Paper. 

And to think of all the money spent on 
Army education. 


*‘We sympathise with the XI. on their 
dawn match with Liverpool 0.0.” 

School Magazine. 

So do we. Our motto is Never play 
cricket before breakfast.” 




A FLIER. 

Mb. a. P. F. Chapman. 


“Hotts Doing Welu. ! 

BOWLING ANALYSIS. 

Notts. — ^First Innings : Kennedy 16 for 65, 
Newman 7 for 75, Boyes 3 for 44, Brown 2 for 
52, Bowell 0 for 32 .” — Sunday Paper, 

In our opinion Notts, with twenty-nine 
men, should have done even better. 
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^r-m/^cr i[fan>sa and heiUTiother and her troupe of attendant lovers 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. be^^an to bore me dreadfully. No, I cannot congratulate Mr. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned GlerJcs.) B^rlbin on this book, though he contrives a neat conclu- 

Mr. Maurice Baring's 0. (Heinemann) is not a novel but sion. But for that welcome touch of artistry at the finish 
an imaginary portrait. I should have called it a second I should have been even more depressed than i was. 

Marius the Epicurean had not one of its many snatches of [ “ . 

literary criticism made so slighting an allusion to Pater that Mr. Anthony W harton has apparently a serious grouch, 

I feel it would be kinder to distinguish. In manner nothing which no doubt many of us share, against women who 
could -be less Pateresque than G, Its style is carefully write novels after this mpner: “ His black eyes flamed 
drained of colour and stripped of recognisable cadences, with points of golden desire. His breath burned into her 
Its merits are rather French than English. It is lucid, fainting senses like the breath of a devouring flame. His 
economical and austere; revealing rather than reinforcing lips closed on hers, stifled her, cmiquered her, possess^ her, 
its subiect. The subject, however, and the way in which and so forth. The dedico^tiomoi Be Good, Sweet Maid 
i it is handled both recall the most earnest and ambitious of Unwin), “To my wife and all other women who do not write 


haphazard and uncharted that the ex- 
perience of fellow-travellers is only 
negatively useful and the existence of 
a map hardly suspected until the end. 
Its setting is a generation old. C. is a 
younger son of a noble English family, 
destined for the Navy, forced by cir- 
cumstances into diplomatic and ad- 
ministrative side-shows, but always 
and essentially a poet. The most at- 
tractive passages in his life— a life 
numbed and thwarted by ' his own 
diffidence and the ruthless activities of 
others — show him catching transient 
and always untended fire from the 
great masters of his art : from Sheluey 
at Eton, from Eacine in Paris, from 
Heine in South Germany and from 
Dante in Borne. He has two dis- 
astrous love-affairs: one with a born 
courtesan of consummate social adroit- 
ness, who wastes his spirit and inspires 
his work ; and another with a fervent 
croyantCy whose undiscriminating as- 
ceticism undermines his natural enthu- 
siasms, though she does her ultimately 
successful best to help his soul to take 
root in the wreckage. “His whole 
life," as an onlooker says, “ was a con- 
flict of values ; " and no one interested 
in the rise and fall of spiritual and 
intellectual currencies will fail, I think, 
to appreciate its ups and downs. 




Distress op A.B. (going to meet his 
iiAss) on discovering that his slacks 

ARE BAGGY AT THE FIFTH CREASE PROM 
THE BOTTOM OF HIS PORT LEO. 


So far my personal aequaii^ance with Spanish dancers 
has been strictly limited, for which, if the main body of I should be sorry to believe that all or even a few theo- 
them are anything like (Parsons), I hereby tender logical students are of the type depicted — with considerable 

my devout thanks. Mr. Henry Baerlein no doubt knows skill, I admit — ^by Mr. Ernest Eaymond in Wanderlight 
his Andalucia thoroughly, and he has sprinkled his pages (Cassell). Their vulgarity is painful. Do the curates of 
with so many Spanish sayings that the reader starts with a the Church of England, I wonder, habitually indulge in the 
pleasant confidence in his capability as a guide to the people most atrocious slang and perpetually rail against their 
of Seville. But he will be disappointed in Marijposay who is superior officers ? And are there really clergymen so 
sadly lacking in charm. The name, I believe, means a flagrantly epicurean as Archdeacon Bitchrose ? These are 
butterfly, which prepares us for a certain lightness of con- fair questions, for Mr. Baymond writes as a conscientious 
duct ; but Mr. Baerlbin's heroine goes in and out of her realist or nothing. He is so conscientious indeed that he 
love affairs with the irresponsibility of a piece of thistle- is apt to encumber his narrative with clots of extraneous 
down. There should have been material for comedy in the detail. The theme of his story consists in the doubts, 
visit of Mariposa and her mother — a sort of female Sancho aspirations and follies — ^particularly follies — of one Hilary 
Panza — to London- under the wing of Mr, Waimvright^ that Downy sometime a subaltern of sappers, who in a moment 
stout and kindly impresario] but it is mostly wasted. I of impulse promised a dying clergyman that after the War 
think the author was satisfied to maintain a certain gay and he would consecrate his future to “life-giving, for a change." 
fantastic manner and let the sequence of amorous adventure It appeared to him that there was nothing for it but to 
do the rest. For my part, after the first half of the book, enter the Church of England, although neither then nor 


daughter of a substantial Bristol trades- 
man. Laura Strong is a hopeless duffer 
games and all the things that matter 
at school, has a reddish nose and un- 
reasonably thick ankles — she carries 
im 'o. these handicaps through life — and no 
^ mm vU i'edeeming qualities save her tenderness 

/ 1 1 1 ShanmSy her truculent terrier. She 

X I jj can, however, drive a fluent pen and 

'L I f U? pi'oposes to show her contemporaries 

\^ \ JL what a mistake they have made in 
/ ignoring her. Inspired by Madame 

/ Bovary and determining to be a second 

^ y / Flaubert, shefinds that she hasnothing 

^ ^ 1 / whatever to say, and that, even if she 

/ ' had, that sort of thing would be unlikely 

/ ^ 1 to sell — a verdict which her business- 

■ 1 like publisher strongly endorses. After 

^ / I a little practice she can tap out directly 

^ typewriter four thousand or so 

— I a day of words like those above quoted. 

^ > \ She has a starved unhealthy mind and 

marries by force, as it were, an anasmic 

little clerk — a sordid business. It is a 

I r tribute to Mr, Wharton's skill that he 
can keep you interested in such a poor 
fraud ; but he fails altogether — except 
(going to meet his perhaps in one passage on the death of 
G THAT HIS SLACKS (Jog — to show any sign of human 

sympathy with what, after all, as lie 

! outlines it, is a tragic situation. He 

has chosen to make his Laura a mere Aunt Sally. This is a 
pity, for he labours in an essentially good cause. 
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Th& Wembley Conscience. Dbeam of the man who would not go to the British Empire Exhibition.” 


afterwards could lie be induced to believe in her doctrines, to amuse anyone for an hour, but not what I seem to 
Unhindered by this trifling disability, Hilary Doxon passed remember as Mr. Cobb at his best. 

his examinations quite comfortably. Despite his profound 

ignorance, his shocking manners and his infinite capacity From the start to the finish of i2ace(SECKBR) Mr. William 
for foolishness, he became a highly popular deacon and the MoFbb kept me in a state of tension, and, although my ex- 
pet of tea-parties, only to discover that he ought not to pectations were not completely realised, there is no doubt 
be ^‘priested.” After some considerable agony of spirit, he that he has the right stuff in him. The trouble is that the 
finally decided that his vow to the dying padre could only runners in his “ rdee are so numerous that I had to wait 
be. fulfilled if he stayed outside the Church. And on the a prodigious time before any of them really emerged from 
doorstep he is left by Mr. Eaymond. the ruck. The scene of the tale is for the most part laid in 

the Barnet of some thirty years ago, and there we find the 

Mr. Thomas Cobb has a fashion of writing, all his own, Heaths j with a quiverful of girls, struggling against poverty, 
which somehow suggests that the story is not created by All except Mr. Heathy who suffered from a complaint that 
his imagination but transcribed, from something which he prevented him from working, though it did not otherwise 
knows already. This has the effect of making me feel that seriously incommode him. Gradually two of the Heath 
it must all be true, but also that it is rather dull. The One girls, with their young men, extricate themselves from the 
Who Passed By (Stanley Paul) was Adrian Desmond — ^in crowd — so gradually that during the process Mr. McFee 
love, and very honourably and hopelessly in love, with has had time to introduce me to an astounding number of 
Ernestine Bmeoe^ his neighbour’s wife ; and what he passed Barnet’s inhabitants. I should infer that Mr. MoFee is not 

was the lake into which that neighbour had just fallen in devoted to games. One of his young men played centre- 

thedark. At least that is how translated the sound forward” for a ‘‘belligerent” Eugby football club, and 

of a splash and the finding of Bnscoe's stick on the grass, another (an ex-o£Bce-boy) was “ heard of at Wormwood 
Of course Adrian^ who was a good swimmer, ought to have Scrubbs, where he often scored centuries for the I. Zingari.” 

rushed to the rescue ; but Bxcscoe was a drunken brute who 

ill-treated his wife, and, acting on the spur of the moment, In The Seventh Hole and Other Verses (Blackwell) I 
Adrian decided that he was better drowned and held on welcome another volume — little but very good^ — of collected 
his way. Then, when Biiscoe's body was found in the lake, poems by “Dum-Dum ’’(Major Kendall). Along with matter 
remorse forbade him either to make himself and Ernestine that is now published for the first time it contains much that 
happy by asking her to marry him or tell her why he has appeared in these pages. There is no writer of light verse 
didn’t. They both went through a sufficiently wretched whose work is more finished and fastidious ; and the present 
time before it was satisfactorily proved that he would not volume proves that the passing years have not blunted the 
have found Bnscoe alive however quickly he had plunged edge of his cunning or staled that very personal quality of 
in after him. It is quite an easy book to read and likely humour which owes nothing to any other writer in this kind. 




STRIKES: A RECORD HALF-YEAR. 


“ To-dat is Midsummer Day (bitter laughter)/’ I said, and if the Calendar knows what it ’s talking about 
this means that Summer has about ten more days to run.” 

“ The Calendar,” said the Sage, “ was composed long before the creation of the ]\Ieteorological Office and 
has been largely superseded by the pronouncements of that body. I appealed the other <iay to the sense of 
humour which I judged to be latent in the latter’s Rain Department, and, though they took longer than I liad 
anticipated to see the joke, I had, in the event, a certain measure of success. We were promised a record 
season, and it was only natural that the official Weather Bureau should want to have a hand in it and, like 
Wembley, make an unparalleled exhibition of itself. If I have correctly gauged its ambitions it won’t bo content 
with a record of cold and wet; it will insist on a further record of heat and drought. 

But, apart from the weather, what would you say has been the most striking feature of tlio past six months ? ” 

“Strikes,” I answered without an instant’s hesitation. 

“ Ah 1 my prophetic -soul ! ” cried Mr. Punch. “ You will recall, no doubt, a cartoon of mine, px^oduced in 
the early days of the Labour Administration, in which I sketched a programme of the Labours of Mr. Ramsay 
MacHercules, and every alternate one of them was a strike. I prophesied better than I hoped — or feared.” 

“And even so,” I said, “you underestimated the proportion of strikes to his other labours— labours, that 
is to say, that have been accomplished, I refer to those two great feats, the extension of unemployment by the 
repeal of the McKenna duties, and the snub offered to our Dominions by the repudiation of the late Government’s 
scheme of Imperial Preference. 

“ One would have thought that, having seen its Party admitted to office through the goodwill of Mr. Asqui'DX 
(not that he loved them so much but that he hated the Unionist Party more), Labour in the country would have been 
content to leave its cause in the hands of its representatives and keep quiet fopr a bit. In declining this programme 
it may have been the agitators idea that the Leaders who had so loudly undertaken to produce tlie Millennium under 
the only possible Management would support them in their attempt to expedite its advent. And they were encouraged 
in, this belief by the Postmaster-Genebal’s neglect to intervene on behalf of Hib Majesty’s mails dux'ing the 
Transport Strike.^ But this guardian of a great public service was pretty sharply shown the error of his ways/’ 

' admit,” said Mr. Punch, “that the organisers of strikes have been disappointed if they expected direct 

.^justerial assistance; but they get a good deal of the indirect kind through the Government’s mastoriv inactivity. 
* ' u' that Mr. Clynes recently told some people at Manchester that in the matter of strikes * the Government 
> :.^A„bobaved with a watchful legard to the public interest.* Well, Manchester may iiave swallowed this state- 
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ment. Manchester is a long way from the Lot’s Eoad power station. But what London thinks to-day of the 
GoYemments ‘watchful regard to the public interest’ Manchester may think to-morrow, if her turn should come. 

T h. j • IS that the Labour Government, in their terror of seeming to side with Capital, place a 
very limited interpretation on what constitutes the ‘public interest.’ So long as' famine is not threatened, or a 
curing-on of the milk supply, they stand aside, adopting a moral pose of impartiality. The mere misery of the 
public or the mss of trade entailed by railway strikes — ^fiiese are incidental trifles of which they can wash their 
hpds. Are they their brothers^ keepers? ^ ‘No,’ says the Minister op Labour (making the public’s difficulty 
his opportunity for advertising his Socialistic wares), ‘ not until you nationalize the railways i * 

demand for Government intervention was made the more imperative by the 
^ct that m several of the recent strikes the quarrel was not between employers and official Trades-Unionism. 
^ s-s in the last case, to irresponsible influences which ignored the recognised medium for 

collective bargaining, or else to jealousy between one Union and another. It is no longer a secret that a 
member of the present Cabinet objected^ strongly to the idea of Government intervention in a certain strike, 
because he wanted to have the personal satisfaction of reducing an old Trades-Union rival to ^ulp without assistance.” 

j afraid, said I, “ that I do not always make the distinction that I ought to make in favour of strikes that 
are conducted by recognised authority. I hate them all; but I own that I have a sneaking preference for the irregular 
kind. I have suffered a good deal from the tyranny of official Trades-Unionism, and I derive the same unholy joy 
^ between two or rnore Unions, or a strike in defiance of officialdom, that a schoolboy would register 

if his masters came to blows with one another. There is always the faint hope that, when masters fall out, 
honest school-boys will come by their own. 

“I speak as a member of the down-trodden public. I am not a Labourer— in the privileged sense of the word ; 
my hou^ are too long for that, and, besides, I work with my head. And Heaven knows I am not a Capitalist. I ani 
just, as I say, a member of the down-trodden public. 

“ Well, believe me, Sir, the worm is about to turn. The public is on the eve of rising against its oppressors. It 
will form a vast organisation of voluntary workers, prepared and equipped to break any wanton attack upon its life. And 
one of these fine striking days — ^the morning after the usual midnight which has seen the stoppage or curtailment of 
some essential service — the professional agitator will wake up to find a Fascist revolution in full being.” 

“Was not some such development outlined in my pages a few months ago?” asked the Sage modestly. 

‘*It was, I answered franMy. “That is the source from which I draw many of my most intelligent 
observations. But you yourself admittedly owe this inspiration to Another.” 

“I do,” said Mr. Punch with equal candour; “and I feel it on my chest that I ought to acknowledge the 
debt.^ I said hard things about Signor Mussolini over that affair of Corfu; but he has done a great work 
for his nation. He has enforced the principle, which previous Governments in Italy, like our own to-day, had 
never enforced — the principle that the vast mass of the public has the right’ to live in liberty and peace. I say 
this without forgetting that Fascism has now and again committed grave offences against individual liberty, one 
of which at this very moment its leader is setting himself to correct with a strong hand, 

“Well, I propose to pay him the best tribute in my power. Chequers being unavailable, I shall invite him 
to invite me to a meeting at one of those delightful spots on the Italian Riviera which have been found so well 
adapted for Peace Conferences, and there I shall’ present him with — can you guess what?” 

“I haven’t the remotest idea,” said I, in a spirit of true loyalty. 

“Then I will enlighten you,” said the Sage. “It is my intention to present him with a copy of my 

aitii 
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Cartoons. 


Partridge, Berx.uid 

Annus Mirabilis 639 

As in the Glass Brightly 331 

Collaborators (The) 499 

Da^vn 33 

Filling a Gap 359 

Handicap (The) 275 

International Lover (The) 163 

Isle of ex-Premiers (The) 555 

Labour Bird and the Liberal* 

Worm (The) 471 

Labours of MacHereules (The) .. 135 

> Land of Promise (A) 583 

L^se-Majest^ 667 

Long View (The) 527 


Agnew, Mrs. P. L. 

Auto-Suggestion 385 

A:^derson, Miss E. V. M. 

Ways of the World (The) 394 

Barikg, Major the Hon. Maurice, 
AND Eev. Father Ronald Knox. 

Ba-na-na 32 

Batty, P. A. 

One up on Palestine 79 

Bell, Neil 

Caledonian in extremis (A) 588 

Romance of To-morrow (A) 671 

Bendall, P. W. B. 

England’s Glory 217 

Signs of Spring 297 

Bird, A. W. 

Brightex* Time-Tables 492 

Higher Salesmanship (The) 682 

New Bridge RuleS 279 

Nickname Habit (The) 320 

Only the Brave ” 94 

Simple but Effective 516 

Bosworth, G. H. 

Great Beard (The) 4C0 

Bretherton, Cyril 

Lines to a little 2ehra 69 

Brown, O. L. M. 

Rhymes of the R.A.P.— 108 

Civilian Education Stafl 346 

Dental Officer (The) 430 

Mess Barber (The) 626 

Meteorological Officer (The) . . 340 

** Works and Buildings ” 327 

Brown, Hilton 

Absent Friends 246 

Dak Bungalows 466 

Eastward Ho !— 

Old Magic 60 

To a Robin which joined the 

Ship in the Red Sea 9 

Houses by the Sea 654 

Indian Evening 514 

To an Up-Country Motor-Bus . . 610 
Bruce, F. A. 

, Ooirn in Egypt 19 


Maternal Triangle (The) 303 

Moral Victory (A) 219 

New Men, New Methods 109 

Paulo-Post-Futurist (The) 247 

Ramsay the Unruddy 191 

Robin Red-Flag 611 

St. George for Merrie Wemblie I 443 

Thomas Cceur-de-Lion 695 

Velvet Boot (The) 415 

Way of all Fish (The) 387 

Raven-Hill, L. 

After the Breakdown 123 

As We Were 347 


“ Ay, there ’s the Rub ” 151 

Broadcast Diplomacy 375 

Comrade Cripps 99 

Fight for the Favourite (The) . . 599 

Indigents Abroad (The) 515 

, Last Aid 459 

Les Grands Penseurs 319 

Liberal Button (The) 86 

Man who Played Cricket (The) . . 683 

Meat and the Bone (The) 403 

Misery-Ride (The) 627 

More Favoured Nation (The). ... 487 
Mummy of Parliaments (The) . . 61 

No Change of Air 235 

No Favour 3 


Articles. 


Campbell, A. Y. 

More Metamorphoses 

Cann, Miss H. M. 

Road Hog (The) 

Carter, Miss Nell 

Spoken Word (The) 

Casson, C. R. 

Christopher the Peace-Breaker 
Chalmers, P. R. 

Apple-Tree 

Cub (The) 

February Hyacinths 

Jerry-Builder (The) 

June— A Two-Act Fantasy 

Lambs and the Angler (The) 

Meals worth Remembering 

Ole Benjy Brown 

Pancakes 

Season (The) 

VTaito Pebbles (The) 

Clark, Dudley 

Aids to Gardening 

Art for the People 

My Pocket Diary 

Really Ideal Home (The) 

Sell it to Music 

CoLViLE, Rex 

More Auto-Suggestion 

Miimur (The) 

COOTE, C. R. 

On Speaking Italian 

Public-Houses of Europe (The) 
Couch, A. W. 

Expert who could Tell without 

Looking (The) 

Cox, A, B. 

Hats off to Hollywood 

Hot Water 

' Lesson m Tact (A) 

Melodic Dress 

Cox, Capt. E. C. 

Travelling de Luxe 

Currie, A. M. 

Bolshevists at Play 

Literal Lapse (A) 


134 


118 


218 

‘300 

500 

573 

165 

22 

G82 

67 

106 

632 

253 

657 

324 

184 

564 


172 


579 

172 

534 

216 

262 

344 


31 


Currie, D. 

Conversion of Wullio Angus 

(The) 

Dalton, M. 

Carrying on 

Castle Cow (The). .' 

Critic’s Diary ( A) 

• Diet and the Drama 

Featuring Delia 

New Endings to Old Tales— 

Arachne 

Thirteenth Labour of Heracles 

(The) 

Pets of Genius (The) 

Silencer (The) 

Daniell, Miss A. G. 

Lesson in Spelling (.\) 

D.\y,G. W. L. 

Foils of Fate (The) 

Red-Letter Day with the Rabbits 
Dearmeb, GEorniEY 

Pluralsy 

Dick, J. W. 

Beauty and the Beasts 

Golf Club Amenities 

Our Golfing Birds 

Rattle (The) 

Dinnis, Miss E. M. 

Cnrfew at Clerksey 

DODS, MARCU.S 

Mah-Jongg 

Dyer, A. E. R. 

Forty-eighth Situation (The). . . , 
Edgar, E. J. 

Duello (A) 

Erring Humanity 

Help! 

Irresistible Temptation (Tbe)... 

Man of Distinction (A) 

Neo-Georgian Puppyhood 

Eyton, John 

To a Mahseer. 153 

Farjkon, Miss Eleanor 
D ancing for Joy 333 


476 

152 

548 

78 

102 

604 

460 

34 

660 

22 

30 

m 

10 

290 

330 

126 

506 

181 

355 

328 

40i 

672 

420 

178 

326 

122 


Obscurantists (The) 179 

One of the Only Ways 37 

Red Hope (The) 201 

Rivals (The) 543 

Touching Appeal (Aj 431 

Traffic Peril (The) 571 

Two (Gestures (The) 263 

Up the Poplar Tree 207 

Reynolds, Frank 

Benevolent Debtor (The) 27 

Coming Lord-High-Bjector (The) 51 
Parliamentary Rodeo (The) .... 655 
Trouble in the National Chest. . 75 


Feaver. L. F. 

Cricket Handicaps 694 

PJCELY, J. D. 

Invocation to Fat (An) 267 

Field, H. A. 

On Washing-up 209 

Fleming, Berry 

Dying Conditions in America .. (>69 

300% American 346 

Vile Stuir (The) 144 

Forsyth, Miss Phil. 

Begging as a Fine Art 435 

Fox-Smith, Miss C. 

Commodore .350 

Outward Bound 305 

Rolling Stone 500 

Fyleman, Miss Rose 

Fairy Valentino (A) 367 

Garland, A. P. 

Acid Test for Bankers (The) .... 318 
Business Weather Bureau (A) . . 4.10 
Handsome is as Handsome looks 520 
Garvey, Miss Ina 
D iary of a Mondaine. . . .124, 236, 364. 

488, a’O 

Gillman, W. H. 

Quicksilver Freddy 31 

Gordon, F. G. 

♦Spring Pastoral (A) 442 

Graves, C. L. 

“Abbey ’’Thoughts 262 

All in one Afternoon 525 

Art aud Economics 199 

Browsings in Bookland 587 

Cassitex’otheocracy. 250 

“ Donee eris felix ” 590 

Gape Cure (The) * 137 

Grand or National Oi>era? 208 

Humours of the Tai)e 449 

In Memoriam— 

Sir F. Bridge, Sir W. Parratfc, 

Sir 0. Stanford .393 

E. Nesbit 562 

Invisible Authors 419 

Ironies of Excavation (The) 158 

Jack the Jester 3t>3 
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“Life ’’Lines 682 

Lost Chord (The) 22 

Lunar L6se-Majest4 425 

Lyra Misanthropioa 537 

Melotherapy 307 

Men of Other Days ; Lord 

Brougham 648 

Musical Monstrosities 240 

New Names for New Cities . . .436 
New Oxford Manner (The) . . ' . 365 

New Views on Old Books 619 

Our Musical Column 186 

Perils of Megalocrania (The) . 559 
Philosophic Foozler (The) . . .656 

Piano Control 604 

Professor in the Nursery (The) . . 54 

Prophet Unveiled (A) 35 

Beorganisation by General Post 273 
Beturn of Bamborough (The) . . 684 

Beviewing d la Mode 113 

Self-Education 43 

Signs and Omens 78 

Songs of Impudence— 

To Delia 478 

Strikers we Need (The) 116 

Sun-cured Cities 673 

To Araminta, on her Birthday. . 498 

To Henry 335 

To Philomel 578 

Tremendous Trifling 649 

Vandalism at the Oval 374 

Welsh Idyll (A) 300 

Women and Waterfowl 357 

Young Dictator (The) 473 

Ghivfith, M. G, 

Chunnel Scheme (The) 288 

Gloom 350 

Tract of Land (A) 432 

Gulliok, L. B. 

Fair Play for Bogey 493 

' Safety Game (The) 197 

Unplayable Ball (The) 40 

Gulliveb, D. A. 

Charivaria occasionally 

Fisticuffs of the Future 64 

HA.KIIISON, J. 

Secret of the Broken Tradition 106 
Hastings, B. M. 

New Headache (The) 391 

Restaurant Eomance (A) 421 

. Scuttles and Scoops : 206 

H vwKKS, Lieut.-Col. C. P. 

Men of the Minute-“Mr. Grock 544 

Union of Hats (A) 636 

Hekbebt, a. P. 

Ascotiana 690 

Dubious Bachelor (The) 366 

Englishman (The) 33 

Infallibility of Pope (The) 270 

Man in the Moon (The)-- 

Bedlam 129 

Courtesy (The) 82 

Down to the Sea in Sips 104 

Dressing-up 210 

“Evil Communications 382 

Huns, Triangles, Mr. Lloyd 

George, etc 56 

Ideals, Hot - water Bottles, 

Wines 296 

Love ; or. The Lumbar Gang- 
lion : 182 

Now Sleuths (The) 151 

Pyramid (The) 354 

Mr. Punch’s Music-hall Songs. . 308, 
394 

Pavliamanners 438,464 

People’s Fag (The) 530 

Bed Box (The) 336 

Besolution (A) 1 

Boyal Tournament (The) 580 

Suburban Scenes 410 

What Tommy Saw at Brighton- 

Bit (The) 552 

Brown Dog (The) 662 

Children’s Hour (The) 607 

Mascot (The) 492 

Boad to Buin (The) 576 

Seeing Life (At Last) 688 

Surplus Male (The) 633 

Wicked Pier (The) 522 

Hind, Miss Gebtbxjde 

Lammas Fair (The) 604 

Hodgkinson, T. 

* Another Beau’s Stratagem..’ 53 

Approved Pattern (An) 609 

Cjesar’s Triumphs 644 

Chink in the Armour (The) .... 422 

Danger to the Empire (A) 245 

Grit in the Wheels (The) 436 

Martyr (The) 372 

New Use for Song (A) 676 

Unskilled Labour 46 

-Holmes, W. K. 

Geography Horse (The) 113 

Glasgow Minstrel (A) 561 

Articles — 

Hobton, D. 

Understudies for the Films 458 

Hughman, B. W. 

Strike of Socialist Ministers (The) 54 
IBVING, Capt. L. H. 

Gobberdies (The) 142 

Shop ..252 

Jay, Thomas 

Charivaria weekly 

Jenkins, Ebnest 

Desirable District (A) 466 

Man of the Week-end (A) 292 

More Glimpses of the Zoo 422 

Seasonable Help 665 

Songs in -the Morning 386 

To her brief Best 321 

What is Music ? 131 

With Brush and Brilliantine . . 570 
Jenkinson, Mbs. H. 

Disillusion 644 

Johnson, P. 

Enfants Terriblee 70 

Kendall Major 

Call of Spring (The) 520 

Honolulu 470 

New Brassie (The) 180 

Poetry and Pork 234 

“ Sat. Eve— Cav. and Pag. ” 102 

Kidd, Abthur 

Dancer (The) 344 

Timid Sex (The) 601 

W Oman ’ s First Word ( .4 ) 19 

Kilpatbiok, kins 

Elizabeth and the Hand of Fate 2C0 
Knox, E. V. 

Afterwards 162 

Another Little lietter 76 

At Bnrlington House 692 

At the Play— 

“Fake” (The) 340 

Quite Beyond Salaries (“ Far 

Above Bubies”) 380 

“St. Joan ’’ 368 

Celebrity (The) 562 

Deliverer (The) 150 

Glimpse of Destiny (A) 228 

Great Insurance Race (The) 140 

Gusher (The) 234 

Hypercritics (The) 28 

Inla,nd Bevenue (The) 126 

In Paris with Charles 298 

Ode to Mr. MacDoimlrl 184 

Olympiana 6 

Pioneers of Empire— 

Australia 378 

Beyond tho Mountains 546 

Building and Decorating 29i 

Canada 352 

Doll’s House (The). 434 

Food Problem (The) 658 

Hour among the Ga,lleas.ses . . 322 

India 574 

New Zealand and so on 6^ 

Old Visitor.s and Now 490 

Pharaoh’s Furniture 264 

“ Sonaparanta ” 518 

South Africa 406 

Sugar and Things 602 

Wembley 2^ 

WestAfiica 46*2 

Wild Wild West (The) 686 

‘ ‘ Perfectly N aturol ’ ’ 412 

Personal I’ouoh (’Phis) 570 

Besourecs of Civilization (The)., 262 

Science 618 

Scrambled Eggs 3*56 

Snow .52 

Springtime 514 

Stanzas written in Extreme De- 

iection 666 

Tliestylis 212 

Undergi-oiind 637 

Waiting 100 

Watei-Zoo(The) 896 

Woodcraft 506 

Lambert, D. P. 

Cider 412 

Labmor, Alexander 

Boundary Problems .579 

Le Couteub, Frank 

Forward Stride in Science (A) . . 67 
Letts, Miss W. M. 

What every Banker knows ...... 116 

Lewis, M. A. 

Hares and the Tortoise (The) . . 339 
Lipscomb, W. P. 

Man who would bo Scratch (The) 266 
Looker, W. A. 

Essence of Parliament ...... weekly 

. during Ses.sion 

Lttcas, E. V. 

Bottle’s Progress (The) 15 

Bypaths of Dalliance 550 

Change, Change! 620 

Critic (Tho) 198 

continued. 

Dead Hand <The) ... 338 

Done A gain 244 

First Test (The) 699 

Friendship’s Offering 424 

In all Sobriety 293 

Injustice (The) 508 

Invalid (The) 114 

Joe 280 

Little Brothers of the Poor (The) 474 

Lives of the Little Men 664 

Luck of the Week 46 

News from the South 384 

Open Letter (An) 80 

Pacific Post (The) 156 

Bail Art 138 

Beunion or Profit ? 588 

Secret (The) 68 

Silence First 524 

Stop it with Flowers 450 

Thrust and Parrv 647 

Twins (The) . . . 366 

Yeoman Service 223 

Mackenzie, M. 

Hotel Problem Solved (The) .... 469 
Magill Egbert 

Adaptable Barber (The) 343 

“By Bequest” 18 

Charivaria weekly 

My Market Price 452 

New Shapes for the Human Body 167 
Psychology of Trousers (The) . . 107 
Martin, N. R. 

Games Master’s Report (The) . . 441 
klASON, A F. 

Nature Lovers (The) 578 

What ’s in a Name *? 324 

Masson, Irvine 

Sits, in the Dark Ages 4 

Methley, IHiss V. 

Skunk (The) £0 

Miller, Gerald 

Thrown Together 374 

Milne, A. A. 

When we were very Young. . . .36, 65, 
81, 103, 128, 157, 190, 213, 240, 271, 
316, 329, 358, 413, 467, 563, C05, 661 
Moffat, P. S. 

Political Deadlock (The) 5 

Molony, J. T. 

Smith Mi.’s General Knowledge 

Paper 1 

Monro, Sir H. C. 

Swallow (The) 531 

Monro, Miss K.\thari.\j<: 

Oxford out of Term 400 

Montgomery, W. 

Political Cryptogram (.V) 143 

Morrow, George 

Jumpy Experience (A) 551 

Naismith, J. B. 

Caledonian Madriga 1 70 

Clachan of Chagrin (The) 310 

Crowm Reprieve (A) 603 

Elfin Wireless 272 

Home Hazards (The) 250 

Northern Orpheus (A) 183 

Nicholson, D. H. S. 

“ Soi*ry you ’ve been Tr-roubled ” 543 
Norbiss, Cecil 

Charivaria weekly 

Nott-Bower, W. G. 

Classifying of Bill (The) 414 

Investment Stocks 476 

Ogilvib, W. H. 

Holders of the Road 561 

Old. Old Lady (An) 312 

Vision Wonderful (Tlie) 374 

Wembley Rodeo (The) 615 

P.ALMER, John 

Intimate Afternoons— 

Brealdng It Off 169 

Candid Courtship (The) 214 

Dismissing Algernon 1.32 

Muffins for Tea 241 

Reckless Interlude (A) 282 

Rivals (The) 188 

Peach, L. du Garde 

Domestic Training 376 

Hardy Annuals 20 

“Not Wanted” 74 

Plus-Four J mnper (The) 5H 

Sandwich-Men 486 

Pegram, Miss Marjory 

Editors, X^ast and Present - 408 

Peters, A. D. 

Breaking-poiut (Tlic) 632 

Phillips, Gordon 

Lesson for the Ant (A) 629 

New Tips on Taxation 526 

Singing Meter (The) 606 

Richardson, R. J. 

Babble of Babylon 336, 660 

Charivaria weekly 

Russell, E. W. 

Penny Thoughts 12 

Salusbuby, F. G. H. 

In the News— 

Girl(The) ...' 598 

Millionaire (The) 542 

Testimonialist (The) 654 

Rolf’s Rue 274 

Schooling, Capt. J. H. 

Conscience Money 440 

Fool’s Mate 167 

System of Credit (The) 503 

Scott, G. F. 

At a The Dansant 229 

Seaman, Owen 

At the Opera — 

“lolanthe” 171 

Operatic's 592, 64 >, 676 

“Ring (The)” 534 

‘ Ruddigore” 227 

At the Play— 

“ Camel’s Back (The) ” 170 

“ Corpse ” (The) 2 

“Kate” 254 

“LondonLife” 674 

“Perfect Fit (A)” 452 

“ To Have the Honour ” 480 

Great Reconciliation (The) 486 

How to Restore the Entente. . . . 122 
Left Hands across the Channel.. 54*2 

Liberal Dictator (The) 178 

London on-Thames 598 

Modesty of the Conservative 

Party (Tho) 26 

One Step Towards the Millenn- 
ium 50 

Strike and the Next Revolution 

(The) 98 

Strikes : A Record Half-year 704 

To our Master-Elect 74 

Welcome of an English Spring 

(The) 402 

“ Your Food ” 208 

Sharples, H. 

Seventh Hole (The) 532 

Sharpley, Miss Stella 

King Fisher 139 

Simpson, T. B, 

Flutter in Clubland (A) 448 

Smith, E. H. B. 

Any Sunday Paper— bar Two . . 400 

Gerald the Omniscient 621 

Inland Bevenue Riddle (An). ... 578 
Passing of Hampstead (The) — 212 

Stab on the Back (The) 302 

Village Itinerary (A) 328 

Spain, Lieut.-Col. G. B. B. 

Live Barometers 64-2 

Speck, Jocelyn 

Enigmatic West (The) 408 

Stewart, Oliver 

Bough Stuff 493 

Stuart, Miss D. M. 

Dust of Ur (The) 281 

Misfiolonghi 422 

To the Ducks of St. James’s .... 582 
Wayfarers— 

Beggar (The) 84 

Jongleur (The) 17 

King’s Messenger (The) 144 

Mummer (The). 228 

Pedlar (The) 30 

Symns, j, M. 

Jungle Georgies 386 

Talbot, A. J. 

Hand and Head 554 

Perils of Philanthropy (The) — 5^ 
Tew, W. E. 

Querulous Notes from a Country 

Garden 447 

Thompson, Mrs. Owen 

Bank-Holiday Golf 626 

Thomson, A. A. 

Opening of the Cricket Season 

(The) 458 

Thorp, Joseph 

At the Play— 

“ Alice Sit-by-the-Fire ” 118 

“ Back to Methuselah ” — 224, 255 

“ Fairy Tale (The) ” 168 

“ Farmer’s Wife (The) ” .... 312 

Grand Gnignol 674 

“Havoc” 92 

“Lord o’ Creation” 196 

“ Punch-Bowl (The) ” 592 

“ This Marriage ” 536 

“Toni” 564 

“Way of the World (The)” .. 195 
Todd, Miss B. E, 

Growing Up 265 

Night-Scented Stock 481 

Uncle James 91 

Trotter, Mbs. A. P, 

Bunders (The) 318 
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Van Dbxjten, J. 

Young Hamlet 2'J8 

Venneb, Noikvun 

Bothways Films, Ltd 251 

Neo-Georgian Nightmare (A) — JUS 

VEBNfeBE, A. H. 

Our Indian Hiunpties 284 


Walker, Joe Wauton, mbi 

Dull Afternoon (A) 20& Inventory (’ 

Jock 4 

Moving Story (A) 102 White, E. P. 

Why the Almond-tree is Pink . . 320 Barbarians 
Watson, E. H. L. Bulldog Br< 

Green Parrot (The) 616 Demeter's ■] 

Night Attack <A) 90 Furniture o 


Wauton, Mbs. 

Inventory (The) 372 


Barbarians 644 

Bulldog Breed (The) 478 

Demeter's Tonic 618 

Furniture of Eden ('riie) 26 


White, E. F. 

j\rost unkindest Cut (The) 70 

Wilson, Godfrey 
Sidelights on Commercial Art . . 50 
Wotherspoon, Ealph 

Tower (The) 340 

Wyllarde, Miss Dolp 
Song of Dartmoor (A) 321 


Books Reviewed. 


According to their Deserts 2 

All to Seek 1 

Almighty Gold 5 

Ancient Fires 5 

Angling in British Art 3 

Anna Nugent 4 

Anthony Dar-e i 

Art of Michael Haslett (The) C 

As They Are •: 

Bazaar (The) S 

Be Good, Sweet Maid 'i 

Bird in a Storm (A) S 

Books in Black or Eed 

Bravo Mystery and other Cases . . 

Bricks and Mortals ( 

Brogmersfield 2 

Byron ; The Last Journey S 

C. 

Call (The) £ 

Card Castle i 

Cathedral Folk (The) ^ 

Celia-Bound 3 

Chapter of Mediaeval History (A).. ( 

Cheat-the-Boys £ 

Compromise .3 

Conquest of the Eiver Plate (The) 4 

Conquistador £ 

Conscience of Gavin Blane (The)., £ 

Counterplot (The) £ 

Cricket Match (The) ( 

Croatan ( 

Cross Lights 3 

Cure of Souls (A) ] 

Dare’s Gift ^ 

David of King’s. I 

Dayboy (The) 3 

Day In and Day Out i 

Deception of Ursula (The) i 

Deep Meadows £ 

Defeat ..3 

Defence of London, 1915-1918 (The) 3 

Diversions of Dawson (The) 

Dogs : Their Training - 

Downland Pathways i 

Dramatic Days at the Old Bailey.. ‘ 

Dream (The) 5 

Dublin Pride £ 

East India House (The) £ 

Eating without Pears . . . v £ 

El Eaisuni i 

Enchanted Necklace (The) 

English Secret (The) 


Everyday Architecture 3 

Expectancy £ 

Faithful Philanderers 3 

Famous Crimes and Criminals. . . . - 

Fate of Osmund Brett (The) 

Fir and the Palm (The) 

Flying Draper (The) i 

Forge (The) £ 

Friend, You are Late £ 

Gallery (A) < 

Game 3Birds and Wild Fowl ot 

Great Britain and Ireland 

Garden of Paradise (The) 3 

General Botha - 

George III. and the American Ee- 

volution 

Georgian Stories, 19-24 i 

Gerald Cranston's Lady ! 

Girl from Holly wood CThe) ! 

God’s Step-Children l 

Gold of the Sunset (The) i 

Gora 3 

Great Waters i 

Green Archer (The) 

Green Peas at Christmas £ 

Happy Isles (The) : 

Hare of Heaven (The) 

Hazards of Smith (The) i 

Heroes of the Puppet Stage (The) i 

Heu-Heu £ 

Horace at Tibur and the Sabine 

Farm 

House Made with Hands (The). . . . 

House of Prophecy (The). £ 

Human Boy’s Diary (A) I 

I for One 

Immortals (The) £ 

Indian Politics £ 

Inigo Sandys..... £ 

Jane Welsh Carlyle : Letters .... £ 

January 3 

Joyous Adventurer (The) 

King’s Ked-haired Girl (The) — S 

Ladies of Lyndon (The) 

Lady Susan and Life S 

Last Essays (Maurice Hewlett) . . £ 
Letters of Anne Thackeray Ritchie S 

Letters of Jean Armiter (The) 

Life : i 

Life of Admiral Sir A. K. Wilson 3 
Life of Kohert Louis Stevenson . . 
Life's Antagonisms — 3 


London Mixture 

Looking after Joan 

Love’s Wild Geese 

Making of Man 

Mariposa 

Marmaduke 

Marsh Lights 

May Eve 

Melton Mowbray and other Mem- 
ories 

Memories and Friends - 

Midlander (The) J 

Miss Linn i 

Morlocks (The) i 

Muster of Ghosts (A) £ 

My Cricket Memories ! 

My Garden of Memory (Kate 

Douglas Wiggin) I 

My Native Devon ! 

Needles and Pins - 

Nervous Wreck (The) ^ 

Ocean Tramps £ 

Old Sins have Long Shadows — i 

One Who Passed By ' 

Painted Castle (The) - 

Passing of the Pengwerns (The) . . l 

Passionate Adventure (The) ^ 

Path to the Sun (The) i 

Patrick Bran well Bronte 1 

Pawning To-morrow < 

Pentagram (The) I 

Peri.ssa < 

Pierrot of the World 

Pipers of the Market Place (The) I 
Pirates’ Who ’s Who (The) . . . . ( 

Poirot Investigates i 

Presence and the Power (The) — ( 
Princess Patricia’ s Canadian Light 

Infantry ^ 

Publisher’s Confession (A) S 

(Juinney’s Adventures ( 

Race ' 

Rare Luck ‘ 

Recollections of Imperial Russia 

Recompence t 

Reconstruction of Life (The) ‘ 

Red Lodge (The) 3 

Richest Man (The) 

Right Place (The) £ 

Road Eoyal (The) i 

Road to Timbuktu (The) 4 

Romantic Woman (The) £ 


Eose-coloared Spectacle.s i 

Ennagate(The) 3 

Safety Pin (The) £ 

Sanctions £ 

Sands of Time (The) 

Sarah Bernhardt as I Knew Her . . i 

Sayonara i 

Second Chance (The) ; 

Second Mrs. Clay (The) £ 

Second Wife (The) ^ 

Seventh Hole and other Verses . , ' 

Shelley and the Unromantics s 

Shirt (The) ( 

Six Days ; 

Smugglers (The) i 

Some Dramatic Opinions i 

Square Egg (The) 5 

Story of a great SchoolmaRter(The) ] 
Stray Recollections (Sir C. E. Call- 

well) 

Studies and Sketches (H. Asquith) 3 

Sunshine Street ] 

Surplus S 

Swedish Woman (The) -s 

Tales of Tirah and Lesser Tibet . . £ 

Terriford Mystery (The) i 

Thirty Years at Bow Street Police 

Court ' 

Three Rooms £ 

Title-page of The First Folio of 

Shakespeare’s Plays (The) ( 

To-morrow and To-morrow £ 

Torch (The) 3 

Towards Love 

Tragedy of Charles of Habsbnrg 4 
Traveller in the Fur Cloak (I’lic) 4 

Trefoil ] 

Truth at Last (The) ( 

Two Gentlemen of China i 

Unwritten History ( 

Vagabond Fortunes 4 

Voyage (The) x 

Wandering Stars 4 

Wanderlight 1 

Watch Dogs : their Training 4 

When the Devil was Sick £ 

Who Travels Alone i 

W’idow’s House (The) i 

Wine of Fury i 

Wonders of the Himalaya £ 

Woodcuts and .some Words i 

Woodsiiioko ; 


Pictures and Sketches. 


ARMOUR. G. D 9, 40, 71, 91, 114, 3.39, 171, 231, 255, 

299. 339, 357, 419, 440, 4*6, 009, 559, 6i;i, 

Aves, Owen 121 

BAn:BMAN, H. M ITS, 200, 201, 216. 345. 591, 615, 

Baumeb, Lewis 12, 47, 60, 83, 134, 162, 190, 218, 

245, 269. 311, 337, 386, 404, 470J>17, 565, 582, 
6.15, 666, 694 

Beecher, George 39, 87, 163, 1S5, 22^, 241, 309, 

358, 395, 4C9, 451, 507, 535, C67, .C95, 619. 633, 
679, 693 

BestaRL, a. E 68, 115, 176, 327 

Bird, W 49, 73, 138, 1.54, 233, 266, 320, 33S, 370, 

423, 446, 51£1, 697, 625, 636 

Brock, H. M 17, 33, 133, 579 

Cheney, Leo 6*21 

Curry, R 130, 688 

Dixon, G. S. 80, 369, 253, 400 

Dowd, J. H 5, 166, 373, 429, 448, 505, 601, 672, 702 

Earnshaw, H.\bord 182, £J54 

Edwards, Lionel 59, 421 

Evans, Treyer 25, 31, 94, 112, 132, 211, 230, 261, 

315, 381 

Penning, Wilson 410, 648 

Fish 82 

Fougasse” 44, 45, 55, 14.5, 280, 569, 680 

Fraser, Peter 146, 202, 536, 6'i2 

Ghilchik, D. L. .11, 41, 66, 93, 118, 147, 369, 186, 
288, 298, 341, 363, 383, 401, 427, 437, 483, 511, 623, 
5.38, 561, 596 , 607, 624, 637, C56, 701 

Grave, Charles 8, 53, 81, 106, 161, 383, 205, 244, 

279, 313, 335, 426, 460, 589, 609, 657 

Grey, Frank E 232 

Harrison, C 174, 250 

Hart, Frank 189, 236 

Haselden, W. K„,.170, 196, 225, 254, 312, 340, 368, 

. 380, 564, 592, 646, 675 

Holiday, Gilbert ' 393 

Jennis, G 669 

Knight, J. C. B. .. : 398 i 

Leete, Alfred 118, 223, 243, 267, 342, 539 

Lendon, W. W 283, 4-23 ' 


Lloxd, a. W...03, 64, 88, 89, 311, 1.37, 149, 19£3, 194, Low, David 1-24, 651 

222, 249, 277, 278, 305, .30 5, 4J3.3, m, 361, 362, 389, Marchant, L. P 97, 258, m, 480, 

390, 417, 418, 445, 4.57, 601, 502, 529, 530, 5.57, .5^.8, Martin, L. B 18, 260. £}14 , 

085, 586, 613, 614, 642, 675, 697, 698 MILLS, A. WALLIS..,. 4, 28, 5-2, 76, 90, 108, 125. 1 

187, 2C9, 237, 285, 3)0, 365, 391, 420, 4.39, 465, 4 
537, 553. 572, 610, 649, 663, 

Morrow, Edwin 482, 48.5, 

Morrow, George. .24, 48. 72, 96, 120, 148, 367, ‘J 
227, 251, 27-2, 316, 326, 355, 369, S93, 397, 411, 4 
477, 496, 512, 521, 649, 066, m, 617, 652, 678, 

Owen, Will 296, 382, 438, 

I^ARTRIDGE, BERNARD 1, 

Pkgram, Fred 36, 

Pett, Norman 32, 4.52, 456, 464, 468, 568, 

Prance, Bertram 289, 60S, 



576, €02, 003, 630, 631, 645, 658, 6.59, 681, 686, 687, 

Eeynolds, Frank 16, 77, lOI, 127, 1.53, 181, *J 

246, 274, 302, 34 1, 349, 376, 414, 432, 473, .503, 526, .5 
.5S8, 623, 641, 674, 

Eidgbwell, W. L 10, 20, 43, 69, 188, 214, 286, ‘J 

372 497 

Shepard, E. H..6, 7, 57, 65, 84, 103, 128, 142, 157,’ 197, 2 
252, 271, 307, 329, 351, 385, 413, 442, 467, 474, 496, .5 
532, 033, 553. 580, 581, 606, 638. 661, 672, 67;i, 690, 

Shepherd, J. A 117, 257, 301, 616, i 

Smith, A. T 34, 143, 177, 242, 371, 454, 469, ; 

Speed, Lancelot 42, 104, 310, 4a5, i 

St.\MPA, G. L .... 19, 35, 58, 95, 10.5, 129, 1.52, m, 2 
273. 293, £J43. 337, :}77, 449, 461, 489, 533, 5.51, .577, 6 

071, 1 

Taylor, Alfred H, i 

Terry, Stan 21, 484, 494, 524. .569, .594, 620, i 

Thomas, Bert . . . .2£^, 29, .56, 67, 79, 107, 131, 158. 1 
180, 210, 217, 259, 321, 348, 399. 42.5, 441, 481, 493, 4 
.516, .540, 544, 587, 608, 647, 670. < 
Thorpe, J. H.. .1.5, TOO, 160,215, 287, 297, 364, 447, 4 
^ 573, 629, 66.5, 700, ' 

Watts, Arthur 141, 32.5, 479, 522, i 






